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I felt myself quiver as she ran the gently vibrating plastic cock over my supple, perky breasts. The feeling of my new nipples going rock hard was incredible, so much so that I let out a little moan – a feminine moan too.

“That’s it, let it out,” Jennifer said. “You see, we were right to target you, it’s clear that you are perfect material for a new body and new life. It’s not just your perfect titties that love to be stimulated like a woman is it?”

Jennifer was now moving the vibrator over my mouth and in an act of instinct I couldn’t quite believe I was doing, I opened my mouth and stuck my tongue out and licked the head of the vibrator before then allowing Jennifer to ease the large pink cock in and out of my wet mouth.

I felt the heat between my legs and looked down towards me pussy.

There was a neat strip of pubic hair above it, shaped perfectly and in a very feminine style. I gasped a little as I felt the vibrator moving over my flat, smooth stomach that had just a tiny hint of abs on it.

“You like you new body don’t you?” Jennifer said, teasingly moving the vibrator in small circles around the lower part of my stomach, tantalisingly above my hot, and by now soaking wet, pussy.

“Y-y-y-es,” I said. “I really do love it, Jennifer.”

I was breathing heavily now….

My body responding…

My mind engaging too…

I knew what the truth was, the truth was that being in a female body was the reality that I had always wanted. I wanted to free my arms and legs and pleasure myself, really get my hands all over my new physique. But I was stuck, stuck at the pleasure of Jennifer.

“Oh, I can just see your frustration,” She laughed. “Now how about you beg me, beg for what you want you slut…”

I was taken aback by what I was hearing, but at the same time knew there was absolutely no point in resisting. I was bucking my hips back and forward, my swollen lips desperate to have the buzzing head all over them and my throbbing clit.

“Please put it inside me,” Jennifer I pleaded.

“More details,” Jennifer said, continuing to tease.

“Please put it inside my hot, wet pussy,” I moaned. “Please put it in, out, all over my clit, deep inside me, everywhere. I need to come, I need to feel all of the pleasure my true female form will allow. I’m begging you, I need to cum and orgasm like the real woman I am.”

Jennifer smiled and began to do as I had asked. She pushed the vibrator in and out, gently and gradually opening me up. I moaned and felt a surging feeling running up through my entire body…

-end of preview-

PROLOGUE

The fantasies, the deep-rooted feeling that something is missing in your current life, those dreams that keep coming back, the desires, the transformation…

Would you really want it? If you could? Could you deal with the sensuality, the complete feeling of being a woman…

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 the lacey, tight material on your smooth, feminine skin…

Well, sometimes fantasises do come true, although be warned: once you’re in your feminine form, desired by the alpha men and women alike, you may never want to go back…


CHAPTER ONE

Cars, what’s the big obsession with these dumb machines? I mean, I get that we need them to take us from A to B, so to speak, but seriously, it’s all a bit of a crazy, pointless subject area for me as far as I am concerned. You can imagine then that when it comes to replacing a car, it’s something that I always dread because of the hassle involved in changing your insurance, setting a budget, getting something that is reliable and won’t break down as you take it to work on the first day of purchasing in.

And of course there’s the whole process of going to the showroom to purchase the damn thing…

Those salespeople with their slick talk and fake friendliness. Such a pain in the butt, having to listen to them be all friendly and act like your long-lost friend.

They just want their bonus!

These sales-jerks just want their money, they want their bonus on top of their money, and they probably don’t give two shits if the car they’re pushing is even remotely suitable for you.

Damn, I’m ranting there.

Sorry for the cynicism, but… well, I say sorry for the cynicism, but you know what, I’m not – in this case I think my cynicism would be better described as an accurate reflection of a situation.

Anyway, you can probably guess that it was time for me to get a new car and, yes, I would be needing to take a trip to a showroom to make a purchase. Well, I had a decent budget, a fair idea of what I was after as a result of asking around and doing a decent amount of online research. This, I thought, would make the process as quick and as painless as possible.

How wrong I was.

Anyway, I walked to the showroom and took a moment to compose myself as I opened the main door. There was no way I was getting suckered into any extra cover that I didn’t need, no way I was going over my set budget, and absolutely no way I was deviating from the sensible mini-saloon I had in mind when it came to car shape and practicality.

As I say, I thought that this would be a quick and painless process. The key word here is: thought. 

I walked in to the showroom and immediately I’m off balance and out of sync as I realise that my shoelace has come undone. No doubt the hawkish sales executives will notice me tying them up and identify it as a sign of weakness, I think. I quickly did my lace up and made sure to tighten my other shoe’s lace too, don’t want a repeat performance of this fiasco now do I?

I looked around and it doesn’t appear that I was spotted, but there’s no way I’ll know so I make a note to myself to try not to think about it.

As I walked around the pristine, minimalist showroom I couldn’t help but wonder what it would be like to own a top of the range high performance model, something that could go zero to sixty super quick, had an interior that wouldn’t look out of place in a luxury penthouse, you know the kind.

Well, I didn’t think I would ever find out so stopped thinking about it and began to walk over to a reasonably priced car, pretty normal, nothing remotely fancy about it.

But, still, not exactly cheap either.

Taking a brief moment, I noticed that my mouth was a little dry. I didn’t want to walk over to the drinks table as I just knew that was an invitation for a member of staff to swoop down and begin the pitta patter of sales chatter that would no doubt have been honed to perfection to lure me in.

Instead of this option I took a packet of gum from my pocket.

I wasn’t hugely into gum, but in the absence of my drink thought it would do. Well I was pleasantly surprised that the flavour,  a minty mix apparently which contained eleven types of different mint leaf apparently, was actually pretty decent.

I began to chew with gusto and not only was I enjoying the fresh burst of flavour, I could feel the salvia being produced in my mouth.

I used to be way more into gum, back in the day. Maybe it was just my school, but if you were caught with it you would have to hand over the remainder of the pack, spit out your current gum into the bin, and then face a stern talking to.

Of course, what I fantasised about certain teachers giving me as punishment I shall let you decide of course. Suffice to say, it involved a red bottom at the hands of the female sports teacher with the powerful physique and stern demeanour with a hint of sexiness on the side and a desire to dress me as a cheerleader.

Just the thought of it kind of sets me off. Particularly the part about being dressed like a cheerleader, but I digress…

I looked at the car that was in all likelihood going to be my new vehicle.

The colour was pretty nice, like a plain metallic blue that held itself well against the other colours on display. I was buying from new with the idea being to sell on again before prices went down too much, and having done my research I knew that this was a car that held its monetary and resale value well. What this meant was that I needed to take into account that when it came to the time when I would be selling the car on, either privately or part exchange, I would be well advised to purchase a car with a non-offensive, fairly generic colour, thereby aiding the resale value.

I peered into the car’s interior and saw that the trim was efficient and unfussy, the stereo was modern looking and the dash was well blended into the space to the side of the steering wheel. The gearstick looked a little larger than normal, but this could have been to do with how it was positioned, and I did recall that in my research I had read something about this.

Anyway, it wasn’t such a big deal in the ultimate grand scheme of things now was it?

Yes, this was a decent car, one that would serve me well and not cost such a bomb that it placed any pressure on my finances.

It crossed my mind that it was a little odd that I hadn’t been pounced upon by an eager to please (or should I say: eager to sell, sell, sell!) sales executive.

Normally they would have been over before I could say ‘miles or kilometres to the gallon’, but I had been left alone for quite some time and could only assume that this would remain the case for the foreseeable future or indefinitely, depending on how you view time.

Suddenly, this situation had taken a quite unexpected turn. Something told me this wasn’t going to be a normal experience. 

I looked up and saw the reason why.

Walking over to me was a rather attractive, if strict looking, saleswoman. Let me describe her for you…

Tall, maybe close in on six foot kinda tall. In her heels you could definitely say she towered above most people, men included. She had long blond hair that looked like it had been treated at a classy salon with all of the quality products that healthy and organic research could muster. Her skin was clear and vibrant, the makeup she did have was classy and subtle but perfectly drew attention to her spectacular cheekbones, bright white teeth, and also her luxuriously plump, but totally natural, lips. She had piercing blue eyes that seemed trained on me and ready to take control of this situation.

“My name is Jennifer, and you’ll be with me today,” She said.

Wait a minute, I thought, ruffled.

What did she mean I would be with her?

Surely it should be the other way round?

After all, I was the customer and she was the salesperson!

As I was trying to process what she had just said, I found my eyes looking her up and down. Wearing a skin tight business suit I could see that Jennifer had magnificent breasts, large and proud, underneath her tight white shirt. Her small waist was accentuated by an expensive looking belt with a strange, almost magnetically ornate logo on it. Jennifer’s hips were curvy and strong and blended perfectly into a pair of long, long legs.

I was speechless, practically drooling at the sight of this incredible woman. I was meant to be here to talk car purchases with some jerk, but now I was in an intriguing situation with this hot babe. What the hell was really going on?

“Okay, you can stop drooling now,” Jennifer said. “Follow me.”

And I totally did follow her, it didn’t even cross my mind to go against her wishes, not for one second even.

I thought she was going to walk into the office area to hard upsell me on buying a model just out of my price range but instead she walked through a door I hadn’t noticed before. The sign above his door read:

TOTAL TRANSFORMATIONS

CHAPTER TWO

Well, I didn’t even pause for thought and just followed her though, my eyes totally fixed on her magnificent backside, a real Jennifer Lopez booty, round, firm, but with a definite jiggle to it. I could feel myself getting hard, the blood rushing from my head to my increasingly hard cock.

Then I found myself feeling feint...

What the hell was this? The hardest boner of all time or something?

As I walked through the entrance everything suddenly went black and I had the sensation of falling forwards and thudding on the ground…


CHAPTER THREE

“Okay, I think… the subject… is coming round,” I heard a voice say.

“Oooh, look, yes she is,” I heard another voice say.

Wait, they said… she?

But…

Wait, what…

I felt myself returning to consciousness, but still a little dazed. I guess I could have misheard?  Or they could have been talking about someone else?

I was feeling very disoriented, totally still in a fug, even as I rubbed my eyes and slowly regained a semblance of working cognition. Damn, I must have been seriously under, this felt so intense.

Well I certainly had quite the shock – and that is putting it mildly – when I fully came round and found myself looking directly at a full length mirror, my arms and legs snugly bound and spread-eagled.

“Okay, pull the robe,” Jennifer said.

I looked to my left and saw a young, muscular, jock kinda guy next to me, wearing nothing but a small pair of red shorts, which, incidentally, had the same logo as Jennifer’s belt.

And with that, my robe fell off and I was so shocked at what I saw looking back at me in the mirror. I mean, my heart began to race, faster than a luxury sports car on full rev and waiting to blast away from a red light as it turned to green.

It wasn’t a mistake that they had called me she, because, because…

I now was a she!

I had to accept that this was reality, I was conscious, I was seeing it for myself, I had no choice…

I looked towards Jennifer, who smiled seductively back at me.

“Oh yes, the look on her face is priceless,” Jennifer said, smiling, delighting in my response. ‘Want me to explain?’

I was too shocked to speak, I could barely muster the comprehension to even nod my head to signal for her to go ahead with her explanation. I knew one thing though, my body was experiencing new sensations that I had never felt before, and I don’t mean bad ones either. Sure, I had collapsed mysteriously as a boner came on, but this feeling in my body now felt totally different.

“Okay, my real name is Jaxa, and I represent the Mvist Organisation,” Jennifer said. “We are actively recruiting converts to our radical plan to transform men into women. And not just any old women, but super hot, luxurious, horny women. Take you, for example…”

At this point, Jennifer picked up what looked like a large, space age vibrator and began to stroke it over my new female body.

I felt myself quiver as she ran the gently vibrating plastic cock over my supple, perky breasts. The feeling of my new nipples going rock hard was incredible, so much so that I let out a little moan – a feminine moan too.

“That’s it, let it out,” Jennifer said. “You see, we were right to target you, it’s clear that you are perfect material for a new body and new life. It’s not just your perfect titties that love to be stimulated like a woman is it?”

Jennifer was now moving the vibrator over my mouth and in an act of instinct I couldn’t quite believe I was doing, I opened my mouth and stuck my tongue out and licked the head of the vibrator before then allowing Jennifer to ease the large pink cock in and out of my wet mouth.

I felt the heat between my legs and looked down towards me pussy.

There was a neat strip of pubic hair above it, shaped perfectly and in a very feminine style.

I gasped a little as I felt the vibrator moving over my flat, smooth stomach that had just a tiny hint of abs on it.

“You like you new body don’t you?” Jennifer said, teasingly moving the vibrator in small circles around the lower part of my stomach, tantalisingly above my hot, and by now soaking wet, pussy.

“Y-y-y-es,” I said. “I really do love it, Jennifer.”

I was breathing heavily now….

My body responding…

My mind engaging too…

I knew what the truth was, the truth was that being in a female body was the reality that I had always wanted. I wanted to free my arms and legs and pleasure myself, really get my hands all over my new physique. But I was stuck, stuck at the pleasure of Jennifer.

“Oooh, I can just see your frustration,” She laughed. “Now how about you beg me, beg for what you want you slut…”

I was taken aback by what I was hearing, but at the same time knew there was absolutely no point in resisting. I was bucking my hips back and forward, my swollen lips desperate to have the buzzing head all over them and my throbbing clit.

“Please put it inside me,” Jennifer I pleaded.

“More details,” Jennifer said, continuing to tease.

“Please put it inside my hot, wet pussy,” I moaned. “Please put it in, out, all over my clit, deep inside me, everywhere. I need to cum, I need to feel all of the pleasure my true female form will allow. I’m begging you, I need to cum and orgasm like the real woman I am.”

Jennifer smiled and began to do as I had asked. She pushed the vibrator in and out, gently and gradually opening me up. I moaned and felt a surging feeling running up through my entire body, like all the energy was headed to one place – my ridiculously excited pussy.

“I’m a cock hungry slut, fuck me,” I moaned.

“Yes! Yes you are,” Jennifer said, almost triumphant sounding. “You are are a cock hungry slut who will serve me, and serve my exact needs. You’ll be fucking hot men, big alpha boys later, won’t you?”

“Mmmm, yeah yes, yeah, big hard cocks, I’ll take as many as you tell me,” Jennifer, I screamed, in absolute ecstasy, orgasm after orgasm running though my body, my hips bucking wildly, my moans and screams getting louder and louder.

Eventually, my orgasms ended and Jennifer and her hot male assistant, whose bulge had grown to be quite spectacular in his tiny pants (more about that later) untied me and helped my down and onto the floor, resting at their feet.

“Now here’s the deal, girlie,” Jennifer said. “You will return here later, but it is only when you step through that door your body will return to this, it’s natural feminine state. There’s a way to go before you can think about a full time move to constant sexual pleasure that being a woman can give. Now, get up, get dressed and get out. My assistant and I have some business to deal with, business that you can watch later, but not know – I don’t want to blow your slutty mind again too soon! Now leave, but whatever you do – don’t be late back!


CHAPTER FOUR

A little later I was thinking about what had happened – I was stunned, shocked, any adjective you can imagine. But what I couldn’t deny even in the slightest was how much I had enjoyed it and how much I wanted to experience it again….

It was time to make my way back as instructed.

I opened the car door and put it in gear before easing away gently and moving up through the gears. The car was a hot, satisfying drive, providing the kind of power, sophistication and comfort that you would normally associate with something way dearer and aimed at the rich and famous.

I began to cruise along at a comfortable pace. Yes, the car did have an autopilot feature but there was no way I was going to use it. Not that I don’t respect technology or its current advancement, it’s just that when I get into an automobile I like to actually drive it.

Really be in control.

Make the decisions, decide my own fate.

You know what I mean?

Well, I checked the speed I was going at just to make sure I wasn’t exceeding the limit for that area and found that I was actually bang on the limit.

Result.

I continued at the same pace and soon found that my mind began to wander.

I knew that things had changed.

Understatement of the year alert.

I also knew that no matter what my new circumstances were, I still had to maintain my life, keep it functioning as normally as I could. But this was the thing, how could I do this?

Seriously...

Well, as it turned out, the choice wouldn’t entirely be mine.

But, that’s to come.

Back to the journey…

So… I’m cruising along and I see a bit of a build up ahead of me. You know how it goes, some absolute idiot isn’t paying attention and ends up rear ending the car in front.

Not a big accident in itself, no major drama. But it does mean that the law enforcement services have to come out and cordon off half of the road. This then has the domino effect of causing a backlog longer that a collapsed Eiffel tower.

I felt myself getting a little angry.

Road safety and prudent road awareness when driving was just a simple basic thing that anyone who takes the wheel should do. Because, guess what, driving safely isn’t that difficult in truth.

Hey, if people want to drive like morons it’s up to them, but when it affects other motorists then that is just not cool.

I had somewhere to be, and I knew I couldn’t be late.

I pulled up towards the traffic and eased down the gears until I was at a near standstill. I felt a bead of sweat forming and then gradually rolling down my forehead.

Was it just the heat?

Couldn’t be. I had the air conditioning system at a nice cool temperature.

No, this was angry-sweat.

I knew I couldn’t lose my cool.

The last thing I needed was to draw attention to myself, possibly even from the cops, and then end up getting written up and being even later than I would at my current pace.

No, I needed to stay cool, calm, and everything would work out.

But, what if a cop did come to my car?

I imagined that I was back in the feminine form, all tits and ass, wearing tight short-shorts and a crop top.

What would a cop do then?

Would he go easy on me?

After all, with his big masculine figure, probably filling out his uniform to absolute perfection, wouldn’t his urge be to protect me?

Serve and protect, after all. Or would he take against my bratty spoilt princess attitude and decide that I needed to feel the strong arm of the law?

I felt myself get hard at the thought of the cop, who in my head I imagined as being over six foot, super buff and ripped, and wearing a uniform that left little to the imagination.

Yearning to be back in my female body, I fantasised of a situation where I was ordered out of the car and strip searched right there in the middle of the traffic, cars hooting and hollering at me as the crawled past in the traffic jam.

Maybe the cop would then take his firm grip to me, bend me over the bonnet and administer a hard, long spanking to my juicy bubble butt?

Of course, I would be moaning, squealing, begging him to stop…

But I would also be loving every moment of it, giving in to his masculine power – not that I had much of a choice – and hoping that after he was done pushing me he would put me on his own personal plan of correctional behaviour.

How about one hundred hours of community service and correction at his condo?

Well, as hot as all this was, at this stage it was still a fantasy.

But, it did pass the time and keep my mind distracted. Now, the jam was easing and the cars were beginning to move.

CHAPTER FIVE

I put the car into gear and slowly built up speed as I worked my way towards the turn off, I needed to take to get me back on the route I needed to take to get to my destination.

Sure, I was still running late, and there probably would be consequences, but I had definitely enjoyed this diversion from a mental point of view. Really a big part of it showed me that I genuinely craved being a woman, and now that I had had a taste of what it could be like, I just wanted more – and I wouldn’t be truly happy until I got it.

I decided to turn the radio on. I would be going through the transformation door again, I knew that and just wanted some kind of easy listening distraction to settle my nerves, and yet…

The thought of transforming again filled me with a rush of excitement, so much so that I wanted to take my cock out in the car as I drove and jerk it off as hard as I could. Certainly, I could feel my erection pressing hard against my panties.

Well, I pulled the car into the showroom carpark at the rear and entered, my legs trembling a little in nerves, anticipation, and excitement as what was to come.


CHAPTER SIX

Keeping my head down, I walked towards the transformation door and entered. Same as last time, a bright light, brighter than I remembered even, blindingly so, and I was totally dazed, couldn’t see a thing, felt myself falling.

Black out.

I came round and even before I opened my eyes I felt my hands moving over my body. I was ready for this, my life was now only complete when I was a woman. I began to run my hands over my perky breasts and stiff nipples when suddenly…

Whooosh!

What the hell?

I opened my eyes to the sight and feel of cold water being fired at me at a rate of knots by Jennifer who was holding a large hosepipe.

I mean, what the actual fuck was she doing! It was freezing!

“Hey! That’s real cold, like super cold!” I screamed, my feminine voice a shock, even now.

I took a moment to consider how great my super slutty feminine voice sounded. It turned me on. I coudlnt deny that. I couldn’t take too long though as Jennifer blasted me again.

“You were late!” Jennifer bellowed. “And I told you not to be late! That was the one thing I said you snivelling little cock slut. Now position yourself over there, on all fours for me to inspect.”

With that I hauled myself off the reclining chair and got on all fours.

As I turned around on all fours I caught a glimpse of myself in the large floor to ceiling mirror.

I could see that my booty was sizeable, juicy but firm…

Exactly the kind that alpha men went for… the kind of alpha men that were sitting down on a large velvet sofa over in the corner?

What the hell?

I felt myself blush profusely as I clocked the large, professionally suited, muscular men sitting on the afore mentioned sofa. Each one looked like some kind of demi-god, perfectly turned out and with a powerful aura of men who got what they wanted.

They had some snacks laid out in front of them with champagne of clear vintage. They were men who knew luxury, knew privilege, and knew that their appetites needed feeding…

I got the feeling though that it could be me on their menu.

“Right then, I see you have noticed the men,” Jennifer proclaimed. “Why don’t you follow me then and I’ll introduce you. Come on, stay on all fours and crawl at my side.”

I did what I was told, totally too scared to deviate from Jennifer’s instructions. As I crawled on all fours beside her leg I felt incredibly turned on, my breasts swinging a little bit in time to my movements, my hips swaying and my ass cheeks wobbling.

As I got closer I could see the men grinning, licking their lips in that seductive way an alpha god does when he is lining up his conquest.

I’ll be honest, I had long fantasised about this, being a woman at the mercy of a group of buff, horny, rich men in their prime. It went all the way back to my time at college when I would daydream about being turned into a sissy bimbo by a strict female professor and then pimped out to the jocks and the alpha professors on campus.

But that was a fantasy, and this was all too real…

It was happening now.

And in reality, did I want it to?

“Okay, boys, this is the latest of our gender swap feminization women,” Jennifer said.

The latest? I thought. Was I part of some ongoing project? It would certainly tie in with what Jennifer had said on my earlier experience.

“Now,” Jennifer continued. “What we have here is a very slutty, cock hungry, potential monster dick rider. As you can see, she is very compliant to orders, will happily be submissive to your needs, and has a body to die for – or should I say a body to spunk on and in?”

The men laughed and I could see from their tight suit trousers that they were aroused by both what Jennifer was saying and by me.

Then one of them spoke up…

“Let’s see her move her body for us!” He shouted.

Let me describe him for you. His name was Kyle and he was at least six foot two, had an upper class demeanour to him and rich, dark skin. His shoulders were broad and his thighs were practically bursting out of his tailored, magnetic blue suit trousers.

My eyes were drawn up his legs, past his thighs and towards his crotch. Wow, just wow. His dick-print was substantial to say the least. I swore I saw him move his cock up and down for my benefit as I looked at him.

I could feel my pussy tingle and my levels of excitement go into overdrive.

“Well,”” Jennifer said. Get that body to work and show Flax what you have.”

With that Jennifer put on some music via the electronic voice command system. It was a funky, hip hop rnb beat. Without giving it too much thought I began to crawl towards my big strong alpha man before standing before him and beginning to move my new female body as seductively as I could.

Turns out that with a female body I was a great mover.

I could see my feminine stomach and lithe waist were perfect for getting maximum impact while moving my hips to the beat.

I put one leg over Kyle’s large thigh and began to pulse my crotch towards and then away from him. Things has moved on quickly and it momentarily shocked me at how much of a dirty little slut I was being.

But I could see from Kyle’s face that I was doing something right.

Then, suddenly, he took matters into his own hands and in a way that was so masculine and commanding he put both of his hands on my petit shoulders and lifted me up in the air before throwing me over his shoulder.

Wow, I felt so exposed, so subservient to the big man…

I looked up and could see that the other men, all muscular and well maintained like Flax, had begun to strip, their large eager cocks bulging and twitching out of their pristine white Armani jocks.

Again, I felt my entire body flush with a mixture of vulnerability, sexual excitement, and humiliation. I was loving every second of this and without thinking began to grind myself into Kyle’s muscular shoulder. The truth was that I probably could have brought myself to orgasm right there. But I knew that the purpose of my existence in this experience was to satisfy the hungry, horny men.

I was a feminized slut, there for their enjoyment and satisfaction…

Kyle then lifted me off his shoulder and put me over the edge of the velvet sofa. At least it was a nice smooth surface for me to rest my body on.

I had a feeling I would be in this position for some time… I wasn’t wrong.

Kyle began, without much fuss or consideration for me, to push his absolute monster of a cock into my hot, wet pussy. I moaned loudly, truly loving what was happening, knowing that this was what I was put on this earth for. I looked up and saw Jennifer recording me on her phone, smiling and nodding approvingly, her spare hand straying down into her panties by the look of it.

I moaned louder and looked around as the other men moved in closer on me. Within seconds I had not one, but three large, swollen dick heads rubbing all around my mouth and my face. I took turns in swallowing them whole, licking around the large bell ends, spitting on them, doing what I could do to give them the perfect slutty experience that they, as alpha men, were owed.

The other men circled me and put their dicks in my hands and commanded me to jerk them, work their long cocks and keep them hard until it was their turn to either pummel my pussy or work my mouth over.

I felt so natural doing all this, so right, so perfect…

Like I was born to do it and now I was being granted my true destiny…

Suddenly I felt Kyle increase his strokes and parting my large booty cheeks. As he came I could feel his super sperm flying up into me and all over my back, down my crack, and over my puckered asshole.

My eyes were rolling around everywhere, I was almost in a trance, my cunt locking down harder and harder on Kyle’s dick as he drained it inside me, my entire body going into spasm, cumming hard and long.

It was at this point that they began to pass me around, each one taking a turn on me. I could barely speak, Kyle had – of course – made me cum an absolutely titanic orgasm and by now I was just a total sex doll for these men. I was still making noises, but it was more zombie like, I was theirs to use and fuck as they wished, nothing more than a bimbo slut for their amusement.

Some of the men just before they came would pull out and walk over to my face and cum into my mouth or on my hair on my forehead. There were so many cheers, grunts, slaps to my tits and grabs on my ass.

I was being used, there was no other way of saying it…

Finally, each and every man had had his satisfaction. They said thank you to me, which was nice, and Kyle waited until the end and I was really happy when he said what he said.

“You, you are just perfect. A perfect dirty little cock craving servant,” Kyle said.

“Thank you, sir,” I said, dazed, on autopilot, totally in awe of this God.

I watched as he turned around and pulled up his pants, his strong buttocks and absolute sight of majesty. He turned his head round and told me that next time we would have a one on one session and I would be getting my face and tongue acquainted with his big, strong black ass.

In response to this, I smiled, and said I hoped so.

After the men had gone, Jennifer helped me off the sofa and sat down next to me.

“So, it’s pretty incredible right?” She said.

“Yes, Jennifer, incredible,” I said, still dazed.

“Well, how about we make this a regular thing?” She asked.

“I would love to,” I replied. “But, how will I know what to do, how best to please all the different kinds of men?”

Jennifer smiled, laughing a little at my naivety.

“Oh, slutty bimbos like you, just know what to do,” She replied. “It will all come naturally. You’ll be swallowing a huge monster cock in your mouth, wanking off a dick in each hand, while having another one stuffed into your ass. You’ll walk like you want every man to notice you, your sexy, juicy body alerting any man in the sight that you are ready to be their cock crazy bimbo cumdump. It will seem as if it is the most normal thing in the world you see. This is what your new life is, if that is what you want?”

Jennifer stopped talking and looked at me expectantly…

I moaned, nodding my head, still dizzy from the absolute destruction and pummelling I had taken. I was exhausted, but I had never felt so satisfied and complete in my entire life…


EPILOGUE

The electric pleasure of having your tight, wet, sweet pussy stretched and sent into orgasm, your entire body shaking as the men take you with their big, stiff dicks…

This is your life now, your experience of sex. And, you know as well as anyone, that it is undeniably… better.

Men and women desire you, with your curvy, feminine body, your submissive, willing appetite to please them and serve them in any way they wish, on your hands and knees, on all fours, or in any position they command of you.

The new you is a better you, a more connected you, a person who knows where they stand and what they desire. You have been swapped and it is better than you could ever dreamed of being. Even now, the thought of a big, thick dick makes your pussy moisten, your clitty swell and throb…

Swapped, ready to serve, ready to please, but most of all… ready for pleasure.


TRANSFORMED & FEMINIZED

HARDCORE GENDER SWAP HUMILIATION

By Tina Majors

Sign up HERE to Tina’s Newsletter and receive a *Free Story*, plus notifications when new stories drop!

This is a taboo, hardcore story that is strictly for adults only. Reader discretion is strongly advised. All characters and events are entirely fictional and any resemblance to those living or dead is purely coincidental.

All rights reserved with the author, ©Tina Majors (2020-) and the publisher, Perfect10 Books (2020-). No unauthorised reproduction of this material is authorised. Now, quit reading the small print and get ready for some hardcore action…

CONTENTS

-PROLOGUE-

CHAPTER ONE

CHAPTER TWO

CHAPTER THREE

CHAPTER FOUR

CHAPTER FIVE

CHAPTER SIX

CHAPTER SEVEN

CHAPTER EIGHT

-EPILOGUE-


PROLOGUE

You’ve always known. The look, the feel of the panties on your body was incredible. But if only you were a real woman, imagine how incredible that would be…

Would you really want it? If you could? A total gender transformation, a feminization that goes way, way beyond dressing up in a slutty thong and see-through bra…

Could you handle the attention that you’d get as a high-heeled, hot, sultry woman with the curves that drive men crazy? That make them lust after you, pursue you, undress you with their eyes at every turn…

Well, sometimes fantasises do come true, although be warned: once you’re in your feminine form, desired by the alpha men and women alike, your body presented to them in nothing but the most scandalous lingerie, and less, you may never want to go back…

CHAPTER ONE

So the office carpark was kind of normal, exactly what you would expect for an out of town business development new-build project. Plenty of spaces, a decent amount of space allowed for each car.

So, yeah, no room for too many complaints when all is said and done.

I did notice that there were electric charge-points. Now, this did impress me. Don’t get me wrong, I’m not an environmental extremist, the kind of person who would recycle a used teabag until it disintegrated.

No, but, I do care about the planet that we live on.

On that basis, I think my personal ground zero is that I want the best possible environment for mine and future generations.

Anyway, back to the charge points.

Sure, I had seen these at gas stations and of course outside people’s houses or in their garages, but in a work place car park?

This was new, and suggested to me a forward thinking company, which could only be a good thing. Couldn’t it? Well, there were a few of these charge points, all of them currently unused but I am sure they would be filled up, so to speak, as the day progressed and people arrived.

I was nice and early, determined to make a good impression on my first day on this job. Sure, it was a temporary assignment but I had been told that there was a strong possibility of it developing into something long term.

Now this I could get on board with.

I had been kind of aimless in my career for too long, not really making use of my pretty decent degree, not taking the steps to build some long term security.

Well, this could be a turning point and I was actually looking forward to getting started, not that I knew too much about the company, other than they were relatively new, were involved in corporate services, and had an apparently progressive attitude, which could only be good.

All in all, I was happy with the situation, feeling the most upbeat I had in a while. Generally speaking, I was a relatively happy person who despite issues over my non-career, was pretty regular and happy.

But, as I say, this job opportunity had actually come at a good time when perhaps my morale needed a bit of a pick-me-up.

So here I was, right. Feeling upbeat, ready to go in, all signs pointing in the direction of a positive future. But I was feeling nervous, unsettled. So, I did some basic breathing and meditation techniques. No big deal and it certainly did seem to be working to some extent because I felt like I was beginning to work out what was up. It was nothing but a simple case of first day nerves.

Well, with that processed I now had no reason not to get out of my car, and walk in to my new workplace, ready to make a positive impression. No more nagging doubts, all I needed to do was act cool, show respect but not suck up, try and get everything as perfect as I could.

What could possibly go wrong?

I managed to summon the will to get out of the car and then calmly shut the door behind me. There was no going back now, and I knew it.

It was strange, because I definitely sensed that this was different, that this feeling was not quite the same as other first day nerves.

Well, rather than endlessly try and process an unknown and opaque feeling, I thought the best course of action was to proceed through the car park and towards the office building. Heck, someone might be on the reception and I could have a little discussion with them to see how the land would lie in this place?

Well, why not, I thought.

For an early start it was clear that it was going to be a warm day, the heat from the sun actually kind of hot, certainly hotter than one would expect for this time of year, and based on the forecast I had heard on local radio as I drove in. I could almost feel myself sweating, and then suddenly: oh hell no.

Had I forgotten to put on deodorant this morning?

I stopped dead in my tracks and very subtly make a move to smell my armpits to check.

What was the verdict?

Well, I actually had little reason to panic because in actual fact I had applied my deodorant, albeit less than normal.

Who said this day was doomed to end in disaster?

In a weird kind of way this actually gave me the confidence to approach the ensuing day with no fear. I had had an early wobble, but that was a false alarm, so I felt logically like the rest of the day would be easy sailing. Yet, there was still that strange feeling, a feeling that only got stronger as I approached the large, glass faced building.

It was almost as if an energy was emanating from the glistening walls.

I approached the large, heavy double doors, and was pleasantly surprised as they opened up and allowed me to enter and walk towards the reception desks. I was conscious of the soles of my shoes clicking on the polished marble, a repetitive sound that echoed around the empty, high ceilinged atrium area.

Certainly, it was difficult to not be impressed by this contemporary and clean design.


CHAPTER TWO

“Yes, can I help you?” The young lady sitting behind the reception desk asked.

First things first, she was an absolute world class stunner. I mean, serious model material. Perfectly made up, stunning facial features. Her clothing was classy, contemporary, office casual.

What else did I expect?

“I’m new today, on a temporary contract from Career Swaps and More Inc,” I replied.

At this point, the demeanour of the receptionist clearly changed. A sly smile came over her face, not unfriendly, maybe more mischievous than anything. Certainly, while it wasn’t exactly threatening, and probably more friendly than anything else, it did give me pause for thought.

Oh well, probably just my nerves, not point in over analysing, I thought.

“Okay, if you just sign here I’ll take you through now,” She said. “Everyone is all ready for you, so it’s good that you have arrived nice and early.”

“Okay…?” I replied, showing my nerves.

“Oh no, nothing to worry about, it’ll all go just fine, you seem perfect for this,” She said, confidently but with a hint of enigmatic mystery that I couldn’t quite get a hold on.

I duly signed the paperwork, not bothering to read any of it of course.

I mean, come on, small-print is for losers isn’t it?

Just a load of irrelevant legal jargon and contractual theoretical that will in no way have any kind of impact on your practical, day to day, work situation.

Well, that is what I thought.

As I followed the receptionist towards the elevator I couldn’t help but check out her quite incredible body. She was at least five ten, maybe more. Her legs were long, well defined, leading up to a pert, juicy ass that really was super emphasised by her tight, form fitting pinstripe cropped trousers.

I guess perhaps she sensed me looking, and in truth she was probably all too used to men drooling over her, because she turned around and gave me a knowing look.

“Well, it’s definitely a good sign that you seem to approve of the uniform,” She said.

What the hell did that mean?

Friendly banter? Maybe even a come-on?

I wasn’t going to rule anything out.

I started to feel quite confident that this workplace was going to be more than just a job for me, that there were opportunities here that I wouldn’t normally get the chance to experience.

It soon became apparent that I was not wrong in my instincts.

As we stood in the futuristic glass elevator and made our way up to the ninth floor, I noticed that it was actually the receptionist that was doing most of the checking out.

Maybe she really was into me?

“I’m just wondering exactly what they’ll do with you?” She said. “I’m definitely thinking eager to please, a bit slutty, something of an airhead.”

Wait, what?

“Excuse me?” I said. “What the hell are you talking about?”

The receptionist stared back at me. Her initial confusion soon changed into a kind of realisation, then ultimately I guess she just found something very funny.

She laughed, looking me up and down, slightly in disbelief.

“So I guess they haven’t told you? At the agency?” She said. “Well, for what it’s worth, I think you’ll do great. Just go with it.”

I had no idea what was going on. I genuinely did not know what the actual hell she was going on about.

Do great with what exactly?

An airhead?

A bit slutty?

What did this all mean?

“What the-” I said, attempting a question.

“Listen darling,” She said, “We’re here now, and it’s probably better that I leave it to them to explain to you. You know, you have signed a contract now, so it’s definitely better to just embrace it, unless that is you feel like having your ass sued into the next century.”

This was starting to sound serious.

What the hell had I let myself in for?

Before I could begin to process anything, the elevator stopped and its doors opened smoothly and silently.

As we walked to the meeting room, I felt a surge of nerves, but strangely enough it was accompanied with excitement, an anticipation of what was to come. It was something about the words she had used: slutty, aire-head, eager to please, that rung around in my head.

I couldn’t deny it, and certainly my cock couldn’t either, I was definitely turned on for some reason.

But why?

What was the reasoning behind my excitement?

I was about to find out, and I was about to realise that it’s always a good idea to read the small print…


CHAPTER THREE

I entered the room one step behind the receptionist, who had now introduced herself to me as Kylie.

All the way up the lift I had been struggling to keep myself from checking her out, drinking in every curve and nuance of her amazingly beautiful body and face. To be honest, my mind had kind of skirted over the traditional fantasies and I had begun to go to a place that I had found myself more and more recently.

I had started fantasising about what it would be like to be her as opposed to be in her.

It was at this point in the elevator that she had turned to me, almost as if she was reading my mind and said something along the lines of that I would soon be living out my dreams, my deepest, most intense fantasies. This had taken me back, surely she shouldn’t read minds?

Well, I was moments from finding out.

“Here is the new starter,” Kylie said, pointing towards the large, metallic table in the middle of the room.

Sitting around the table were a group of incredibly impressive looking individuals.

Men and women.

Expensively tailored.

Phenomenal bodies, the air thick with success, power, elegance, authority.

I didn’t know what to do, I felt so small in their presence.

I attempted to wave my hand to say hi. Sure, quite a pathetic gesture really, but I guess I was nervous. Well, before I could even get to a full wave I was shut down by what appeared to be the senior woman on the table.

“That’s quite enough of that,” She said. “Well, I must say you certainly have a lot of what we are looking for.”

What did she mean?

What was happening?

I sensed a sudden change in atmosphere in the room.

The remaining people on the table picked up their tablets and began to look at the screens intensely, touching the screens, seemingly as if they were designing something or adding the finishing touches to some kind of group project.

This was getting weird.

I decided that now was time to make like a banana and split.

I turned around.

Then it suddenly got hazy.

Wobbly on my legs.

What was happening-

What-

Wh-

I felt myself fall, cushioned by someone who I couldn’t quite make out, but an individual who certainly had strong, large, manly hands.

It seemed like I was out for hours, in some kind of deep, almost cosmic, sleep. The dreams I had were intense, charged, vividly erotic, each dream overlapping the next. There was something different about these dreams though. It felt as if I was experiencing some kind of endless orgasm, one after the other, two at a time, a surge of energy that I had never experienced as a man.

In this dream, my hands were running all over the body of the most sensual, curvaceous, sexed up female body I could ever have imagined. I felt my fingers push up into the hottest, wettest pussy imaginable.

It was a truly incredible experience.

Then, just as I was about to see this incredible woman’s face, I felt myself coming around.

Slowly.

Eyes opening.

Bright lights.

In the presence of others.

Where am I?

What is-

“He’s coming round!” A voice cried out.

I managed to focus my eyesight and saw that it was the woman who had spoken to me as I had faced the table of company bosses before I passed out. I squinted my eyes and saw that her name was Melanie Hocks-Rhodes.

“Fancy a look at the new, improved you?” Melanie said, a look of satisfaction on her face.

Hang on.

What did she mean by the new me?

What did she mean when she said improved?

I didn’t have time enough to consider what exactly I wanted, or what was possibly going on before I felt myself being raised up. I looked to either side and saw that I was suspended by elastic ropes on each arm and by the ankles.

Aside from this strange sensation, something didn’t feel normal.

I just couldn’t put my fingers on it.

“Show her,” A man said, an especially handsome man, clearly the alpha on a table full of alphas.

Her though?

Then it happened.

A large 3D holographic projection screen was activated, and it appeared to show an incredibly hot, totally naked woman, writhing around, bound by thick elastic ties just like the ones attached to me.

Now, this woman was a phenomenon.

Large, but sculpted breasts. Model material.

A tiny waist, perfectly trim, the kind that is normally only possible after hour upon hour in the gym.

A thin strip of dark pubic hair leading down to perfectly presented, glistening pussy lips.

Then incredible thighs and buttocks. Slender, with a perfect amount of curve on the hips and thighs, and then a big, juicy booty that was jiggling the ideal amount as the woman thrashed about, seemingly unsure of where she was in this situation.

Hang on, I thought.

The woman on the holographic projection was moving just like me…

The woman on the projection also seemed to be in a very similar room to me…

The woman on the projection screen was… me?

At this point I was presented with a physical mirror, held up to my face.

My face. Perfect cheekbones, plump lips, long blonde hair, made up like a classic bimbo. I felt my body spasm. Part in shock, part in sexual ecstasy.

“That’s it,” Melanie said, now standing next to me, holding what appeared to be a large, black vibrating dildo, running it over my inner thighs, up towards my pussy.

“W-w-w-w-w-what, the… ooooh… hell…. Ummmph… is happening?” I said, panting, moaning, in total confusion but totally turned on, ready to blow my lid.

“What is happening, you bimbo,” She said, “What is happening is that you have been selected, transformed, and are the latest horny body swap bimbo on our company employee roster.”

I tried to digest this news but found the onset of the first of what turned out to be many orgasms just too distracting to properly process my thoughts.

“That’s it, let it happen,” Melanie said, pushing the vibrator around my pussy, all over my clit – yes, my clit – as I bucked and moaned, slowly letting loose and allowing wave after wave of orgasm to come over my body, just like had happened in the dream when I had passed out.

As I came time after time, each as intense as the last, the alpha boss began to explain what was happening.

“You, slut,” He said, “have undergone a transformation that we have been developing over the last year or so. Future-tech that allows us to convert beta males into their true selves, cock hungry women who desire the feel and power of an alpha man or woman to dominate them. This is your true now, here with us. You have signed the contract, and as has been explained to you, the consequences of reneging on that deal would not good for you. Don’t worry, you’ll have fun. We will work you hard, in every way you can imagine. But you will have your true desires fulfilled. That’s it, scream and moan in true ecstasy, this is just the beginning.”

In that moment I had a second of clarity in between orgasms. This man, this muscular, strong, beautiful man, was absolutely right.

This was just the beginning…


CHAPTER FOUR

Still in shock at what had gone down, I took a seat and made an attempt to carry on as normal.

I looked around the large cafeteria and couldn’t help but be impressed by the clean, airy feeling of this large expanse of space. It was kind of revolutionary to invest so much money in staff dining, but clearly this was a company that did not do the normal, the expected, the standard corporate behaviour.

What made this cafeteria extra special was that it had a retractable roof on the extension that would automatically pull back when the weather allowed.

I’ll repeat: a retractable roof.

This really blew my mind – which given the situation you would think would take some doing. I had worked in some terrible places previously, real low down, minimum effort, low budget offices that looked like they belonged in another century, and certainly not at the forefront of twenty first century design and architecture. Normally what I also found was that there was a direct correlation between how awful the architecture, internal and external, and how awful the work environment itself was.

Makes sense though, right?

Think about it.

The more drab and dull the space, the less motivated you will be. And logically, this would surely apply to the managers also.

Sure, they should rise above it, think of their high wages, and not take it out on staff, but how often have you had an ear-bashing from a manager who is clearly very unhappy themselves?

That’s right, it’s a good point isn’t it?

Well, as I say, I was sitting down now, about to have my lunch in a clean, smooth environment, so much so it would almost qualify as futuristic.

I took out my lunch pack and opened it, a nice perfectly prepared and high nutrition snack. But I digress.

As I began to tuck in to the crisp, fresh sandwich, I attempted to distract myself by thinking about what television shows had really got me revving recently. We were, after all, living in the golden age of high quality production values, box sets, and big name Hollywood actors committing their talents to the small (or not so small, if you’ve seen some of the monster beasts available for purchase) screen.

Who would have possibly predicted this a few years ago?

Don’t lie, no one would.

We’re talking about an era where TV has gone from backwater zero to top level hero.

Sure, I get it.

Not all television is created equal, and there is still more than a fair share of absolute rubbish that wouldn’t look out of place in a substandard alternate universe where chimpanzees produced television for a living instead of their regular life of gang warfare and collecting bananas to eat.

Actually… hang on.

Maybe that would actually be a pretty neat show? Chimpanzee gangsters.

Sounds far-fetched?

Well, we’ve got the technology to pull it off, I am sure.

Hey, maybe another time I should actually pursue that.

Who knows, I might even be nominated for an EMMY award (TV’s equivalent of the Oscars).

But, back to the topic. Yes, it is true we are in the golden age of television and in theory then it should be so easy to find a constant supply of top level series to watch. But here’s the kicker. I am not entirely convinced that this is the golden era.

Because every time I try and watch a series I am left feeling a little turned off by what seems to be a paint by numbers approach to plot, character, and overall feel. I am not quibbling about the impressiveness of the budget or production values, there are all pretty decent, even in the terrible shows. What gets me going (in a bad way) is how boring a lot of it seems.

Give me a series that has enough ups and downs and possibly even reach-arounds, and I’ll be happy. I will be sitting there with my bucket of popcorn and a drink, sometimes alcoholic sometimes not, and I will laugh and concentrate for the full sixty minutes over the course of each episode. But, occasionally I suppose I just want more, want better.

You know?

Maybe this actually is some kind of deep insight into my psyche. Beneath the outer surface, a look into what makes me tick – and what doesn’t. Could it be that in my search for perfection I have been missing the real me? This would certainly explain my mixed feelings towards what I had experienced so far. I suppose what I really could do with, if I believed in such rubbish, would be a kind of guru figure to help me process all this.

I guess though, I would just have to learn on the job.

Truth be told, I had a feeling I might be too busy in a combination of enjoying myself and the adrenalin of something so shocking and new to do any kind of deep analysis.

Even thinking about it made me blush.

I picked up my sandwich and took a large bite, fully aware that this day was far from over and I would need every single nutrient in this humble creation.

Well, you know what they say.

‘You can’t keep putting off what is inevitable.’

I think it’s an old Chinese proverb or something along those lines. I normally don’t go in for that kind of thing, call me a cynic, but I have found that actually a few of these ancient sayings do carry a fair bit of weight to them.

Weird, huh.

I guess sometimes with age does come wisdom.

Now not everything ages like a fine vintage edition wine of course, often what is perceived to be wise in one era will seem absolutely and totally crazy a generation or ten down the old evolutionary line.

I mean, come on. They used to believe the earth was flat!

Anyone dissenting to that wisdom in public would likely find themselves being tortured to death.

Can you imagine?

Trust me, you don’t even want to go there.

Now of course, we know that the earth is a kind of round shape. But who knows, even this could be disproven in a couple of hundred years. Well, they do say time is a cycle (they being some people, I am not claiming everyone subscribes to this particular strand of time theory).

Wait. This is getting very deep and totally scientific, far much so for my liking. The point here is that I knew I had to get back to work, that my time enjoying the simple, delicious sandwich was coming to an end.

I looked around my surroundings and noticed some spectacular paintings on the wall.

Huge, highly excellent portraits of the board of directors.

All powerful men, classically buff and in well-tailored suits.

I guess I found it a little intimidating because I kept looking away, unable to stare for too long before getting a funny feeling.

I guess deep down I knew what this meant.

But, hey, this was all still so new to me.  

Well, just as I was about to stand up and leave, knowing full well it was the right thing to do, I remembered that I actually had a couple of pieces of fruit to eat.

How could I have forgotten? And there was no way I was going to leave two incredible and nutritious pieces of fruit that would provide me with my needed energy for the afternoon.

I had a funny feeling I would need every single drop of energy imaginable…

I quickly crunched through my apple and despite eating it quickly the quality of the fruit was such that I still really got a kick out of its fresh, zesty flavour and texture. I really was a big fan of apples, and if I had a gun to my head would probably have always listed them as my number one fruit.

Then it was time to eat the banana. It was possibly not quite ripe enough, which meant it was very strong. This, combined with its substantial size, made me feel very self-conscious as I ate it.

I could feel myself blush, and maybe I was being paranoid but I could feel glances being cast my way.

Such was my embarrassment, I didn’t look up.

I couldn’t deny that there was something undeniably erotic about eating the fruit. Of course, there was added context now, in my current situation. But, what was I going to do, avoid eating bananas from now on?

No, I knew that it was something I would just have to get used to.

In fact, as was happening, I almost felt like this was something I could possibly embrace.

I mean, if horny men enjoyed watching me eat a big, thick banana, then what was wrong with that?

If anything, wasn’t it a kind of compliment? The more I thought about it, the more – in theory – I felt like this was something good, a sign that I really was perfectly cut out for my new role, my new body, the new me.

I just imagined the stirrings in the pants that my luscious lips slowly accepting the banana in my mouth would cause.

Would some of the men just find it too much and have to make their way to a bathroom to vigorously jerk their cocks?

Or was that just what the lower status men would do?

Could it be that the real men, the higher-ups, would see me swallowing the big bend, and think that they should approach me with a view to setting up a personal appointment, on the surface to discuss work, but clearly for the sole purpose of getting my lips around their own banana sized dicks?

Woah, I thought.

I found myself getting a little steamed up from all of these thoughts. In fact, I think without even realising I had actually been making something of a performance of eating the banana.

This wasn’t ideal.

Even though I was becoming more comfortable with the idea of my new situation, I still wasn’t entirely comfortable with the extent of what it meant.

I felt a surge of embarrassment again, suddenly becoming paranoid that people would be able to tell just how wet I was, just how unbelievably cock hungry I was, ready to lick, swallow, jerk, as many big, hard, thick, dicks as was possible.

Even though I was still learning about my new body, I knew how incredibly attuned it was to my mind. The connection was so much more intense as a woman than it was as a man. That was both a good and a bad thing, albeit mostly good if I was being honest. The unbelievable pleasure I could experience was mind-blowing, but also I could tell I would have to learn how to control it unless I wanted to be having constant orgasms and soaked panties at any given moment.

In fact, I felt like I wasn’t too far from just cumming right there in the cafeteria. I knew I had to finish the banana and get the hell out of dodge as soon as possible.

Three bites and it was gone, and so was I.

As soon as I was finished made my way out of the cafeteria and towards the glass elevator that would take me up to the fourth floor. 


CHAPTER FIVE

I entered the office I had been told to stop in on after I had finished my lunch.

Strange, I thought.

I looked around at the empty office. When I say empty I mean totally bare. There was literally nothing in there at all. No chairs. No table. No computer or evidence of technology other than a small camera I noticed in the corner.

My curiosity getting the better of me I walked up to the camera to take a closer look. Staring deep into the lens I had a funny feeling I was being watched.

That this could be deliberate, some kind of test perhaps.

Just as I was about to turn around and leave-

WAIT.

DO NOT MOVE.

What the…

YOU WILL REMOVE YOUR CLOTHES IMMEDIATELY, DOWN TO YOUR UNDERWEAR AND AWAIT FURTHER INSTRUCTION.

CHAPTER SIX

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. Or, actually, maybe I could. This had been a quite crazy day, a truly unpredictable experience, so maybe this was just the kind of thing I should have been expecting.

The voice that was coming from somewhere in the room, a hidden speaker perhaps, was commanding, deep, stern sounding. I knew it would be a bad idea to not comply with the instructions.

I felt a flutter in my heart, a real mix of emotions, as I began to remove my tight-fit secretarial blouse. My soft, large breasts bounced and jiggled a little as I struggled to get my arms out of the tight garment.

I guess I was still getting used to women’s clothes!

My heartrate went into overdrive as I began to pull down my short pencil skirt. As with the blouse, I had an awkward moment when I needed to step out of the skirt as it rested at my feet.

I almost tumbled over trying to navigate my heels out at the bottom, but luckily regained my composure. I then went to remove my heels but the voice returned.

KEEP THE HEELS ON, BIMBO.

Nervous, somehow totally compliant to this unseen overlord, I stood there perfectly still in nothing but a black, lowcut bra, extremely high cut black panties with a thong back, and, of course, the sleek high heeled business shoes.

I was the absolute image of a slutty secretary, one who was ready to get down to work for her boss, if you follow my meaning.

The thing was, this was closer to the truth than I imagined.

Then, music began to play.

It was loud, a big beat, the kind of hip-hop track you could expect to hear on the radio or in the club. Of course, in the music video you would see curvy babes dancing, shaking their bodies, all for the pleasure of the big ballers in the club.

Wait…

I wasn’t expected to…

Was I….?

DANCE. WORK THAT BODY. SERVE YOUR BOSS. EARN YOUR PLACE.

The voice sounded just as serious as it had previously. I knew I had no option. But, I had never really been a dancer before. My old male body really never coordinated itself to move to the beat, let alone whip and twerk in a way that would drive members of the opposite sex crazy.

I was nervous, it was like I was auditioning for my job… and the criteria was the ability to get my boss hard!

WHAT ARE YOU WAITING FOR!

That was the clearest cue I could get. I had to start. Slowly at first, I began to sway my hips a little. Like I say, I had never been a good dancer.

But-

That was as a man.

This was different. I found my body, my entire body, was picking up the beat naturally and totally. Within seconds I was really working myself up into a sweat, grinding my hips, dropping down so low my substantial ass cheeks were practically touching the floor.

I couldn’t deny it.

This felt incredible.

I was using my new femininity to express myself, my new-found sexual urges, through dance.

Before I could question what I was doing, I had removed my bra and released my titties. Not only that, but as I whipped my hips around seductively, I was pushing my breast up to my mouth and sucking on the nipple, instantly making it incredibly hard and sending the message down to my pussy, by now totally soaked, pulsating, hot, that I was enjoying this.

I switched nipples, smiling sensually towards the camera as I did.

GOOD. PUSH YOURSELF SLUT. SHOW US HOW HORNY YOU ARE, HOW MUCH YOU WANT THIS.

I didn’t need any further encouragement.

I turned so that I was facing away from the camera.

In time to the beat I bent forward, giving the camera a full, steady view of my long, curved, slender legs right up towards my larger, sporty, curvy ass cheeks, now totally eating my thong to such an extent it was barely visible.

I knew I wanted to take it further.

My mind and body were in tune, both knowing that I wanted to do my best to impress, to turn on the masculine voice (and the man – or men) behind the voice.

I was committed to making this the dirtiest, filthiest show imaginable. Slowly, I placed my fingers inside the waistband of the thong and pulled it down, first over my substantial cheeks, down past my thighs, and then off my feet.

I dropped down to the floor, still facing away from the camera, and began to grind and pump my pussy into the floor, twerking, making my booty bounce and rock in time to the music.

As much as I was hoping to get the men off – and I really did hope they had their almost certainly big, meaty dicks in their hands, by this point I was simply focussed on how much I was enjoying the experience.

Each time my pussy hit the floor, I could feel it pulse harder.

I knew I was about to cum.

My first orgasm on camera.

It was on its way now, I couldn’t have stopped it even if I wanted.

At this point the music stopped, presumably so they could all hear my moaning, which by now was long, loud, and totally un-self-conscious. I didn’t care that there wasn’t a beat to work to, I was working to my own beat, the rhythms that my ensuing orgasm was working me to.

“Oooooooh, urggggghhhhh, ooooooooh,” I moaned, in total ecstasy, panting, as I came, shudders and pulsations running from my pussy all over my entire body.

The orgasm was explosive and knocked me out. All I could do was lie there on the floor, my face in the carpet, my eyes shutting from the sheer mental and physical exertion.

GOOD. NOW PUT YOUR CLOTHES BACK ON AND PROCEED WITH YOUR DAY’S TASKS. NOW!

CHAPTER SEVEN

I knew I had no time to waste, this show was about pleasing them, my needs weren’t relevant so there would be no post-orgasm rest.

As I dressed, almost like a zombie, my thoughts slowly came back into my brain. Had I really just brought myself to orgasm, totally naked, my pussy, ass, tits on show for strangers on the other side of a camera?

Was I nothing more than some slutty cam-bimbo?

One thing I did know…

One thing I simply could not deny...

I had enjoyed it – and hoped there was more to come. The more degrading, kinky, and sluttier the better...

A bit later on, I had been sent to fetch some stationary. Despite the claims that this was a highly futuristic and progressive business, they still did use paper.

Hypocrisy?

Well, maybe that is too harsh a way to look at it.

The paper in question was super high quality recyclable stock, and employees were encouraged to think twice before printing paper, with digital electronic communication being the preferred method. I guess the idea of a paperless office environment was still a little way off, so I couldn’t in all due honesty be too harsh.

As I say, I had been sent to fetch some stationary. A list that included paper, some pens, large marker pens, some tape, and a few other small things.

No biggie, right? Well in theory no, it should be easy. Couple of issues though:

Number one, I was still getting used to walking in heels, so there was an element of concern about carrying the supplies back up.

Secondly, despite having been given some instructions on how to access this area, I was still getting to grips with the building and was finding it a little difficult to grasp my bearings. In truth, I had almost no idea where I was.

I could have been anywhere.

The issue was that with such a fluid architecture, all the areas kind of blended into themselves, so it was hard to make a clear take on precisely where you were at any given time.

That being said, there were electronic touchscreens periodically dotted on the walls. These information points had a kind of GPS system that would locate you and point you in the right direction.

Sounds perfect?

Well, the problem is that I was still waiting for my touch ID to be processed, which rendered the information points as totally useless to me. This wasn’t great to say the least in all honesty. I wasn’t going to let this get me angry, or to make me feel nervous.

No, I would have to show everyone that I could be trusted with simple tasks.

I mean, come on, how hard could it be to find a part of a building? It wasn’t as if I was a total doofus when it came to directions, now was it?

Oh, right… Yeah, I guess this kinda could become a problem.

I needed to somehow work out where I was. I had been walking for a few minutes and didn’t seem to be getting any closer to the stationary zone. What options did I have?

I walked over to the tall glass window and saw that the car park was immediately beneath me, meaning based on the carpark position I was actually somehow on the opposite side of the building that I needed to be on… and if I continued this way I would eventually, and naturally, come to the stationary zone, which I remembered from the instructions was located on the rear of the building, the area that overlooked the company gardens.

Success. I felt pride at my logic. Maybe this company would change me in more ways than one. I began my walk around and just as I did I heard the sound of footsteps heading in my direction.

Well, what did I expect?

It was an office, a massive one at that, surely there would be plenty of people milling around on some kind of business or other. I guess it was just the sheer scale of the building that could give it a kind of haunted, deserted feel when no one was in close proximity. I thought back to a place I used to work at that was, in terms of floor space, actually bigger than this building.

Now that was saying something.

Honestly, it was enormous.

A throwback building to a time gone by. This wasn’t the kind of place with glass walls, high ceilings, and wall mounted digital GPS machines.

Heck, this place didn’t even have central heating in some corners of its vast floor-space!

Well, as I say, back in this old cavernous office, decrepit as it was, it actually was possible to hide out when you fancied a break. Such was the state of disrepair, there were areas that were kind of almost no-goes for staff.

Well, one person’s no-go area is another person’s paradise, so to speak.

Everyone had their favourite spots to go and hide, some even stored kettles there to make a cup of java as they did their crosswords.

Seriously, this was what happened.

Slackus-maximus.

Well, anyway, I had found a corner of an old computer room. You know back when computers took up entire rooms? This was before you could get computers that fit in your back pocket (I’m talking about smart phones). Well, what had happened was that when these mega-computers had been deemed useless, was that all of the rooms with the large computers were now empty. As a result of the crazy nature of this building, there were no funds and no inclination to refurbish the rooms.

So, yeah, I kind of had my own private break room.

Believe me when I say this, it was a sweet set-up. I had a kettle, a chair, and via the use of my handheld reading device, I had a huge library of books to choose from. My only gripe was that the Wi-Fi in this part of the building had been pretty weak, but it was still strong enough for me to read the news websites I frequented and a little bit of social media screen time.

Anyway, what else I got up to in that room I will leave for you to decide. My breaks were so long it is only natural that my mind would wander if you catch my drift. Anyway, back to the new office and my new job…

I heard the steps approach and then saw that it was a young gentleman with a postal trolley carrying what appeared to be office supplies.

Excellent, I was close, closer than I had imagined.

The young man smiled at me, a little embarrassed.

Wow, that was a funny feeling.

I felt myself blush at the complement of a random man smiling at me, himself a little embarrassed at his own emotions shining through so evidently.

He lacked the sense of commanding entitlement of the senior alpha males of this place, that was absolutely for sure! 

Anyone, it was a feeling and situation that I supposed I would have to get used to if I was going to stay here. I must confess, it was a funny feeling, but a good one.


CHAPTER EIGHT

The rest of the afternoon had passed relatively without incident. Sure, I had been a bit self-conscious as I bent down to the lowest filing cabinet, fully aware that my perky booty was getting some admiring glances from two IT tech guys carrying out some repairs on one of the junior manager’s laptops.

I had actually fully blushed, which didn’t go unnoticed as I scuttled off, wobbling a little in my high heels.

I looked at my watch and there was only about an hour left before clocking off time. Yes, this had been a crazy day, one that I could never, ever, have expected. But, I figured that I just needed to go with it, see what happened.

I mean, it wasn’t as if this was permanent?

Even if it was, I would be able to go home, get online and see if there was any precedent for this kind of thing. I could be a real internet sleuth when I wanted to be, so felt relatively confident that I would be able to find something – either about my body swap situation, or further details about this company.

At the very least I would be able to get out of my work clothes and take a moment to check myself out in the mirror…

Just as I was contemplating having a shower with my new body in the privacy of my own home, I received an email alert.

YOU ARE EXPECTED IN THE ELITE SUITE ON THE ELEVENTH FLOOR IN TWO MINUTES.

Suddenly, I got a sinking feeling.

Something told me that I wouldn’t be leaving in an hour, and not only that – far from having a private evening at home, it was very possible that what I was going to be experiencing in this so called ‘Elite Suite’ was going to be far from a relaxing, private voyage of self-discovery.

I approached the doors to the Elite Suite and was somewhat taken aback as they slid open, making that kind of sci-fi style swoosh sound as they did. As I entered I felt my legs buckle a little, out of sheer nerves.

Who could blame me?

What stood before me was a man who could only be described as a perfect physical specimen of masculinity, sophistication, power, and dominance.

A strong jaw, perfectly kept hair and a light beard serving to highlight high cheekbones and perfect, dark eyes and ebony skin.

I continued to look him up and down, I just couldn’t help myself! Here I was, not even a full day into being a woman and I was totally drooling over this black God standing in front of me.

I kept expecting him to say something, to stop me from objectifying him like this.

But he didn’t say a word, he just stared at me.

I looked at his wide, lean shoulders, perfect for showing off an expensive, personally tailored Italian suit. I could see that he was packing significant muscle underneath his crisp white, unbuttoned shirt – the kind of heavy lifting required to achieve that kind of physique was leagues ahead of what I had ever been capable of when I was a man.

This male really would have put the old me to complete and total shame.

Down to his trousers, I could see his powerful thighs and long legs. He certainly was tall, at least six foot three, maybe more.

Then, of course.

My eyes were drawn to… well, so I have to spell it out?

Yes, my eyes were drawn to his crotch. Just from the way he was standing I was convinced I could make it out. There’s no other way of saying it… he had a monster black cock inside his pants.

I almost couldn’t believe what I was looking at, it was the most dominant, masculine thing I had ever seen. I could feel a tiny bit of drool build up at the corner of my mouth. Before thinking, I wiped it away with my hand.

“Well, that didn’t take long?” He said, smiling.

I didn’t know what to say. I felt myself freezing.

“What’s the matter, cat got your tongue?” He said. “I must say you do live up to the reports I received. Now, I suggest you get on all fours and crawl over to me right this second.”

Was he being serious?

Who was I kidding, of course he was. The look on his face, while not unfriendly, certainly was pretty stern. It was like he was a strict teacher, or totally dominate male who gets what he wants, when he wants.

No excuses.

I felt myself drop down to all fours and begin crawling towards him. It felt incredibly degrading, totally animalistic, like something I had watched plenty of women in porn do over the years.

What the-

Was I one of them now?

As I got closer, I could see the Alpha bulge in his trousers was becoming more prominent. I felt a surge of excitement, fear, anticipation.

I had questions, uncertainty ran through my mind.

What would he do with me?

Would he tease me, make me feel more feminine than I could ever have possibly imagined – and not just before today, but a level of femininity that would unveil itself to me now, having already spent hours in my new form?

I looked up at him, his strong, sculpted features looking down on me with a look of clear hunger. He turned and began to walk away from me.

Without hesitation I followed him, remaining on all fours.

“Good,” He said. “You understand your place. You accept your role, your place in this world.”

As he spoke these words, I felt electricity all over my body, my already hot pussy beginning to throb, ache for his touch.

“Yes sir, I understand,” I said, attempting to keep up as he increased his pace and walked over towards the large window that overlooked the car park.

He stopped walking and turned to face me.

“There’s something not quite right here,” He said. “Can you tell me what that might be?”

“Sir… I’m not sure,” I said.

I genuinely didn’t know, and was too scared to say the wrong thing in case it displeased him. Clearly, I was so subservient to this God that I was losing the ability to have independent thoughts! Not that I was even complaining about it. If anything, it felt kind of liberating.

“You’re not the brightest are you,” He said, scornfully. “Well, I’ll tell you what’s not right. The fact that you still have your clothes on simply isn’t working for me right now.”

With that, and without him asking, I stood up and removed my shirt and skirt. It didn’t even cross my mind to ask him, I just knew.

Shame I didn’t get everything right though.

“What the hell do you think you are doing?” He demanded.

Standing in front of him in just a tiny bra and even skimpier panties, I felt self-conscious and had attempted to cover my body up with a combination of my hands and slightly turning my slender hips away from him.

Big mistake.

“Don’t ever cover yourself in front of me again,” He roared.

Immediately I moved my hands away from my body and faced him, totally ashamed at disappointing him.

“Hands on your head, now!” He commanded.

I put my hands on my head, totally exposing myself. I was genuinely worried about what he might do. Such was his incredible physical presence, allied of course with his high status, that I knew full well he could literally do anything he wanted and I would, in practical terms, be totally helpless to stop him.

“Please, sir,” I offered. “Please, I’m sorry – “

Before I could continue, he walked to me, grabbed me by my arm and put me over his shoulder in a kind of fireman’s lift style. Such was his strength it was as if I was as light as a feather. I could tell that he wasn’t even showing a fraction of his true physical power.

“I can that although you have completed the physical transformation to a high standard, there is still some work on the mental side,” He said.

With that, with me still bent over his shoulder, he stood in front of the mirror and began spanking my exposed ass cheeks.

“Owwwwwww!” I squealed, genuinely shocked at the stinging sensation, my ass cheeks wobbling and jiggling with each spank as they rained down, one after another.

“No! Instead of owww, I want to hear thank you, sir,” He said, totally meaning business.

“Yes sir, thank you sir,” I said, the spanks continuing.

I looked down towards the car park and wondered if anyone could see me. I mean, if that happened to look up this way then they would almost certainly be able to see me – totally vulnerable, flung over the boss’s shoulder, my juicy female booty getting spanked mercilessly.

Without warning, he dropped me to the floor.

“On all fours, get that ass in the air, slut!” He commanded, taking things up a notch.

I didn’t hesitate and immediately did as I was commanded.

Keeping my head down, I sensed him walking around me. I could hear the sound of a cell phone camera taking photos, but didn’t dare look up in case this was going to result in more punishment.

I felt his hands on my ass, grabbing and caressing my hot cheeks.

Then it happened…

His fingers slipped inside the waistband of my thong, smoothly pulling it down over my cheeks and then down to the bottom of my thighs.

I felt myself breathing heavier and heavier.

Instinctively, I presented my ass and glistening pussy more prominently.

Although I can’t prove it, I am absolutely certain that he smiled at this point. A smile of approval.

How can I be sure?

Call it female intuition.

His large, rugged hands on me, I felt him open my cheeks, totally exposing my pussy and my asshole.

It was a thrill, a truly exhilarating feeling to be so exposed, so compromised for an out and out leader, a totally and unapologetically masculine man.

“Ask me for it,” He said. “Tell me what you want.”

Was this really happening? It almost felt dreamlike.

Could I go through with this?

I had to, I knew this was my destiny...

“Sir, please will you make me a real woman,” I said.

I was nervous, totally out of my depth, but somehow it felt right. A certain confidence came over me, or maybe it was a loosening of my inhibitions.

“Make me a woman with your hard, thick, alpha cock,” I continued. “Let me lick it, swallow it, work it for you. Put it in my mouth, my pussy, my… ass. Put it wherever you want. Do what you want with me. I am here to serve you. I am a filthy, cum hungry, cock crazy slut whose purpose in life is to please and satisfy a real man like you. The old me is gone. Long gone. I want you to pump me, fuck me, cum all over me, make me degrade myself for your amusement and pleasure.”

It seemed like this was enough for him. With consummate ease he picked me up again, turning me around to face him. Kneeling in front of him, only centimetres away from his crotch, I waited as dropped his trousers and then, the big reveal.

Slowly pulling down his crisp, white Armani briefs, I couldn’t help but gasp in total awe as his enormous, rock hard black cock sprung out and slapped me on my nose. He laughed, totally loving the look of awe, fear, and excitement on my face.

I wanted to kneel there and marvel over it. I had never seen such an incredible, magnificent, and alluring sight in my life.

“Do I need to ask?” He said, firmly.

No, he didn’t.

I grabbed hold of his veiny, powerful shaft in both hands and brought his bulbous dick head towards my mouth. I flicked my tongue out, then swirled it around his cock head.

The taste was bitter, strange, but also totally natural. It was like I had devoured a thousand cocks in my life… but this was the best one. I worked the cock, shallow at first, gradually taking more and more.

Just as I felt I might be getting him close to the edge, I felt him pull away. Had I disappointed him? I panicked that I had done something wrong.

I couldn’t have been further from the truth…

At this point, he picked me up and moved me towards the window again. Standing me up, my hands pressed against the glass, he kicked my legs apart and roughly pushed his cock into my pussy.

I moaned loudly, banging my hands against the window, rocking my head back. It was an incredible sensation, one that was totally new to me but at the same time felt like it was the most normal thing in the world.

Slowly giving me deeper and harder thrusts, I felt him quickly build to climax. In the hands of a lesser man, this would have been a quick fuck, but the size of his cock, his evident sexual prowess, and the fact that I was an orgasm waiting to happen in his presence I felt my body begin to convulse pretty violently.

I let out longer and longer moans, louder and louder screams of ecstasy.

“That’s it, that’s it!” He said. “You show me how much you love it!”

It wasn’t long before I was almost limp, totally blown away by what must have been three consecutive orgasms. The only thing keeping me up was his incredible hands.

He pulled his cock out and placed me back down on my knees.

Facing his dick onto my outstretched tongue, he smiled as released his hot, stringy, explosively powerful cum onto my tongue, into my mouth, and then all over my face.

I felt honoured to be taking his load.

It didn’t want it to end.

“Now,” He said. “I think you have a future here, slut. That’s not to say there isn’t room for learning, but we’ll train you well. I’ll send someone up for you in a moment, but for now I want you to stand up and present yourself at the window. Let the world see your naked body, your cum covered face. Be proud of what you are, and what you can contribute in your new form.”

“Yes sir,” I said. “Thank you sir.”

I watched as he pulled up his pants, his large cock being stuffed back into the briefs. He looked me up and down, nodded approvingly, and made his way out of the office. I turned my head back towards the window and looked down.

A crowd, maybe twenty people, looked back up at me, all holding phones and recording devices.

I looked back down at them and wondered just what was next for me.

The world was a different place now, and as I felt a sliver of cum drip from my nose onto my top lip, I intended to embrace every single second of my new existence a slutty, cock craving woman.

EPILOGUE

Your body has become an object of desire… and it’s everything you thought it would be, and more on top of that too.

Your life is now totally different, you are the object of desire, your feminine curves and beauty makes the men hard, and your mind is full of images of their tough, strong bodies and big, thick dicks…

You want to please them, to satisfy them, and keep them coming back for more. They like you submissive, and you are more than happy to comply. It is what comes natural to you now in your state of gender swap.

Thoughts big, thick dicks makes your pussy moisten, your clitty swell and throb. You can pleasure yourself in all your female glory, orgasm after orgasm. Or, you can wait until the next man comes along…

Swapped, ready to serve, ready to please, but most of all… ready for pleasure.
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PROLOGUE

The fantasies of being a woman… the panties you could wear, the lacy stockings and suspenders. Those big, bouncing breasts and ultra-sensitive nipples you could touch whenever you wanted, that cute ass and that hot, wet pussy and swollen, tingling clit.

And of course… those dicks you could tease and please.

What if it really was an option? To fully transform from a regular man into an ultra-feminine, curvy, slender woman who all the men lusted after…

Could you handle it? Would you really be able to embrace it all the way…

Well here’s your chance. You’re a woman now, and guess what… the big, tough, powerful men with bodies and dicks to match their status expect you to do as your told, work your body for their pleasure. So, it’s time to push yourself to your absolute limits, embrace your new body, your new identify, your new life… The Shock Swap starts now…

CHAPTER ONE

I jumped on my bike and after a brief wobble – totally not my fault but I won’t make excuses, I pedalled out of the enclosure and onto the road. Holding my cell up in one hand to look at my map app, I made a blind turn onto the main road.

It was busy, with several lanes seemingly merging in and out of each other. I kind of ignored the cars and chose the best lane that suited my route. I would need to stay in a straight line for a little while before making a hard right onto a large boulevard, just after a busy junction.

I saw that I had received a message from an old friend but conscious of road safety I only opened the app to read it, I didn’t reply, and wouldn’t until I was on a quieter part of the city centre road.

I really enjoyed the busy vibe of the city.

Of course, it was world famous that the Big Apple has a certain feel to it that just isn’t replicated anywhere else on the globe. I mean, the noise was just immense.

All the cars tooting their horns, the foul language being spouted by drivers as they passed me. Really there is nowhere else you could go for this kind of tough talking bravado.

Well, I continued for a couple of blocks before my turn off. When the time came, I made a quick switch onto the right road.

I felt a little hungry and saw a food stall selling some kind of street snack. I made the stop and bought the snack with my cell’s payment system, some kind of wholefoods style wrap with a generous amount of filing.

I must confess, I wasn’t expecting it to taste so good. I was highly impressed and would go as far as to say it was probably the best wrap I had ever purchased.

It went without saying that I could make a better wrap myself, but this was certainly a brilliant example of a wrap made by another person.

The vendor seemed ecstatic that I was enjoying his fare so much, and all I could do was compliment him. He asked if I could leave a review on TripAdvisor. I told him I would think about it, because I didn’t know whether there would be any less than favourable after effects, if you catch my drift.

The vendor didn’t seem overly impressed by this comment, so rather than talk to him for a second longer I hopped on my cycle and was away, pedalling quickly as he gave chase.

I turned around and saw that he had stopped, screaming something about my payment.

What an odd person he turned out to be. Still, I couldn’t deny that he made a mean wrap.

I looked at my phone and saw that I wasn’t that far from the hotel. In actual fact, there was a short cut I could take through a small park. All I needed to do was make a small jump over a metal barrier.

I knew I could do it – I was a tremendous cyclist, so I got my approach right, pedalled fast, and… success.

I cycled calmly through the park, pretty pleased with my skilled map reading and cycle skills, and exited to the welcoming sight of my destination.

Now, who says cycling in the city is dangerous? 

I pulled up to the hotel entrance and as the concierge, an old man but in impressive shape all the same, approached me I pointed at my cycle and gave him the indication that I wanted the cycle parked in the cycle check-in station across the road.

This simple instruction was taken on board by the concierge although I couldn’t help but notice he seemed a little irritated, rolling his eyes as he crossed the busy road, pushing the bike back in the direction I had just come from.

Well, another thing he could park was that kind of attitude, I thought, amused at my wordplay but also seriously annoyed by his terrible customer service.

Anyway, a far friendlier concierge approached from inside of the hotel entrance and pointed me in the right direction. I thanked him and offered him my fist to bump, which he accepted with gusto.

He stood there smiling for a second, a strangely expectant look on his face.

What was he after?

Who knows.

I certainly didn’t.

Anyway, I walked into the main reception and took a moment to take it all in. This truly was spectacular, real classic architecture from times gone by if you know what I mean. Wood panelling, caricature paintings on the walls, a thick, patterned carpet on the floor.

This was pure class and not even the most elegant and sophisticated traveller could dispute that.

The reception desk was a large oak affair, with ornate carvings around its edge. The carvings appeared to be of men and women, all entangled in each other, a fluidity of gender that seemed like an intriguing artistic choice at the time. I took a quick photo of it on my cell and didn’t think any more about it.

With a bold filter, that could real pop off on my Instagram, I considered briefly.

Well, at this stage I became aware of how busy the reception area was. People seemed to be pushing and shoving. I really hated that kind of bad mannered behaviour and made sure to glare as each one of them manoeuvred around me towards the desk.

All I wanted to do was take a few photos from a decent angle!

Why couldn’t people just show some appreciation for others. Oh well, not my problem. It wasn’t as if I worked here and had to be around them all the time.

I took my place at the back of the queue and made sure that my unhappiness was seen by everyone.

Why shouldn’t I tut or roll my eyes? So what if I wanted a photo?

As I waited I noticed the grumpy old concierge in the lobby, talking with some other members of staff. Call me paranoid, but I had a feeling they were talking about me.

Well, they could talk.

It wasn’t as if they were in a position to make me face any consequences.

No, they could say what they wanted.  

Finally, the queue of people dissipated, and I stood face to face with the receptionist.


CHAPTER TWO

“Yes, sir, how can I help you?” The receptionist asked.

I was immediately taken aback by how hot she was. I mean, it wasn’t as if the reception staff at this kind of place were ever anything less than well made up and presentable, but this was next level.

She looked like she could just as easily be modelling in New York fashion week. Perfect hair, ultra sleek and shiny, and distinctive makeup that highlighted a spectacular bone structure and emphasised her plump, red lips.

I must have been staring…

“Sir?” She asked again.

I looked at her name badge. I should probably say something, I thought, a little flustered.

“Ah, yes,” I said. “Sorry. Tiffany, I’m here to interview the management about the refurb? For Tome Magazine?”

“Of course,” Tiffany said. “They’re expecting you. Follow me please.”

There was something about Tiffany I just couldn’t put my finger on. Something about her perfection, it was almost as if she had been created as the perfect image of a sexy, polite, subservient woman.

Whatever, I thought.

I decided to enjoy the view as I followed her. The tight, yet shapely ass, swaying from side to side, the subtle muscle in her thighs, her long legs.

As I say, she was kind of perfect.

As we approached the meeting room, I noticed that to me at least, the hotel didn’t look like it had had that much of an upgrade. I guess it was pretty classic, retaining that old school air of sophistication, but in terms of recent upgrades I wasn’t seeing any.

Odd, I thought.

Tiffany knocked on the large oak panelled door and as we waited for a response, she turned to look at me.

“This is a fantastic opportunity for you,” She said. “I certainly don’t regret it. In fact, it’s the best decision I ever made.”

I nodded politely, almost absent-mindedly.

Wait, what? I thought.

“Oh, no, I’m not hear for a job,” I said. “Didn’t you hear what I said earlier? The interview, right?”

“I was the same as you,” Tiffany replied. “Don’t worry, all will become clear soon enough.”

A buzzing noise and Tiffany opened the heavy door.

I was about to find out what she was talking about.


CHAPTER THREE

Entering the room, I could see that this wasn’t going to play out like I had expected. But quite what would happen, I still had no idea.

As a journalist, this was exciting.

As a person, I felt a little unnerved.

“You must be from Flax?” The woman said.

She stood up from the L-shaped mahogany table and beckoned me over. As I walked towards the table, I scanned each person sitting before me. A mix of men and women. The women all seemed to have one thing in common, namely their totally flawless appearance. There were less men, three in total, and they sat in a row in the middle of the table.

Each one could be described as physically imposing, that was for sure.

Two of them were dressed in very expensive looking suits, open coloured shirts, evidently with very athletic physiques. The other man was a little more casual, like he had just stepped out of a work out session, followed by a relaxing spa session. As with the other two, he looked supremely fit and in shape, the outline of his powerful shoulders very evident underneath a tight-fitting sports t-shirt.

“I think there must be some confusion,” I said, turning to gesture towards Tiffany in the hope that she would explain I was here to interview them, not the other way round.

“No, everything is as it should be,” The man in the sportswear said, standing up from the table and walking towards me.

Standing directly in front of me, he certainly towered over me, his physicality causing me to feel a bit flustered, something that clearly did not go unnoticed.

“My name is Mr Maxwell,” He said. “You have been selected to be a part of our team, we just need to get the contracts sorted before we can begin in earnest. Don’t worry, we have been tracking your progress, and this will be the making of you.”

“Excuse me,” I said, a little helplessly. “I don’t know what you’re talking abo-“

Before I could finish my sentence I felt myself being picked up from behind, two sets of hands lifting me up at the armpits. I turned my head and saw the faces of the concierge staff from earlier, both grinning with some satisfaction as I fruitlessly tried to fight my way out of their clutches.

“Put me down!” I said. “You can forget a good write up now, I’ll go to town on you!”

With a nod from Mr Maxwell, the two men carried me over to a large oak table on the opposite side of the room.

As I lay down on the table, held in place by the two concierge staff and a couple of the other women, I realised that struggle was useless and decided to try and reason with them to release me.

“Don’t bother,” Maxwell said. “You see, we have been tracking you since an article you wrote about online feminization came to our attention. Yes, that’s right. Well, we placed a track on your internet usage and it seems like your interest wasn’t only professional. Since writing the piece you have been logging in on various sissy and hypno-sissy sites, haven’t you?”

I didn’t know what to say.

It was true, I had been. But it was only fantasy, something different from jerking off over big booty sluts getting pounded doggystyle.

“I’ll take you silence as confirmation we haven’t made a mistake then,” He said. “Well, our project here at this hotel is to provide men like you with an opportunity to transform into the person – the woman – that you truly want to be. In exchange for this transformation, you will work for us.”

I was shocked to my core. But suddenly it made sense. Wait, was Tiffany actually a man? I looked at her, and she nodded in acknowledgment.

“Yes, that’s right,” Maxwell said. “But as you’ll see now, Tiffany is 100% woman now. Tiffany, strip and present for us.”

With that, Tiffany very calmly and without fanfare began to remove her clothes.

I couldn’t believe what I was seeing.

My heart was racing.

I didn’t know where to look, but I couldn’t help but ogle as Tiffany now stood in my line of vision, in a matching black lace bra and panties. Her body looked phenomenal, a perfect kind of slender athleticism but still with highly sensual, feminine curves.

You know what I mean… Pert, milky breasts – with stiff nipples prominent underneath the see-through lace.

A tiny, svelte waist.

Hips and thighs that looked like they could just as easily rock climb, squat, run, swim – any kind of physical proposition you could imagine.

“Turn for him,” Maxwell said, calmly but with an air of authority.

Tiffany turned around to reveal a juicy, perfectly rounded ass. The high cut of the panties emphasised her shapely cheeks. There was more than enough for any man to grab and squeeze, that was for sure.

“Now, you answer me this,” Maxwell said. “I see you looking, drooling. But, tell me, what do you really desire? What is your true preference? Do you desire to fuck her, or do you desire to be her?”

I was stunned.

My heart was still racing, I mean, I did always lust after women like Tiffany. That was for sure, there could be no doubting it. Part of my daily life was to jerk off to women who looked like this, their perfect bodies, their glamourous style. But…

I also couldn’t deny that a part of my fantasy, a part that was sometimes buried deep in my subconscious but had been coming more and more to the forefront of my thoughts, was indeed the idea that actually I would like to be one of these women. The thought of experiencing their body if it was my own. My delicate, feminine hands caressing, squeezing, probing my perfect female body. I couldn’t deny that I had more often than not, especially recently, reached my climax when imagining this.

Of course, this isn’t where it ended. When I was being even more candid, more explicit at the height of my fantasies, I would begin to wonder what it would be like to be fucked as a woman – and I don’t mean fucked by a normal dude, or a nerd, but what it would be like to be fucked by an out and out alpha male.

A boss.

A leader.

The kind of guy who could parade around a gym, looking confident and strong. The type of man who would hold court confidently in a business meeting, getting his point across in a firm, masterful way.

These kinds of men would just know exactly what to do to please a woman. They would have the experience, the body, the mindset to just send a woman – of their choice, naturally – into total ecstasy.

Of course, they would also surely be well equipped to fill an eager, slutty bimbo’s hot, pulsating pussy with their large, throbbing, meaty cock.

Even thinking about it as I hesitated to answer Maxwell was getting me hot under the colour, my cock beginning to twitch and strain in my pants.

“Answer me,” Maxwell said. “You will answer me and you will tell us all the truth.”

“Yes,” I said. “I desire to be her, or to be a woman like her. Please-“

I was still panicked, not fully aware of what was happening. But before I could say any more, it seemed like my acknowledgment of my desires had taken this situation to the next level.

Maxwell appeared to motion to Tiffany, who then walked over to me and stood next to the table, in nothing by her bra and panties.

“Sir, shall I administer the serum?” She said.

“Yes, we have our confirmation of consent,” Maxwell said, running his hand over my face.

It felt strange. I was totally helpless, in a situation where I had no real idea what was going on other than the fact that an organisation seemed to have been monitoring me and had explicit knowledge of my sexual activities and fantasies.

The two concierges approached and without instruction began to remove my trousers and pants and cut away my shirt. Before I knew it, I was totally naked, lying exposed on the table. My cock was by now fully erect. It wasn’t a big dick, far from it, and I noticed both concierges having a sly giggle about it. I felt humiliated.

“Don’t worry,” Tiffany said. “I didn’t have a very big one when I was a man. For us, this is a brilliant opportunity to become the best versions of ourselves we can be, to live out our real sexual destinies.”

I still didn’t truly know where this was going. I was a little scared, but the thrill I was feeling running through my body could not be denied.

On some level, I just knew a change was coming.

“Lift your legs up, part them slightly,” Maxwell said to me.

I did what I was told. He just had a commanding voice that I found irresistible. Also I was beginning to realise something.

I was attracted to him.

I desired him.

I wanted him.

Maxwell put his hands on my ankles and held them in position. This was thrilling, I couldn’t deny it. Then it happened.

Tiffany positioned herself in between my legs, kneeling down.

I strained my neck to see what was going on.

Then I saw it.

What looked like a butt-plug, clear but filled with a pink serum, with a plunger at one end like medical syringe.

“W-w-w-w-what?” I said, my nerves getting the best of me.

“Don’t worry, darling,” Maxwell said. “It will feel a little cold, then you’ll drift off to sleep. But when you wake… well that’s when the fun will begin.

I watched as Tiffany eased the device into my asshole. I let out a moan, part shock, part pleasure as my ass let it enter. I felt my face flush with embarrassment as everyone in the room was now around me, getting a good look as Tiffany pushed the plunger and I felt the cold pink serum enter me.

“Ooooooh,” I said, my voice suddenly an octave higher, more feminine.

What was happening?

I felt my eyelids drooping.

I felt sleepy.

As my eyes shut, I couldn’t make much out.

I tried to fight the sleep.

I felt my entire body tingling, a rush of pleasure over it.

I heard voices, cheering, laughing.

Then my eyes shut and everything was dark as I gave in to the anaesthetic powers of the pink serum that had been shot up into my ass.


CHAPTER FOUR

I felt my eyes gradually begin to open. Had I dreamt everything? Was I about to wake up and find out that this craziest of dreams was exactly that.

A dream… not based in reality.

A fantasy my horny mind had devised in such detail and with such strength that it had actually felt so overwhelmingly powerful as to seem entirely real?

Almost immediately, I had my answer.

“She’s awake!” Came the calmly authoritative voice.

I opened my eyes fully and looked around me.

No longer in the large conference room of my fantasy – or was it reality? – I was now in a much smaller, but no less grand office room. Decked out in classical style up-market carpets and heavy oak furniture, I was lying on a green leather chaise-long.

It was at this moment that any doubts about the reality of my situation quickly dissipated and I realised that something was definitely up.

Sitting across from me was Maxwell, the powerful, super business chic, alpha male from before I black out. He was seated behind his grand desk. To one side of him was Tiffany. She had changed out of her business attire and was now wearing a tiny matching bra and panty set – black, see through, lacy. She had let her hair down, and her luxurious, shiny locks only added to her sophisticated sexiness.

My mind was rapidly catching up on itself, trying to remember what had happened – specially: what had happened to me – in that room before I had passed out. In truth, I still felt a little scrambled, and was struggling to process the situation, let alone the murky, not so distant past.

It must have been written all over my face.

“Tiffany,” Maxwell said, “Why don’t you show her the end product?”

Her? What the hell…

I didn’t have too long to wonder as to what he meant.

Tiffany walked over to me, her slender yet curvy hips swaying as she did, and eased me onto my feet and led me over to a large, oval shaped mirror  situated across from Maxwell’s desk.

As we stood side by side, I couldn’t believe what I was seeing.

Instead of me standing next to Tiffany, there was a long legged, big-bootied, large breasted, bimbo.

It couldn’t be…

There was no way…

Wait, it was all coming back…

“Yes, that’s right,” Tiffany said, “The cold pink serum we shot up that ass of yours has taken effect and transformed you into our latest employee. Our latest cum hungry, cock addicted bimbo.”

“Wait, I-!” I protested.

“No, no, no nonsense from you,” Maxwell said. “If you remember, we know all about your internet preferences, your deepest fantasies. You admitted them all to us as you drifted off. And now, you have your wish. You are a perfect fuck machine who will prove to be an excellent employee for us here.”

I was in total shock.

I couldn’t tear my eyes away from the person staring back at me in the mirror.

The seductively plum lips.

The high cheekbones.

The bombastic breasts, nipples stiffening and pointing out hard.

I felt a shiver as Tiffany ran her hands over my shoulders, down my front, over my breasts, over my smooth, hairless pubic mound.

“Ooooooooh,” I let out, suddenly aware that my pussy – yes, I couldn’t deny I had one – was pulsing, hot, a wetness between my legs that was equally shocking and a massive turn on.

Tiffany eased her fingers into my hot pussy, just enough for me to get a feeling for how amazing it would be from now on.

I let out another moan, my knees buckling a little.

“Go on, Tiffany,” Maxwell said, “Give her a little touch on her clit. Show her what’s possible.”

With that, Tiffany worked her wet fingers over my clit and almost straight away I could feel my entire body filling with this kind of incredible sexual energy I had never experienced in my life as a man.

I was in so much pleasure it was unreal.

“Do you like it?” Maxwell said.

“Y-y-y-y-y-yes,” I replied, struggling to keep my composure.

“Do you like it what?” Maxwell said, a little sternly. ]

“Um, ooooh, um, ooooh-aaaah,” I responded, totally unable to communicate such was the pleasure happening around my body.

“Sir!” Maxwell commanded. “You will address me as sir!”

“Y-y-y-y-y-yes, oooooooooh, y-y-y-yes, s-s-s-s-sir,” I said, holding on to Tiffany as she worked my clit, now with more fingers also working my pussy simultaneously.

“Now, do you accept your role with us?” Maxwell asked. “Do you agree to work for us, to do our bidding, to willingly give your mind and body to service?”

“Yes, sir,” I said, panting, moaning, my weight now almost fully supported by Tiffany as she continued to work my pussy and my clit.

I felt myself approaching what would have been my first orgasm.

My entire body was in total ecstasy, I could feel myself thrusting and gyrating, trying to get extra friction to bring myself closer to release.

At this point I looked up and saw that Maxwell had stepped out from his desk and was removing his trousers, then pants, to reveal a hard, bouncing, throbbing cock. This was the kind of dick a normal man can only dream of. It was a monster.

“Now cum for me, bimbo,” He declared, moving in close to me, his bard cock centimetres from my face.

“Ooooooooh, yyyyyeeeeees, sir,” I squealed, now using my own fingers to bring myself off.

“That’s your new slutty instinct taking over,” Tiffany said, approvingly.

As I frantically worked my clit and pussy, I felt myself collapse to my knees, continuing to pump my tight, wet hole, now frantically rubbing my clit as if my life depended on it.

I looked up and just did what came naturally.

I grabbed Maxwell’s long, veiny, hard cock and put my lips over the wide, powerful dick-head.

The taste was so good. Salty, masculine. I knew that this was my future, that being a man was an old life now, one that I didn’t want to go back to.

I felt my body begin to jerk involuntarily.

It was happening, I was cumming.

I worked my mouth over Maxwell’s cock and felt his hot cum spurt into my mouth.

He pulled back and sprayed my face with his hot cum as I continued to have my orgasm. I didn’t think either would end as his cum continued to fly onto my face, into my mouth, over my hair. All the time, Maxwell looked down at me, grinning, grunting, clearly enjoying the show.

He finished and slapped his length across my face a couple of times as I began to collapse to the floor totally spent.

“Well, not a bad effort for your first cock,” He declared, walking back to his desk, picking up his clothes and getting back into them as if nothing had happened.

“Say thank you,” tiffany said, squatting down and giving me a few slaps across my exposed thighs, ass, and pussy.

“Sorry, sir, thank you, sir,” I said, weakly, barely able to talk from the sheer shock of this experience.

“Good enough,” Maxwell said. “Although as part of your training you will be expected to get a whole lot better. Right, Tiffany will you come with me, then come back to sort her out and give her some tasks to complete before we resume later.”

“Yes, of course, sir,” tiffany replied.

She gave me another few slaps.

“You, bimbo, you better make sure you’re ready and presentable when I come back. There’s a private bathroom through that door – you’re lucky I don’t make you use the one out in the corridor. Get all that cum out of your hair, wash yourself all over and wait for me to get back. Got it?”

I nodded and watched as the two left the room.

Quite where this was going I had no idea, but I knew that it was quite possibly the most exhilarating experience I was ever likely to have.

I licked my lips as I watched them leave and realised that whatever happened, this was my future. A cum soaked hotel slut, ready to serve, happy to take orders, and ready to take cock at a moment’s notice.


CHAPTER FIVE

Later, I was sent out on an errand. I walked across the road, noticing a few glances from cab drivers and men on the street.

It was a strange sensation. It actually shocked me a little when one passing car honked and shouted a pretty explicit obscenity at me.

Was this really what it would be like from now on?

Anyway, as much as it offended me, I can’t deny the certain frisson of excitement I felt at the same time.

Safely on the other side of the road, I checked the time.

Odd, I thought, puzzled.

The time seemed surprisingly early, almost as if the last few minutes hadn’t happened.

Hey, I guess I am a quick walker, I thought, relaxed and happy at this turn of events.  

I didn’t think about it for a moment longer and continued down the next avenue that would, as long as my calculations were correct, would take me to the ingredients store.

The humidity was keeping up with its intensity, and if anything was getting worse.

I felt myself really feeling the pace so decided to take a breather – after all, I was making such good time a couple of minutes wouldn’t make any difference. Then, totally by chance, I happened to see the street vendor from the day I had arrived here.

You know, the one who wanted me to review his food on TripAdvisor and got all in a twizz when I demurred, albeit temporarily.

Yes, him, that exact guy.

Well, I knew he wouldn’t recognise me this time, for obvious reasons, and I recalled that he did his own cold beverages to go with the wraps.

What the heck, I thought.

I walked over to his stall, ready to quench my thirst. 

I waited for the customer ahead of me to get served. I’m not being funny, but the amount he was ordering was absolutely ridiculous.

Three large wraps?

Three drinks?

Plus a couple of sides?

Who was he feeding, the entire population of a small nation?

Well, maybe I was being a tad impatient, thirsty as I was. Thing was, in front of all this tasty food I had actually developed something of an appetite at this point.

Perhaps I would pick up a wrap again, help settle my stomach and get some much needed nutrients in my system for what was sure to be an energy sapping day, and a long one too.

Well, it was settled.

I would get a cool drink and a wrap. Yes, a nutritious high energy wrap and I would be on my way.

But, one problem. The absolute clown in front of me was taking an age to pay for his order. Why oh why people couldn’t be more efficient with this kind of thing I really never did understand.

I was getting a bit irritated at not only that, but the sight of the food and drink he was holding being crushed in his bag. Couldn’t he at least show some respect to both the vendor and the product that had been served to him?

Well, it was probably none of my business, but I just couldn’t help but get a little worked up at this kind of thing. The man finally got the right payment card out of his wallet and the transaction went through smoothly enough, although just when I thought everything was signed, sealed, and delivered, he only went and asked for an extra drink and a small packet of falafel energy balls.

For God’s sake! What was he playing at?

I must admit I did make a kind of irritated tutting noise a couple of times.

I was at boiling point, and not just because of the weather. 

The man turned around and I couldn’t believe his response.

“Calm down, honey, you’ll get your turn,” He said with a kind of arrogance that was just demeaning.

I was speechless.

I looked to the vendor in expectation, but nothing. I attempted to say something but for some reason the words just wouldn’t come out. All I could do was stand there, probably looking as helpless as I felt.

The stupid oaf kind of smirked and turned back to the vendor to complete his transaction.

Trying to keep my mind of this insult, I looked up towards the impressive architecture that filled the skyline.

It’s very easy to miss this kind of thing unless you really make the effort, I thought, contemplatively.

Well, the rude man finished his order, got served, and left, turning again to smirk as he walked off towards his car, a plain, seen better days, saloon.

Finally, I could get on with my order and get my day back on track after this totally unnecessary situation.

Drama, right? Who needs it. 

So it was my turn at last. I stood in front of the vendor and placed my order. Petit wrap with a hint of chili flame and one tall iced smoothie.

I was really looking forward it by now, I can promise that. 

The vendor began to prepare the wrap.

He seemed to know exactly what he was doing, which is always a reassuring sign when dealing with any kind of food preparation. I mean, I guess I should have had more trust in his skill set having already had one great wrap from him.

Call me suspicious Sally then why don’t you?

I found something different about this ordering experience however.

There was something I couldn’t put my finger on…

I was noticing… his hands?

To get specific, I was noticing the dexterity of his fingers, the strong and supple look of his palms. Sure, they had a weather-worn quality to them, but also a sure touch and firm grip.

Oh right, I remembered, my perceptions are naturally going to be different know. I was seeing things more and more like how a woman would. Back in my male body it would never, ever have occurred to me to observe a street vendor’s hands so keenly. Maybe in the past I guess I would be prone to checking out big, alpha men in the changing room of my gym, but now I was finding myself entranced by some regular dude on the street.

What did it all mean?

I guess the vendor must have noticed me looking.

As he continued to put the finishing touches to my wrap, he began to strike up a little bit of a conversation.

Nothing risqué, just friendly talk.

I couldn’t help but smile, nodding along, asking the odd question here or there. He seemed to be enjoying our chat, really interacting with me in a way that he certainly hadn’t done on my previous experience with him.

The difference?

Yes, I was a man then.

Hey, maybe the benefits of being a babe weren’t just limited to the the… obvious stuff.

Well, he finished the wrap and gave it to me along with the drink I had requested. We said goodbye and as I walked away I turned back.

Just as I thought…

Busted!

He was checking me out as I left.

I could tell from the look on his face that he definitely liked what he saw. He had the kind of look I used to get when checking out a hot woman. He was almost drooling.

I could have been offended, but instead I just felt kinda horny.

Then I remembered: I had to get these ingredients or there would be trouble!

I looked at the time and saw that I was now basically running late. This wasn’t good.

Doubling my pace, and trying to navigate the streets at the same time, I made it my mission to not get distracted again, power through the punishing heat, and complete my task.

Hey, it was fun chilling out as a woman, I thought. But now it was time to hustle.


CHAPTER SIX

I arrived back at the hotel and made my way into the kitchen with the parcel for the head chef. As I said, he was a grumpy sonofabitch, so I attempted to drop the package off as quickly as I could before getting out of there and back up to Tiffany’s office where I knew there were further instructions for me.

I also had a feeling that Maxwell would be involved.

When I say feeling, I guess what I really mean was that I really hoped he would be involved. I hadn’t been able to get over the thoughts of his large, all powerful cock in my mouth.

I couldn’t deny it.

I wanted more of that cock.

Not only did I want more of it in my mouth, I wanted it in my pussy, in my ass, in my hands.

Clearly, he was right, I had left behind my male body, and my male mind too. I was ready to serve cock, take it wherever and whenever.

Little did I know that this was about to be put to the test.

“Oi, hey, where do you think you’re going?” Came the voice from behind me as I began to walk out of the kitchen.

I turned around and saw that the head chef, flanked by a couple of sous chefs, was standing with a funny look on his face, like he was expecting something.

“I’ve made my delivery, as requested,” I said. “I need to get back up to the third floor.”

I must admit, I probably came across as a little impatient. It was true, I did have somewhere to be. After the experience of Maxwell, it was a little bit of a non-starter in my eyes to be bossed about by a working man.

Just as I turned back away I felt two sets of hands pick me up by my armpits and swing me around, then walk me over towards the chef.

“Put me down!” I cried out, my voice feminine and a little whiny.

I attempted to wriggle free from the two sous chefs, but they possessed the kind of power a bimbo like me simply couldn’t match.

“Get her up on the table, bend her over the edge!” The chef said, a wicked spice in his tone.

I couldn’t believe what was happening. I was not impressed at all. Trying to struggle, it very quickly became apparent that there was no way out.

“Now, let’s have a look at the main dish!” The chef said, clearly impressed with his own little wordplay.

I felt his hands on my trousers, his fingers hooking underneath the waistband. I couldn’t believe he would actually go through with this.

It was so humiliating, degrading, and utterly unacceptable.

“I’ll tell Miss Tiffany!” I cried out. “I’ll tell Maxwell! I’ll tell sir!”

The two sous chefs laughed as they continued to hold me in place.

“Shut up, slut!” The chef bellowed. “You’ll take your punishment like a good little bitch.”

I felt my trousers being pulled down over my ass, past my thighs, and left to hang at my ankles.

“We’ll have these off too!” The chef said, roughly pulling my panties right off, the tear of the fabric sending a shiver of fear through me. “Time to spank this bubble butt!”

No sooner had he said it, the spanking began.

Spank!

Spank!

Smack!

Smack!

I let out cries of pain, pathetically attempting to wriggle myself free.

“You’ll stay there, slut!” The chef said, as he rained down his large, wide hand on my jiggling and reddening asscheeks.

“Please stop, please, I’m sorry!” I pleaded. “I’ll do anything if you stop spanking me!”

“Oh, don’t you worry,” The chef said, “You’ll be taking our cocks, and all our sperm at the end of our shift. But now we need to show you what disobedient female members of staff get.”

The spanking continued as I cried out in pain as each spank came down harder than the last. But then a funny thing happened. Instead of crying out in pain, I began thanking the chef, then asking for another spank.

Then another.

Then another.

Then another.

It actually felt like I was enjoying the punishment, getting a kick out of the helplessness of my situation.

Maybe too I kind of felt like I deserved to be punished?

After all, I had been a bit rude, and he was the head chef.

“Please sir, spank me harder!” I begged. “I deserve any punishement you give me!”

“Now she gets it,” The chef laughed. “Well, shall I give her ten more, really set her bimbo ass on fire?”

The two sous chef agreed and the final ten spanks were indeed incredibly hard and fast. I made sure to say thank you after each one.

“Well done,” the chef said. “You took that pretty well in the end. But you’ll be leaving with no panties, and I want to see you crawl out of here on your hands and knees, with your trousers still knocking about around your ankles. You can sort yourself out when you’re out of my kitchen. Now, get out, we have food to prepare.”

With that, he stuffed a banana in my mouth for extra humiliation, and I duly crawled out as instructed. The second I was out of the flapping kitchen door I jumped to my feet and pulled my trousers up. As I was doing the top button up I felt the gaze of the concierge firmly trained on me. He was grinning, almost as if he had been watching the whole thing.

I felt disgusted, but also horny. This was so confusing. 

Before I could process my feelings any further, I felt my phone buzz.

Instructions from Tiffany – I had to get out again before she wanted me back up at her office. And, yes, she would be accompanied by Maxwell… and others.


CHAPTER SEVEN

I was a little unsteady on my feet. The heat was relentless back out on the street, it had actually gotten hotter, which seemed crazy and almost unbelievable to me.

Of course, my unsteadiness wasn’t only down to the punishing heat, far from it. In fact, it was clearly another kind of punishment that was for the most part responsible.

Trying my best to get back on steady ground, and at the same time focusing my mind, I tried to distract myself.

But how?

You see, such was the intensity of the experience that it wasn’t quite so easy as saying one, two, three – focus!

I decided that what I needed was a stiff drink to calm the nerves.

But did I have time?

I figured I probably did, so stopped and had a look round for a bar I could drop in on.

Well, ever heard the phrase about too much choice actually being a bad thing?

As I walked up and down the street it seemed like the plethora of choice was actually making it damned on impossible to get a drink.

Did I want a cocktail?

Did I want a fusion ale?

Did I want a traditional Irish pub?

I just wanted a quick hit of alcohol to take the edge off is all. Why did things have to be so difficult?

In the end, I walked into a liquor store, and old style Mom and Pop joint, and picked up a small bottle of Old Russian.

You know.

The clear devil, vodka. Well, it was such a small bottle it would hardly do any damage, would it?

I thought about just downing it on the street but had second thoughts. Sure, it was arguably the biggest city in the world, where anything seemed to go, but I didn’t want any hassle from a keen cop, and nor did I want to risk any hotel staff spotting me drinking on the job. After all, I was only a few blocks away so it wasn’t outside of the realms of possibility that I would be spotted.

I decided to seek out a little enclosed park area I had spotted on my way here.

Yes, I thought, that would be perfect.

Sitting down with a small drink, letting it all sink in.

Trying, if that was possible, to process everything that had happened so far.

Well, it was worth a go.

I walked for maybe two hundred metres and found the park.

Luckily, I spotted an empty bench just as I entered. The bench was perfectly serviceable and in fact was actually rather well maintained. It looked relatively new to me, which was strangely reassuring.

I say down and opened to bottle top.

Not ever a huge fan of vodka, but with a definite appreciation for it, I took in the odour. It was okay, I definitely needed this.

Before I took my long gulp, I looked across the park and watched as a group of college duded played a form of competitive frisbee. They were all laughing and joking as they tossed the plastic disc.

Not bad, these guys have got some pretty serious skill sets, I thought.

I used to play a little at school myself, and I was pretty damn good.

There was nothing to say I couldn’t carry on playing of course, although I would have to get some slightly different sports underwear!

I found myself staring at the college dudes, taking in their tight, flexible, muscular bodies.

Oh no, not now, I thought. I just didn’t have the energy after what had happened earlier.

I changed focus and instead breathed in the air and watched as birds took flight from tree to sky as car horns hooted musically in the distance.

Lifting the vodka to my lips I downed it in two sweep gulps.

There was a kick to it, that was for sure. I closed my eyes and allowed the hot afternoon sun to radiate and bounce off my face and body and back out into the universe.

Life, the universe, what was it all about? I thought.

There were so many anomalies, so many unique occurrences, so much mystery.

My situation was of course part of that, another change, another shift in how the world worked – and who was I to dispute it or try to change it?

Surely, shouldn’t I accept the workings of the universe and just roll with it? Wouldn’t that save me a lot of stress and worry? Well, I also had to admit that there was an element of my subconscious that clearly wanted this new way of life to continue forever, that if anything, being a woman felt way more natural, far more enriching than being a man ever had.

Perhaps this was the truth, that the way I was living now was always destined to be my way of life?

Just as I was getting all philosophical, I sensed something approaching.

Then, BANG!

“Owwwww!” I protested.

I opened my eyes and saw that the frisbee had actually caught the wind, headed my way, and caught me on the head.

Furious, I looked around for the culprit. Then, over jogged one of the college dudes. I looked at the college dude, and immediately I could tell he was sorry. Of course, it had been an accident. I mean, imagine living in a world where people thought it was acceptable to intentionally throw plastic projectiles at people’s heads. Well, it doesn’t bear thinking about really, does it? It sounds like something that might exist in a Mad Max style dystopian post-apocalyptic world.

Well, maybe that’s a little bit of an exaggeration, but you get my point, right?

Well, as I say, I could tell he was sorry for what had happened. Weirdly though, as he mumbled his way through an apology I began to feel a little annoyed at him. I mean, he was kind of saying the right things, but I felt like he could have made a little bit more of an effort.

Well, I’m not going to die on that hill – and I suppose he did at least make some kind of effort.

So what if he wasn’t exactly a poet, a spoken word wordsmith capable of waxing lyrical in order to convey his thoughts?

It wasn’t as if I was either.

As I watched the college guy pick up the Frisbee and casually hurl it over a hundred yards back towards his group, I wondered what he would report back to them.

Would he be talking about how nervous he was?

How he could barely make eye contact?

Would there have been some encouragement from his friends to strike up a conversation with me beyond the initial apology?

Well, I could only speculate on that, but it was something I knew I could expect more of as this new way of life continued for me. I decided to forget about the Frisbee crew and do some more park watching for a couple of minutes. I figured I had a bit of time, so why not enjoy the mellowing buzz from the vodka?

Momentarily shutting my eyes, I listed to the sounds of the city.

Sure, I could hear the song of car horns but they seemed distant somehow. Tuning in, I could hear what sounded like bird song, a chirpy melody that made me feel as if I was taking a well-deserved break in the mountain forest after a hard morning of hiking and steep vertical ascension.

I often thought that I would like life in a rural, spectacular mountainous location. The advantages of living the great outdoor life were numerous. From the obvious health benefits, to the type of no-technology de-stress that would also be possible. That’s not to say I would ever envisage going totally off-grid. No, that wouldn’t be for me to be honest, I knew that I liked to stay in touch with the outside world too much for that level of commitment. But definitely I think living a more detached life for sure had its appeal, one that ebbed and flowed depending on my mood in the big city.

Of course, there was also the issue of who would keep me company in my imaginary, dare I say fantasy, mountain cabin. Previously, I had always thought it would be a buxom, wild at heart country girl with long hair, soft lips, and a body that was necessarily athletic to deal with the terrain but feminine enough to get me going.

Well, what to say.

I guess I would need to change that fantasy now.

I suppose seeing as I was now the babe, I would need to think about what kind of… alpha outdoor man that I would have providing for me, both in terms of our lifestyle and in the bedroom.

My mind now swimming in this fantasy, I could see just the type of log-cutting, bearded, Viking style man.

Tall.

Muscular.

Powerful.

The strong and silent type.

We could tend the land together and then of course I would need to ease the aches and pains for him in the evening. Maybe I would run him a hot bath and then soap him up and massage some essential oils over his lean, muscular body. Gently but firmly massaging his upper thighs, I would move my hand down underneath the bubbles and take a hold of his now hard cock, long and thick, and slowly begin to pulse my hand over it as I watch his pupils dilate in excitement. At this point he would tell me to remove my clothes and get in the bath with him.

I wouldn’t need asking twice.

It would be a large oak bath that he had carved himself in his woodwork shed, and he would use his large, super manly hands to hold me up by my small waist and then ease my soaked pussy down on his cock…

I realised I was getting incredibly turned on by this fantasy and knew that unless I snapped out of it – and fast – I would begin to have an orgasm right there on the park bench.

As much as the idea of public exhibitionism was potentially pretty exciting, I felt like I wasn’t quite ready for it yet, and even more than that I really knew that I would need to keep my energy reserves up for later.

I quickly brought myself back into the present moment and just enjoyed the more down to earth pleasure of the park!

Well, I really could have sat there all day, such was my immersion in this fantastical mountain landscape I was creating in my mind. Of course, I knew deep down that I was already dealing with one fantastical development, so my transportation to a summer alpine scene would have to wait for another time.

With no little show of willpower, I lifted myself up off the bench and began to walk out of the park.

I glanced over at the Frisbee dudes and saw that they looked over to me as I walked away, clearly appreciative of what they were seeing.

Well, this had been an interesting day so far, but I had no time for them and knew I should probably get my skates on and make my way back to the hotel.


CHAPTER EIGHT

So I arrived back at the hotel and completed some small tasks that had been set for me. Nothing major, just fairly basic stuff. The whole time though, I couldn’t shake the feeling that I was being watched.

Of course, I felt the almost continuous gaze of the sleazy concierge and his associates, the assistant concierges. You could almost say that I got used to that.

Well, almost.

I figured that they had heard about what had happened with the chef earlier, and probably they were looking for an excuse, any opportunity, to dish out some of their own punishment on me.

That, I could live without.

But back to the issue at hand. I felt like there was an added dimension of surveillance on me. I looked around and didn’t see any obvious signs of security cameras, of which there were a few in the hotel, following me as I moved.

No, it was different.

I just couldn’t put my finger on it.

Anyway, I completed my task and made it up to Maxwell’s office.

Standing in the elevator, I felt a rush of excitement, nerves, horniness, intrigue. You name it, I was feeling it.

Even though it had only been a few hours ago, and I was still processing the whole situation and how it had played out, I definitely felt like it was a life changing moment.

No – a life bettering moment.

It was kind of like I had fallen in love with Maxwell?  Sounds crazy, right? Well, the way I was thinking was that maybe, it was always my destiny to become a woman. Sure, I hadn’t imagined it would be via a shot of pink serum up my ass, but however crazily it had come about I knew I didn’t want it to change.

All I wanted was to serve Maxwell, to take his cock, to become his.

With this in mind, the elevator door pinged and opened directly into his penthouse office suite.

The lights were set down a little, with some spotlights strategically placed. There was a funky RnB soundtrack playing in the background, emanating from the state of the art speakers embedded into the walls in a subtle, classy way.

“Now,” Maxwell said, making himself visible by walking out from the library in the corner of the suite. “I hear your ass was given a good old fashioned spanking by the chef. Is this true?”

I didn’t know how to answer. I was afraid that Maxwell would be angry with me. I didn’t want to upset him.

“I-I-I,” I stammered.

“Well, who is this getting their booty spanked then?” Maxwell stated.

Maxwell pointed up at the huge projector screen over on the large wall behind his desk. To my shock, a video began to play that showed me being bent over the metal chef’s table, my panties pulled down, and my ass spanked!

“I’m sorry!” I cried out.

Before I knew what I was doing, I was running towards Maxwell and throwing myself at his feet, begging for forgiveness.

“Please, punish me if you wish!” I proclaimed.

Without hesitation, I felt myself being picked up by Maxwell with the kind of ease that made me feel as if I must be as light as a feather. It was a huge turn on to feel my groin pressing into his powerful shoulder, the submissiveness of being thrown into a fireman’s lift only added to the growing wetness in my pussy.

Maxwell walked me over to the large sofa that overlooked the city.

It really was a spectacular view. I didn’t have time to admire it though, as Maxwell began to rip and tear away my clothes. All without saying a word. I simply lay there, totally submissively, ready for him to do what he wanted to me.

Then my mind and body went into overdrive as I heard the sound of him removing his clothes. Arching my head back I let out a gasp as I saw him towering above me, totally naked, his huge cock hard and bouncing up and down in excitement.

“You like what you see, slut?” Maxwell asked.

Except he wasn’t really asking. He knew full well that I absolutely loved what I saw. What happened next just came so naturally to me as I raised my naked ass up in the air, presenting it – and my glistening pussy of course – for my master.

“One question,” Maxwell said. “If I put my cock inside you now, you accept that you will be permanently a woman? Not only do you accept it, but you gladly, totally desire it?”

“Yes, sir,” I said, without a second thought.

Maxwell wasted no time and grabbed me with his large hands, taking a firm grip of the sweet-spot of flesh on my thighs. He lifted me back towards him and then it happened.

Maxwell’s enormous alpha cock entered me.

I let out a long moan, my mouth opening up how all those women did on the porn I used to watch. I was in ecstasy as Maxwell began to pump in and out, calling my every variation on cum hungry, cock loving bimbo you could possibly imagine.

“Y-y-y-y-y-yy-yeeeeees!” I cried out, bucking my hips, writhing around on his huge cock.

I began to cum.

Over and over and over.

I wasn’t sure if I could take it anymore, I felt myself going limp, totally unable to control my bodily movements. All I was doing now was just acting as a fucktoy for Maxwell to pump, albeit expertly.

Just as I thought I was about to pass out, I felt Maxwell take his cock out of my pussy. He flipped me onto my back and straddled me. I felt his weight on me, so manly, so powerful. I looked him in the eyes, and then raised my head a little, opened my mouth, and gave him a look that told him I wanted his hot, salty cum in my mouth and on my face.

I wanted to prove to him that I was devoted to him.

“Good,” Maxwell said.

Within seconds, Maxwell’s cum was indeed flying into my mouth, and I couldn’t help smiling, laughing almost, as it went everywhere across my face.

This was a spiritual experience.

As the cum slowed down, I licked and sniffed his ball-sack. I would never have actually thought that I would be in this position, let alone committing these acts.

I honestly thought they would always remain my fantasy, something to think about during late night masturbation sessions in front of my screen.

But not now.

Now it was my reality, and I loved it.

I also knew that there would be more to come from my relationship with Maxwell. After all, Tiffany had in fact mentioned that other people would indeed be involved.

I guess my time at the hotel was actually only just beginning. But that’s for another time…
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PROLOGUE

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

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

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

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

Your Campus Feminization begins now…

CHAPTER ONE

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

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

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

That was all the motivation I needed.

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

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

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

Exactly.

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

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

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

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

The other benefit?

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

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

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

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

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

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

The kind of bodies men go wild for.

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

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

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

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

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

Damn!

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

Was I imagining being with them?

Or…

No, it couldn’t be… could it?

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

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

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

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

Far from it.

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

Quite a catch then.

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

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

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

Shit, who was this?

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

“Is that you dude?” The voice said.

That’s a relief, I thought.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER TWO

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

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

No, something was weird.

I could just feel it.

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

Huh, okay, I thought.

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

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

Weird.

Probably nothing.

Certainly nothing to do with me.

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

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

Well, ultimately curiosity got the better of me.

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

Still, I had to see for myself.

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER THREE

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

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

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

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

Super hot, athletic types – check.

Curvy, big breasts and booty types – check.

Amazonian athletic – check.

Amazonian BBW – check.

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

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

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

It was as if Trebunque was enjoying this.

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

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

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

But wait, what did he mean by proceed?

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

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

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

“Y-y-y-y-yes,” I replied, meekly.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

But did I really and truly want this?

“Doctor, I’m not sure I can-” I said.

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

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

It felt weird.

It felt… kind of good.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Small waist.

Large breasts.

Toned, muscular thighs.

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

Long blond hair.

Plump, red lips.

Long eyelashes framing seductive, smouldering eyes.

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

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

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

The orgasm was longer, harder, totally overwhelming.

It began to feel like it would never end.

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

I felt my eyes closing.

Then darkness.

CHAPTER FOUR

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

“Ah, she’s awake,” Trebunque said.

She!

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I felt myself go weak again.

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

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

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

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

My clit!

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER FIVE

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

Not a great combination.

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

I mean, was the world really that different anyhow?  

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

You see where I’m coming from with this?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Were they shouting at me?

Someone else?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

That would teach them, I thought.

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

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

Then it struck me.

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

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

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

Then I came across an interesting one.

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


CHAPTER SIX

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

They looked kinda familiar.

Wait.

No, it couldn’t be?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

His height.

His blond hair.

His perfectly sculpted abs, shoulders, pecs…

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER SEVEN

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

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

Weird.

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

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

Nature eh?

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

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

I guess you could say I was feeling philosophical.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

But, I didn’t place an order?

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

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

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

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

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

Totally different to Corey.

Totally different to Doctor Trebunque.

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

“So, you like to work here?” I said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yeah, I’d like that,” I replied.

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

I was into this.


CHAPTER EIGHT

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

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

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

From there?

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

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

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

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

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

It couldn’t be him.

Please no.

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

Of course, it was Corey.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes,” I said. “My name is… Becky.”

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

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

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

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

“Hey, I’ve got a face,” Corey said.

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

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

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

Could I really go through with this?

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

Would he just totally overpower me?

Would I be able to handle him?

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

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

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

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

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

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

Then it happened.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I felt a surge of energy.

White girl instincts.

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

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

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

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

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

Suddenly, he pulled back.

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

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

Corey was preparing me.

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

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

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

“Put it in me master!” I squealed.

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

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

Then he went harder.

Then harder.

Harder again.

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

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

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

The orgasms kept coming until I was totally done.

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

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

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

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

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

Corey smiled. He couldn’t possibly have known?

Could he?

EPILOGUE

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

For me?

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

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

The question… would I swap back?

The answer… never.

My feminization wasn’t a college thing, I confirmed to Trebunque that I wanted this long term, to work with him on his project full time. This was just the beginning.
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-To Come-

Then there was the super lacy red and black bra and pantie set that looked very luxurious and classy.

Again, this would be right for another occasion but not for a slutty fashion show. Then I saw the pair that really stood out and I just knew – or certainly hoped – would be the right choice. It was a tiny, scandalously small pink thong with a mesh front and tiny back.

The matching bra had mesh on the front and was equally revealing and low cut. I quickly got into them, stuffing my hard cock inside and hoping that it would pop out as I did my sissy walk for her.

“Hurry up bimbo!” Annabelle commanded from the living area.

I couldn’t dare to delay any longer, so I took a deep breath and walked out. Annabelle had put some music on, something suitably sissy. She had an expectant look on her face and I decided to give it everything I had.

Despite the humiliation and the total lack of respect she had for me I had a feeling that I just wanted to serve her and earn, if not her respect for me as a man, her respect for me as a sissy boi who she could train.

“Dance for me you pathetic wannabe cock sucker!” Annabelle threatened. “Show me why all the big alpha men would want a piece of you!”

I did as I was told, my head spinning in excitement. Instinct took over and I began to squat and twerk, shaking my thong booty for her amusement. I began to do more and more degrading moves, really making a spectacle of myself.

Annabelle was laughing, but I also noticed that her nipples appeared to be rock hard, and her hand was resting over her crotch, her fingers pointing in towards her pussy.

“Get over here bitch,” She ordered, grabbing me by my panties and dragging me across her lap.

What followed was a hard spanking, with her throwing insult after insult at me, insulting my average wimpy body, my small dick, my pathetic subservient nature. She made me agree with everything she was saying, which only added to the humiliation. By the end of it I was begging her to stop, I was totally broken, I would have said or done anything to make her stop.

“Tell me you’ll do anything!” She said.

“Yes, mistress, I’ll do anything – Ow! Ow! It hurts! – I’ll do anything you say!” I cried out.

“Will you worship my big strong bottom?”

“Yes! Yes! I’ll worship your big strong bottom!”

“Will you only make a sissy mess when I let you?”

“Yes! I’ll only make a sissy mess when you let me.”

“Will you be my sissy cock sucker?”

“Yes! Yes! I’ll be your sissy cock sucker!”

That was the last step, I couldn’t stop myself and felt the cum charge up through my cock and explode out all over her smooth, lycra clad legs. I bucked my thighs and ground my groin into my mistress.

“Oooooh, I’m sorry, Madame Annabelle,” I pleaded

-END OF PREVIEW-

CHAPTER ONE

I sat down at my table and opened up the holiday purchase app on my Samsung tablet (a cheeky purchase I had made one bored Wednesday afternoon at work to break the seemingly never ending tedium).

I felt impulsive and had done since waking up that morning and putting on odd socks; and when I say odd socks, I mean each sock was totally unrelated in terms of not just colour, but material, style and length too.

Outrageous.

This wasn’t normal for me, usually I liked to plan everything out and stick to set routines. I certainly wasn’t the kind to deviate from the ordered and colour coordinated roll of socks I had in my drawer.

Well, the odd socks were the beginning of a day of impulse that saw me try a new style of coffee at work, leave early from work, and even take a different cycle route that while no shorter or longer involved more downhill segments but also more uphill – quite the contrast from my normal flat ground route.

So as you can kinda see, this day had been different for me in ways that while not exactly revolutionary on a grand scale, where quite a big deal from my own perspective based on historical patterns of behaviour.

I couldn’t quite place what it was that was driving all this, perhaps I was well and truly bored of my day to day life at this point and this was my way of letting it all hang out so to speak.

It’s not as if I was having a breakdown like Michael Douglas in that movie, I forget what it was called, but it starred him and he was having a kind of really bad day where he seemed to be breaking down and his life was falling down around him as he went and got himself worked up and involved in situations that escalated from the mildly difficult to out and out serious violence.

I think the movie may actually have been called Breakdown?

Anyway, I am sure you get where I am going with this. Essentially I was fine, but on some level something was up.

As I feverishly scrolled and switched screens on the holiday app, I began to wonder what kind of budget I should set, whether I was after hot or cold weather, activities or lazing by the beach or poolside, and also what duration I was looking at – brief city break or three week resort chill and relax?

So many options were presenting themselves to me, I felt a little overwhelmed and had to walk over to the tall fridge and take out and then crack open a can of my favourite lager, a Dutch marque that fizzed and whistled in my mouth with hints of cinnamon. Perhaps that sounds absolutely revolting, but truthfully it was a top can that I found myself returning to often.

The only issue was that I had to import it as it wasn’t really stocked in any local stores, and certainly not in the larger supermarkets. So, yeah you could say I made the effort to get it. 

Taking the can and making a long swig, I sat back down at my table and noticed a few scratches that I hadn’t noticed before. Hey hoo, shit happens, I thought, the cold calm of the lager clearly having taken full effect and loosened my worldview quickly and effectively.

I wondered whether I relied too much on alcohol. I mean, should I really be enjoying it so much? Why was it the case that I mentally associated alcohol with relaxation? I mean I know everyone likes a tipple (unless of course you are tea total) but I had a nagging feeling that I was enjoying it too much or rather it was a case that I wanted to taste it a little too much. No big deal really though, just something to keep in my mind and work on.

Perhaps there were other ways of relaxing though? Hey, maybe I could take up meditation, chill to the zen vibe of Buddha or something like that. Or if not Buddhist meditation maybe I could take up star gazing, because I do actually recall I read an article relating to how incredibly peaceful it was to stare up at the sky and ponder the great unponderables of life and the cosmos.

Was there anything I could do that would better, or even equal, the refreshment of a cold beer though? Well, I guess I would keep on searching and see what developed going forwards.

Well, back to my holiday search. I was determined to get it sorted, to put something clear in the diary. You know that feeling when you just know you need to follow your heart in the heat of the situation? Well I certainly knew that at this moment that I needed a blinking good break away.

I swiped through picture after picture, deal after deal, country after country, in truth they all looked great and just what I needed in this moment of my life. I made the decision to be a bit more generous with my purse strings and allow myself to go beyond my normal frugal budget.

Look I ‘m not saying I usually shop at pure bargain basement levels exactly but I certainly don’t splash out for five star accommodation when there is a better deal on the table somewhere else. And actually who says that top of the range air conditioning is essential when a bog standard fan system will suffice and do basically the same job?

But this was different, I was determined to make a holiday that I would remember for the rest of my life, and little did I know at that particular moment that I would be – if not quite in the way that I could have possibly have imagined.

I got up from the table and took a quick pace around my apartment and walked up to the window and looked out. There was a little rain falling and the sky was grey. I could hear the sound of car horns tooting and beeping angrily as they jostled for position in their respective traffic lanes.

Well, this wasn’t inspiring me in the slightest. If anything it was driving my desire to take a much needed holiday and change of scenery. Well, what a strange day. Such poor weather in a funny way acting as inspiration to seek a new location, albeit temporarily and with a fixed date of return. I had decided, this simply must happen and I was not going to hesitate in making it ready set go this very evening.

I walked over to my coffee machine and made a nice latte and drank it with a couple of biscuits on the side. You can’t beat comfort on a cold and drizzly day. Well, I say that because there is one way. You stop waffling on and get to sorting your dream holiday.

I sat down at my table and opened up the holiday purchase app on my Samsung tablet. I felt impulsive and had done since waking up that morning and putting on odd socks on. This wasn’t normal for me, usually I liked to plan everything out and stick to set routines. I certainly wasn’t the kind to deviate from the ordered and colour coordinated roll of socks I had in my drawer. Well, the odd socks were the beginning of a day of impulse that saw me try a new style of coffee at work, leave early from work, and even take a different cycle route that while no shorter or longer involved more downhill segments but also more uphill – quite the contrast from my normal flat ground route. So you can kinda see, this day had been different for me.

I couldn’t quite place what it was that was driving all this, perhaps I was well and truly bored of my day to day life at this point and this was my way of letting it all hang out so to speak. As I feverishly scrolled and switched screens on the holiday app, I began to wonder what kind of budget I should set, whether I was after hot or cold weather, activities or lazing by the beach or poolside, and also what duration I was looking at – brief city break or three week resort chill and relax?

So many options were presenting themselves to me, I felt a little overwhelmed and had to walk over to the tall fridge and take out and then crack open a can of my favourite lager. Taking the can and making a long swig, I sat back down at my table and noticed a few scratches that I hadn’t noticed before.

Hey hoo, shit happens, I thought, the cold calm of the lager clearly having taken full effect and loosened my worldview quickly and effectively.

I swiped through picture after picture, deal after deal, country after country, in truth they all looked great and just what I needed in this moment of my life.

I made the decision to be a bit more generous with my purse strings and allow myself to go beyond my normal frugal budget. I was determined to make a holiday that I would remember for the rest of my life, and little did I know at that particular moment that I would be – if not quite in the way that I could have possibly have imagined.

CHAPTER TWO

So I turned up at the lodge and it was spectacular. I’m talking top level stuff. I immediately felt happy with my decision to go for a ski vacation. Sure, I liked to ski, a bit of boarding too. But as well as that I figured the apres ski would be pretty much a great way to hook up with people, maybe even get laid.

My first day I hit the slopes quite early in the morning, wanting to catch the best powder as they say in the business. I wasn’t disappointed, this snow would have got even Al Pacino as Scarface excited!

I was getting good speeds on my turns, really pushing myself, maybe even too far for my first day on the slopes having not ridden the white waves for a few years.

Then it happened.

I felt myself lose control for a split second, maybe I wasn’t concentrating as much as I should have been, maybe I was too confident, who knows? Despite attempting to keep my balance I ended up crashing and burning, faceplanting deep into the cold snow.

I felt a sharp pain in my leg, but that pain was soon forgotten as I felt myself being lifted out of the snow. It was surreal, it was as if I was as light as a feather the way I went from horizontal, buried in the snow to standing upright.

But who was the person who had lifted me?

“Well, aren’t you going to thank me?” She said.

I wanted to reply, to thank her, but I was total dumfounded and almost dizzy by the woman who I was looking back at. Let me describe her.

At least a couple of inches taller than me, this woman was a Goddess on the slopes. Her hair was long and blond, very well maintained with a golden shine that you just know was used to only the best hair stylists. Her large Versace ski goggles rested on top of her head to reveal piercing blue eyes that were made even more spectacular by her perfectly shaped, dark brows and long luxurious eyelashes.

Continuing down, her cheekbones were razor sharp and pointed towards almost certainly the most luscious, plump lips I had ever seen in real life. But totally natural, none of this fake puffed up effect.

Like I say, I was transfixed by this incredibly intimidating, beautiful woman. She was a little older than me perhaps, but in her absolute prime I would say. Here’s the thing though, I haven’t even described her body yet, and when I do I think you’ll see why what happened went down.

To start with, this woman’s muscular swimmers shoulders went some way to explaining how easily she was able to lift me up. It was nothing too extreme, and she still retained the classic femininity established by her perfect face. Her ski top was lime green, a top brand, and incredibly tight, totally figure hugging.

It was quite clear that she had large, juicy, but also very pert breasts. I couldn’t help but stare, and this is where the trouble started.

“What on earth do you think you are doing?” She enquired. “I save you from the snow and you say thank you by ogling me? What are you, some kind of pervert?”

Again, I was still totally in shock. I really didn’t know how the hell I should answer this question either.

I mean, if I admitted to staring at her tits who knows what she would do?

But I also knew that she would continue with her onslaught if I admitted to it. In the end I probably took the worst possible option of not saying anything.

This did not go down well at all.

“Well seeing as you’re not answering me, perhaps I should call the mountain police and report you?” She said in a tone that was a balance of menacing and almost playful.

I couldn’t risk any trouble, so I began to talk. To this day, I still can’t believe what I said.

“Yes, sorry, I was staring, but,” I pleaded, “Please don’t report me, I’ll do anything.”

“Anything?” She said, a wicked smile curving on her perfect lips.

“Y-y-y-y-yes,” I replied, stuttering, seemingly incapable of string more than two words together.

“Right, I think we can sort something out then,” She said. “My name is Annabelle, and you will address me as Madame Annabelle or Mistress from now on, understand?”

“Y-y-y-y-yes,” I said, “Yes, Madame Annabelle.”

“Good, now seeing as you were quite happy to drool over me,” Annabelle said, “I think it’s time for you to repay that favour. Strip!”

I couldn’t believe it. There was no way I was stripping out on a public slope, outdoors in the snow too. This wasn’t worth it, I thought. But before I could try and dispute her command I found myself being judo tripped onto the floor.

I looked up and saw Annabelle’s imposing figure towering above me. Her legs were long, muscular, toned, and I followed them all the way up her neon pink leggings towards her crotch. Nothing had been left to the imagination the leggings were so tight. I gulped. She must have seen my staring because she gave me two or three kicks to the stomach.

“Get your wimpy ass up and strip for your mistress,” She bellowed. “Don’t push me or you’ll find yourself in a world of pain you little pervert.”

I knew I had no real choice in the matter, I couldn’t risk being arrested and I knew for sure I didn’t want to have to explain an arrest or deportation to my work bosses seeing as I was already on a final warning for poor performance.

So I hauled myself up and began to strip. It was so cold. As I removed my jacket and top I could see Annabelle smirk at my body. I wasn’t fat, but I certainly wasn’t in brilliant shape. Somehow, I managed to be kinda out of shape and also kinda weedy. Not a great look, certainly not an alpha male body I knew that much.

“Oh dear, that’s not much to write home about, is it?” Annabelle stated. “Well, is it? Answer me when I speak or I’ll administer punishments right here and now!”

“Sorry, Madame, no, my body is not much to write home about,” I said, sounding absolutely pathetic.

“Well, keep on going, I haven’t got high hopes but I need to see exactly what you have,” Annabelle said, her tone a mixture of derision and a kind of excitement that sent shivers of fear but also arousal through my body.

Then I remembered.

Oh no, it couldn’t be, please no, I thought.

My mind was running out of control in complete, total, and utter panic. This really couldn’t be happening to me. Here’s the thing: underneath my ski trousers I was wearing… a pair of women’s panties. And not the kind of panties that I could ever pass off as being small men’s briefs. These were a bright pink pair of frilly, lacy, high cut panties that left absolutely nothing to the imagination. Cut high on the thigh, they were barely able to keep my dick and balls in, and that was saying more about the size of the material than my junk, believe me.

To the rear they were the classic thong back too.

So, yeah, you can see that the idea that I would be able to bluff my way out of this was a complete no-no.

I hesitated.

I knew that if I took my trousers off I would be exposed. I couldn’t do it, I just couldn’t. No matter that this powerful woman was commanding me to, I’d run the risk of her reporting me to the police. At least they wouldn’t strip me.

“No, I am sorry, no more,” I said, sounding very nervous and not at all convincing.

“Right, I see,” Annabelle, said.

Then a pause.

I looked at her, she was standing perfectly still, glaring at me. I didn’t know what was going to happen next. Then without warning and before I could react to defend myself she launched herself at me, using pressure points and brute strength to put me in a headlock, bent over, my face only millimetres from the snow.

“If this is how it has to be, my boy, this is how it has to be,” She said.

I felt her hands yank down my trousers in one movement until they were down round my ankles.

Then silence.

I swear I could have heard a pin drop on the next mountain range it was so quiet.  Then it began. The laughter. Annabelle, her grip still tight around my waist, began to laugh and laugh and laugh.

“Well, well, well, what do we have here?” She asked, although it wasn’t really a question.

I didn’t know what to say. I tried to make some kind of corny excuse about running out of my own underwear or having to buy an emergency pair at the airport, I can’t even recall what I said now. It was useless, nothing I could say would sound convincing. I had been caught out, there was no escaping it.

“Well, seeing as you appear to have gone quiet, I‘ll answer for you,” She said. “You are nothing but a sissy. A pathetic, beta male sissy. Or to put it even more accurately: MY pathetic, beta male sissy!”

With that, I felt my mistress – because let’s face it, that’s what she was now, whether I liked it or not – running her fingers around my exposed ass cheeks, raising and snapping back the waistband on my feminine panties. She then began to spank me. Hard. Without warning. These were playful spanks, but hard angry spanks.

“Never, ever, lie to me again,” She said. “And never, ever refuse a command, you understand?”

“Aaaaaaw, aww, yes, yes,” I cried, “I understand Madame, please-“

“Oh shut up,” Annabelle bellowed. “You take your spanks like a good little sissy wimp. Take them and say thank you Madame Annabelle after each one!”

I did what I was told after each and every spank. And there were a lot of them. Then, a brief relief. Annabelle loosened her grip on me and placed me ass down in the snow.

“That should cool off that hot bottom of yours!” She laughed.

It was clear that she was enjoying this, that this was the kind of thing she was perfectly suitable for. I wondered whether in actual fact she had done this kind of thing before? But before I could spend any real time pondering this issue I found myself being instructed to stand up and put my hands on my head. I rose to my feet and did as I was told. I felt totally exposed and humiliated. Naked apart from a bright pink thong, out on the slopes. It was still early enough that there weren’t really any people close. But how long would that be the case?

“Oh dear, not much to see is there?” She laughed, pointing at me, giggling a wicked, seductive giggle.

Here’s the thing. Despite the humiliation, the pain from the spanking, and the loss of control, I was actually feeling a rush of blood to my dick. This couldn’t be happening. Despite everything, I was totally taken in by this total Goddess. I’d always had fantasies about being dominated by a strong, sophisticated, powerful woman. But now it was happening, how was I feeling about it? I didn’t have much time to think…

“Well, let me see what you’re working with in the trouser department,” Annabelle said.

It wasn’t a question.

I put my hands on the waistband of the panties.

I hesitated and looked pleadingly at Annabelle. She shook her head and glared. I couldn’t face another spanking, my bottom hadn’t even cooled down properly from the last one, and who knows, it could get worse next time? Slowly, and completely demoralised, I pulled the panties down over my cock and right down to my ankles. I stood back up and covered my dick and balls with my hands.

“Don’t you dare cover up in front of your Mistress!” Annabelle shouted.

Terrified, I lifted my hands and put them back on top of my head.

Annabelle burst out laughing as she watched my less than impressive cock bounce and twitch, pointing upwards, hard as it could get, totally turned on. If I wasn’t careful, I could end up cumming, and I didn’t know what kind of reaction that would provoke from Annabelle.

“What a pathetic little cock that is! How big is it, three inches? There’s no was that would ever satisfy a woman,” Annabelle declared. “Go on, try and deny it! Try and deny that you are a stupid little tiny dicked sissy boy…”

“N-n-n-no, I can’t deny it,” I said, “I’m a tiny dicked sissy boy, Mistress.”

I couldn’t believe what I was saying. It was true of course, I’d always known that’s what I was. But it almost felt liberating to say it out loud to a woman who knew exactly what I was and how I should be treated. My cock stiffened again, a little pre-cum leaking out of the top. Annabelle noticed and laughed.

“Ha ha, oh dear, what a stupid sight that is,” She said, “I want you to get over here and put that little willy between my legs. Stuff the little maggot in between my thermal lycra clad thighs and pump it for as long as you can before you make a sissy mess. Show your Mistress how much you adore her.”

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. I was so nervous, even though I was being given the opportunity to fulfil a fantasy I was worried that I wouldn’t be able to do it. Instinctively, and a sign that this was right for me, I got on all fours and crawled over to Annabelle. She approved of this and pulled me up by my ears.

With my face millimetres away from her crotch I pushed my hips forward and put my hard cock, so close to explosion, in between her legs.

It felt incredible.

So smooth. I pumped once, twice, three times.

Then I felt it happen.

The cum burst up through my pathetic sissy dick and squirted into the lycra pussy of my Mistress.

I let out a long groan.

“Has my sissy slut made a mess?” Annabelle asked, laughing. “well, answer me!”

“Yes Madame, your sissy slut has made a mess into your magnificent thighs,” I replied.

With that confirmation, Annabelle pushed me back and then instructed me very clearly to lick up each and every stringy strand of cum that was on her inner thighs. I did this eagerly and thoroughly, I wanted to make sure that I pleased her, and not just because I didn’t want a painful punishment, but also because I genuinely wanted to impress her.

She was my Mistress, there was no doubting that.

“Well, what an unexpected surprise this morning was,” Annabelle said. “But don’t think this is the end. There is plenty more humiliation, punishment, and degradation coming up for you my sissy bimbo. I’m going to push you to your absolute limits, don’t you worry about that. Now, pull those panties up, but you can forget about the trousers, we’re going to ski back to my lodge for the next step in your training.”

I knew that this had been a life changing experience. I was about to find out that the new experiences were far from over, and whether I wanted them or not, I was going to get a whole lot more very, very soon.


CHAPTER THREE

I stepped outside, out of the top grade alpine lodge’s comfortable - or not! – surroundings and out on to the snowy pavement. The white powder crunched underneath me booted feet as I began the short to medium distance trek to the strip of shops and bars that constituted the shopping zone on the resort.

There was a small mall too, but most of the items, approximately ninety percent, were available from the shops on the main strip.

I was happy about this as I had heard that the mall had a terrible problem with people carrying snow in with them on their boots, wiping at the entrance, thus causing a lot of sludge-like melted snow at the entrance, and who needed that? Not me. I did like the snow, but what I hated were the inconvenient side effects of it, particularly when it melted.

Back home, I had noticed that snow was only ever fun for two days maximum and as soon as the temperature increased or the rain began to fall, the snow turned into this awful grey slop substance that was no fun, and had a habit of ruining shoes and wetting socks to the core. I walked for approximately three minutes and realised that one of my laces had come undone.

What a pain in the butt (ironically, given what had happened last night) but I knew it would be foolish to continue walking and risk tripping over.

I bent down to tie up the laces and suddenly felt a pelt, first one then two then three, of tightly packed snow hit me. I looked up and took another hard blast in the face. What the hell, I thought. I opened my eyes and saw a small open topped four by four truck driving away, packed with your classic rad boarder dude jocks, whooping and hollering as they pelted innocent walkers with their snow balls.

I was, of course, annoyed.

For a start, the snow on my jacket would be fine, I wasn’t complaining about that, but it was the principal of the matter. It was the blast of white stuff to the face that got me.

How dare they!

For the rest of the walk to the strip of shops I contemplated how I could take my revenge, but knew it was futile as they were long gone, probably already racking up the bottles of Bud and racks of shots in some bar, no doubt rowdily talking about the exploits from the previous night and what they had in store for the up coming evening.

I looked up at the sky and saw a large bird fly over me.

I wondered whether it was an eagle and made a point of thinking I should google it later. I used to be very cynical about people who just casually google every single little thing.

I mean, what did people do before Google?

But certainly I had come around to the idea that the more knowledge the better, and if the technology exists to allow us to know things that we wouldn’t otherwise, then isn’t it the definition of crazy to not make the most of this? Well, certainly in this case it was sure that anything to keep my mind occupied and stop it from swirling with the possibilities of what else could be in store for me on this holiday. 

I walked into the first shop, a medium sized general supermarket that stocked everything you would expect it to: cereals, packet meals, tinned good, and of course – plenty of alcohol.

To be fair to it, it had a nice fresh style and the displays were well designed and the general shop floor layout seemed very clear, even for someone who wasn’t familiar with this particular company.

I walked round the aisles and picked up the items on the list, you know the kind, generic staples and some classics like toothpaste and a new bar of soap, the kind of thing that often gets missed out when packing for a holiday in a hurry.

The shop was pretty busy, there must have been a lot of people who had also recently arrived and were making the similar journey to picking up lost or forgotten items, staples that weren’t exactly life or death so to speak but were pretty essential all the same.

A shop assistant was stacking up a display of boxed chocolate, the kind of selection box where the differently shaped and flavoured chocolates were put together to provide a mix of vaguely connected but different flavours. Suddenly the display, which to me instantly seemed perilously highly stacked, collapsed in a heap.

The shop assistant looked a mixture of exasperated, embarrassed, and a little annoyed. It crossed my mind that I should go over and over some assistance, after all we’ve all been in that place before haven’t we? And it is good to help.

For some reason though, I was conscious that I should get my shopping completed as soon as possible without any distractions – the last thing I needed was to be late or to forget an item on the list and either have to come back out or face the consequences in another sense.

Anyway, after pausing and probably actually staring for a bit too long I looked away from the shopping assistant  who was still struggling to clean up the fallen boxes and then make a start on setting the display back up.

As I walked away I quickly forgot what I had witnessed and walked towards the checkout. It was one of those self scanning checkouts that either tend to work perfectly or simply cause absolute stress because they basically don’t work at all.

I happened to get one that worked pretty well and was able to scan my items with relative ease, one after the other, until it was time to make my payment. I used the credit card that had been given to me by my friend – although the irony was not lost on me regarding the saying ‘nothing in life comes for free’.

Anyway, I paid for the items and made my way out of the store. 

As I walked back out, I thought that perhaps the temperature had dropped a little. This was unusual for this time of day, as normally there was a bit of an increase as the day moved towards lunch and then the afternoon. I felt the snow crunch under my feet as I began my journey back to the lodge.

I heard someone call out to me from across the road and I waved, despite not being entirely sure who it was. The other person waved back, laughing.

How odd, I thought, perhaps this person think I am someone else, someone that they met perhaps at a bar after the ski session on a previous day?

Well, I guess these things happen, I thought, pondering the absurdity of life.

I crossed the road and walked into a sports goods shop to pick up a water bottle to use in the lodge’s top of the range gym. The shop was empty in terms of customers, one shop assistant sat at the checkout reading a magazine about new wave cinema – a surprising sight to see, but then again: why shouldn’t a shop assistant be reading such a magazine or have an interest in the French new wave?

Well, enough about that, and don’t be so judgemental, I thought, correcting my preconceptions.

I walked over to the register to pay for the item. I used the credit card again and it took three attempts – the sales assistant said the machine had been playing up all morning so I wasn’t to worry, it was nothing to do with the card in all probability. Out of guilt over my judgement, I brought up the magazine and we had a pretty interesting conversation about cinema.

I stated my preference for action comedy, making the case that when done well it can combine the best of both worlds and provide an unrivalled experience for the cinema goer.

The shop assistant seemed cynical towards my theory at first but as we went through the classic tropes he seemed to warm to my hypothesis.

Well, I’s such a funny world isn’t it.

A customer and a sales assistant discussing and getting deep on cinema in an alpine holiday resort. Whatever next, I though. We’re all just people ultimately, I also thought.

I told the sales assistant that I did not require a receipt and he approved due to the environmental factor.

I left the shop and felt quite upbeat. Now was the time to begin the walk back to the lodge and what happened next shocked me, even taking into account what had happened already. 

CHAPTER FOUR

So I arrive back at the lodge: nervous, excited, unsure what to expect. I remembered what I had been instructed to do by Madame Annabelle. I knocked three times, then did what I had been instructed. I got down on all fours and waited.

Yes, that’s right. Outside of the multi million dollar ski lodge I carefully placed the shopping to one side and then got down on all fours.

I thought back to my first meeting with Annabelle:

“If this is how it has to be, my boy, this is how it has to be,” She said.

I felt her hands yank down my trousers in one movement until they were down round my ankles.

Then silence.

I swear I could have heard a pin drop on the next mountain range it was so quiet.  Then it began. The laughter. Annabelle, her grip still tight around my waist, began to laugh and laugh and laugh.

“Well, well, well, what do we have here?” She asked, although it wasn’t really a question.

“Well, seeing as you appear to have gone quiet, I‘ll answer for you,” She said. “You are nothing but a sissy. A pathetic, beta male sissy. Or to put it even more accurately: MY pathetic, beta male sissy!”

So, yeah, as you can probably tell, this wasn’t a woman to be messed with, to challenge, to question.

This was very much a woman who knew what she wanted, knew how to get it, and wouldn’t take no for an answer, especially from a beta male like me who secretly craved the domination that a superior woman would naturally want to dish out. And believe me, this was a superior woman.

Tall, athletic, curves in all the right places. Tick, tick, and double tick. She had a perfect style, classy and expensive. The way she had pushed me around, both physically and mentally out on the slope really made it clear that she was a woman who knew only success, knew only about making people do what she wanted.

It certainly looked like she had plans for me, plans that I would have no realistic choice but to go along with.

As I waited, I began to feel nervous.

What if someone else walked up the long drive and saw me on all fours?

What would I do: could I risk drawing her wrath by leaving my position?

But what if it was a burly workman, could I risk my masculinity by remaining in such a submissive position?

Well, my mind began to wander, and I blush as I write this:- it kinda turned me on to imagine what would happen if a big alpha male happened to see me.

Then, just as my fantasy was getting a little steamy as my mind wandered to big bulges and strong alpha bodies in comparison to my sissy clitty dick and average wimpy body, I heard her voice.

She didn’t sound happy.

“What on earth do you think you are doing?” Annabelle bellowed.

I glanced upwards and saw her standing in front of me. I knew I would get in trouble, but I couldn’t help but stare at her. Let me describe the absolute vision I was looking at. Towering above me was a statuesque Goddess, a vision of female supremacy, elegance, control, and the exact kind of woman who would never bat an eyelid or give a second glass to a beta male like me.

Dressed in tight fitting, thermal black leggings that perfectly displayed her long, toned legs, my eyes continued upwards towards her tight waist and further still over her toned stomach and perky, substantial breasts.

She was wearing a white thermal top, tight, snug, incredibly flattering. Her face, as it had been on the slopes when I first encountered her, was the perfect balance of luxurious sexuality, controlled and classy presentation, and natural features that any man, or woman for that matter, could simply never resist.

But….

I was gawping. And sissy subs should not gawp at their mistress and not expect consequences.

Before I got a chance to answer Annabelle’s enquiry as to what I was doing, she answered her own question – and at this point I knew I was in trouble.

“You get a point for at least being on all fours, but why on earth did you think it was appropriate to arrive here in men’s clothes?” She asked, a streak of anger in her voice, but also a hint of playfulness that suggested she had been half expecting this, and even more than that was looking forward to setting me straight.

“I-I-I, what if,” I mumbled, knowing full well that there wasn’t really a correct answer I could give in this situation that wouldn’t lead to punishment and inevitable humiliation at her hands.

“Oh shut up, shut that stupid sissy mouth up right now,” She commanded.

Annabelle squatted down to my head height and lifted my chin up with her finer so that we had direct eye contact. I felt myself blush furiously and my body fill with adrenalin and a potent combination of nerves and excitement.

“Now,” She said, “Seeing as you don’t seem to be able to answer like a sensible person you will simply listen and do exactly as I command. We will try this again. Except this time, you will not be wearing totally inappropriate men’s clothes. I am going to back inside the house and you are going to strip off every last item of clothing and present yourself to me on all fours, totally naked for my amusement. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Madame Annabelle,” I answered. “I understand.”

With that, Annabelle went back inside the house and I knew I had no other option but to follow her command to the letter. I stripped off all my clothes, knocked on her door again, and got down on all fours.

Moments, then minutes, passed and there was no answer. Should I knock again? Was she going to leave me here all day? It was freezing cold and I was totally naked.

My thoughts turned again to the prospect of women, men, walking up her drive way and seeing me, totally exposed. I couldn’t risk it so I knocked again, fully expecting that this would lead to more punishment – on top of the punishment I already knew full well was coming my way!

The door opened and I felt Annabelle’s glare baring down on me. I looked up and saw that she was holding her phone, it’s lens pointing down towards me.

“Now, sissy bimbo,” She said, “Tell me, and my good friends on the group chat video, why you are here and what you think is in store for you today. And spare no detail!”

Not only was I being recorded, I was being filmed live to a group of Annabelle’s friends? I didn’t let the full impact of that sink in because I knew I just needed to get inside. I took a deep breath and under command from Annabelle, looked into the camera and began talking…

“I am outside Madame Annabelle’s lodge because she has summoned me, her sissy, for correction and punishment. I am naked because I made the mistake of wearing men’s clothing when quite clearly as a sissy bimbo I should be wearing more suitable attire…”

“Keep going, and remember – spare no detail!” Annabelle instructed.

“Yes, Madame,” I obliged. “I should be wearing sissy clothing such as tiny, revealing panties that expose my sissy body and tiny sissy dick. I am ready to take my punishment like an obedient and submissive sissy boi and I hope I please Madame Annabelle in the best way I can by following her instructions as fully as is possible.”

I hoped this would be good enough.

“Yes, you see girls, he really is as submissive as I’d hoped,” Annabelle said, now talking into the phone. “Absolutely pathetic specimen of a man, but I think I can use him for some needs. And he’s got a big evening ahead of him for me to see how well he shapes up. Okay, talk later!”

There had been a lot of laughing and whooping as Annabelle was talking, clearly this was being well received by her friends and I kinda got the feeling I would be meeting some of them in person at some point in the future.

My mind raced at the idea but I was rudely brought back to reality as Annabelle clicked her fingers, beckoned me to follow her, and turned and walked into the house. As she walked, I followed on all fours – I wouldn’t dare stand up just in case. I looked up at her magnificent buttocks, perfectly cased in her leggings they made a perfectly round, muscled but juicy bottom.

I could feel my cock harden but tried to put that to the back of my mind and focus on following her as she walked through the entry hall and into the living space.

“Now, you’ll see that this is a luxury abode,” Annabelle said. “And from now on it will be your responsibility to help the maids keep it clean. Am I understood?”

I politely said I did understand, careful to make eye contact but not make it too obvious that I was getting more and more turned on by what was happening to me.

“Of course, you’ll wear a perfectly sissy maid outfit when on maid duty,” She said. “Something suitably feminine, frilly, and utterly degrading!”

“Yes, Madame,” I said.

I could feel myself becoming more and more submissive with each moment. The heating was warm in the lodge and the sudden change from the cold outside was resulting in even more blood being pumped to my stiff dick. I hoped that Annabelle wouldn’t notice, but of course she did…

“Oh dear, oh dear oh dear oh dear,” She said.

Annabelle walked around me and squatted down by my crotch. She flicked my twitching dick with her fingers, laughing as she did. She began to do it quicker and harder. I felt like I could cum at any moment. I looked down and saw that I was on an expensive feeling rug. I didn’t want to think about the trouble I would get in if I spunked all over this. I had to do something.

“Please, Madame, please, I don’t want to make a mess!” I pleaded.

“Oh, you like it do you?” She said, teasingly. “You like being in a humiliating, degrading position in front of your mistress? You like having your puny little sissy clitty flicked by my fingers? You like having your cheeks spread apart, your puckered hole spat on and spanked?”

What? What did she mean…

With that, Annabelle, spread my ass cheeks wide open, spat on my hole, and began to slap and tap, probe and push on my hole. Alternating this with the flicks on my cock I was in a pure mix of pleasure and pain. I couldn’t help myself and began to moan, whimpering like the sissy slut I knew I was.

“Yes! That’s it you stupid little sissy bitch,” She said, “Show me how much you like being treated like a panty boy play thing!”

Suddenly she stopped. I was so close to making a mess, to having that release I was craving.

“No, no, no,” Annabelle said. “If you’re going to cum you need to please me first. You need to show me exactly what kind of sissy you are. And first things first I want to see you in a pair of panties, just like when I first, ahem, discovered you on the slopes.”

Annabelle then ordered me to walk into the kitchen and select one pair of panties and bra form the options that had been laid out for me on the table. Further, I was to parade myself out of the kitchen and back towards her like I was a proud model in a sissy boy fashion show – something, rather ominously, she said I would need practice in.

Without hesitating, I ran into the kitchen and looked at the options available to me. One pair was a basic white bra and pantie, almost like college girl gym kit. It would be a snug fit and had a sexy college vibe but it wasn’t the right choice.

Then there was the super lacy red and black bra and pantie set that looked very luxurious and classy.

Again, this would be right for another occasion but not for a slutty fashion show. Then I saw the pair that really stood out and I just knew – or certainly hoped – would be the right choice. It was a tiny, scandalously small pink thong with a mesh front and tiny back.

The matching bra had mesh on the front and was equally revealing and low cut. I quickly got into them, stuffing my hard cock inside and hoping that it would pop out as I did my sissy walk for her.

“Hurry up bimbo!” Annabelle commanded from the living area.

I couldn’t dare to delay any longer, so I took a deep breath and walked out. Annabelle had put some music on, something suitably sissy. She had an expectant look on her face and I decided to give it everything I had.

Despite the humiliation and the total lack of respect she had for me I had a feeling that I just wanted to serve her and earn, if not her respect for me as a man, her respect for me as a sissy boi who she could train.

“Dance for me you pathetic wannabe cock sucker!” Annabelle threatened. “Show me why all the big alpha men would want a piece of you!”

I did as I was told, my head spinning in excitement. Instinct took over and I began to squat and twerk, shaking my thong booty for her amusement. I began to do more and more degrading moves, really making a spectacle of myself.

Annabelle was laughing, but I also noticed that her nipples appeared to be rock hard, and her hand was resting over her crotch, her fingers pointing in towards her pussy.

“Get over here bitch,” She ordered, grabbing me by my panties and dragging me across her lap.

What followed was a hard spanking, with her throwing insult after insult at me, insulting my average wimpy body, my small dick, my pathetic subservient nature. She made me agree with everything she was saying, which only added to the humiliation. By the end of it I was begging her to stop, I was totally broken, I would have said or done anything to make her stop.

“Tell me you’ll do anything!” She said.

“Yes, mistress, I’ll do anything – Ow! Ow! It hurts! – I’ll do anything you say!” I cried out.

“Will you worship my big strong bottom?”

“Yes! Yes! I’ll worship your big strong bottom!”

“Will you only make a sissy mess when I let you?”

“Yes! I’ll only make a sissy mess when you let me.”

“Will you be my sissy cock sucker?”

“Yes! Yes! I’ll be your sissy cock sucker!”

That was the last step, I couldn’t stop myself and felt the cum charge up through my cock and explode out all over her smooth, lycra clad legs. I bucked my thighs and ground my groin into my mistress.

“Oooooh, I’m sorry, Madame Annabelle,” I pleaded, genuinely sorry for making a pathetic mess over this incredible woman.

Annabelle pushed me off her lap and ordered my to lick up the mess, which I did without a second thought. She patted and stroked my head as I did, reassuring me that although there would be a punishment for this later, she was happy that I had committed to being her cock sucking little sissy bimbo.

“You see,” She said, “I have got plans for you. Plans that will push you to your limit. Now I know what you’ve got, that you are a perfect little beta boy ready to be made a pure sissy bimbo, I think you and I can work well. But, before any of that, you and that tongue of yours have got an appointment up in my master suite with my ass and with my pussy. Once you’re finished, you can sleep on the floor at the bottom of my bed and tomorrow we will begin your journey in earnest. Now, I’ll ask you this: are you ready to be my ski slope sissy?”

I didn’t have to think about it, I knew that something that felt this good – even taking into account the extremely degrading nature of it, the pain I had experienced, the mocking of my little cock – I knew that this was right.

“Yes, Madame,” I replied, “It would be an honour to serve you and be the best sissy boi I can be for your pleasure, amusement, and service.”


CHAPTER FIVE

So I woke up the next morning, a bit surprised to find that I was alone.

Where had Annabelle gone?

Was I alone in the chalet?

Was I expected to do anything?

Was this experience really happening to me?

I sat up in the middle of the bed and looked around, it was certainly a high end kind of décor. I guessed that at some point after Annabelle had left the room I had worked my way up from the bottom of the bed and gotten some nice and comfortable rest in the middle of the bed.

I let out a long, satisfying yawn and then listened to see if I could hear any kind of noise in the house.

Nope, nothing.

Quiet as midnight in Silentsville, population: me.

I had been worked hard last night, in fact since the moment I met Annabelle. I guess maybe this was an opportunity for some rest?

I spotted the TV remote on the bedside table and leant over and picked it up. Pointing it at the 70inch flatscreen, I turned it on to the comforting welcome noise that TVs make.

What should I watch?

I knew that Annabelle had a full package, presumably to cover all tastes for when she was entertaining, so felt like I would have a complete choice to scratch whatever viewing itch I might feel. I began to scroll through the options.

Drama? No.

Sports? No.

News? No, way too down beat and full of propaganda these days.

Cartoons? No, not today.

I guess this was a situation where too much choice, and the freedom to just go with whatever you want was actually reducing my enjoyment, making it impossible to select anything.

Was this was maybe why I had complied with Annabelle’s wishes so readily? That I had some kind of inbuilt DNA that preferred to be told what to do, to not think for myself, to be obedient to someone who did actually have a clear idea of what should happen, what needed to be done.

But, hey, it was too early in the morning to be getting into a deep psychological rumination. I just wanted to chill!

I eventually settled on a new series that was being aired on Netflix. It was called Doctors In The Plaice and centred on the lives of eleven doctors who all happened to have holidays retreats in a small fishing village on the East Coast. Each weekend they would apparently make the car journey out of the city back to their rural retreats and the drama would be played out over the course of each weekend. The cast was very ethnically diverse and had a fifty fifty split between the sexes. Of course, I am sure you have by now guessed that relationships would develop, histories would be created, and personal issues would be aired out between various combinations of these doctors.

Sounds terrible right?

Well, I’ll shock you, it was kinda okay.

The only thing I would have changed would have been to not have so many long tracking shots of fishing boats bobbing up and down in the water. I think this was some kind of misguided metaphor to be honest and after a while it really started to grip my shit.

But, hey, it’s only a TV series right? I always have the option of the OFF switch. Of course, one thing that didn’t come with an OFF switch was my situation was Annabelle as I found out, just before the season 1 mid-season finale credits rolled. What would happen with the doctors?

I would have to wait, suddenly there was a far more pressing situation.


CHAPTER SIX

“What do you think you are doing?” Annabelle said, her voice commanding, clearly angry but maintaining control.

“I-,” I spluttered.

“Shut up and present yourself to me!” Annabelle roared.

I immediately jumped out of bed and got on all fours at her feet, presenting my ass up in the air.

“Mistress, I’m sorry, but-“ I pleaded.

“But nothing!” She replied. “I’ve been having my personal training session in the gym complex and I return to not only find the chores not done, but you, the house sissy, relaxing upstairs!”

I must have forgotten about the tidying I was required to do. I don’t know what had come over me, I must have been so exhausted from the night before that it plain went out of my mind.

“Well,” She said, “This just makes it clear that you have a lot of learning left to do, and we may as well get straight into it.”

With that, I felt her kick me over so that I was lying on my back, totally helpless in nothing but a pair of tight black panties, cut high with a thong back.

I must have looked ridiculous.

I looked up and saw that Annabelle was wearing a skin-tight workout jumpsuit. It perfectly outlined and accentuated her magnificent curves, which judging by their prominence, had been given a fantastic workout earlier.

“That’s it, sissy, drool over your mistress,” Annabelle said. “But, I didn’t give you permission to look did I?”

I knew this was a trap that would lead to punishment. Any response I made here would lead to pain and humiliation, as would no response. I was stumped.

“I-I-I-, please show mercy,” I said, totally aware of how pathetic I sounded.

Annabelle shook her head in disdain before picking me up and leading me by the ear out of the bedroom and down the stairs.

“You’re going to see now that failure to abide by the rules will have consequences, sissy,” She said.

As we walked down the stairs and then towards the gym and sauna suite, I began to hear voices.

Laughing.

Talking.

Male voices.

“Please! Please Mistress, I’ll be a good sissy slut!” I begged, still being pulled by the ear.

Mistress Annabelle laughed.

“Oh, it’s sinking in now is it?” She said. “Maybe sissy realises that this punishment won’t just be with his Mistress?”

I knew this was a statement rather than a question. I panicked and made the worst move I could have done. I tried to pull free and escape the inevitable humiliation that was coming.

“Oh no you don’t!” Annabelle roared.

As I tried to break free, she simply put me in some kind of combat sports arm lock, making it quite clear that she could inflict devasting pain if I so much as hinted at trying to move in the wrong direction.

I was physically totally under her control.

We approached the door to the fitness suite. I expected us to go right in, but Annabelle stopped just outside the door, pushing my close to it.

Close enough that I could hear the sound of the men inside. I figured it sounded like three or four.

“Listen, and tell me what you hear,” She said, her mouth close to my ear, sending shivers of excitement all over my body and mind.

I knew what she wanted to hear, I just wasn’t sure I could go through with it.

Then, as I paused, she twisted my arm up again. She meant business.             

“Mistress,” I said. “I can hear the sound of alpha men, all of them lifting big weights, working out their masculine bodies to be even more impressive specimens…” 

“Good,” She said. “Now, continue, tell me your sissy fantasies you cock hungry slut.”

“Yes Madam,” I replied. “I am a wimpy, pathetic panty boi who craves the big, thick cock of real men. Please punish me, let them see what a weak, mindless little bimbo I am.”

“Yes, yes,” Annabelle said, laughing. “This is the real you. You are a sissy, and sissies are to be punished, degraded, humiliated, and used for pleasure by their mistresses. Do you agree?”

I knew that no matter what was to happen next, I did actually agree with what Annabelle was saying. Even if I was only just finding out now, since meeting this incredible woman, that on some level I had always been a sissy boi, and it was pointless denying it.

“Yes, I agree, Mistress,” I said. “Please let me show you how much of a sissy slut I can be.”

This was all that Annabelle needed to hear. She released my arm and took a step back. I put my hand on the door, turned the doorknob, and walked into the fitness suite.

As I walked in, each man put down their weights, stopped their particular exercise.

Annabelle walked in behind me, and totally instinctively I walked over to a workout bench and stood on top of it. I was presenting myself on display for the big, strong, alpha men. I knew this was what Annabelle wanted, and I also realised that this was what I wanted too.

Annabelle used voice command to turn the volume up on the suite sound system and I began to move my wimpy, feminine body in time to the music. I hiked my panties up to make them even more scandalously revealing. Quickly I found myself really getting into the beat, enjoying this experience as a dancing bimbo.

I could hear the men cheering, see the bulges in their tight lycra workout gear visibly grow as I got more confident in my moves. I got on all fours and began to bump and grind into the behc surface. I began to twerk, much to the amusement of Annabelle.

“Look men,” She declared, “The slut wants to show you all her cute little tushie! Look at those ass cheeks pop!”

The men all laughed.

“Go on boys,” Annabelle said, “Have some fun with her!”

They didn’t need asking twice.

Immediately I found myself being groped, spanked, my nipples being pulled and twisted, my ass cheeks being spread. Needless to say, my thong was soon pulled off and I was totally nude.

I was beginning to lose all sense of shame, acting like an animal in season. Now on my back, I began pushing and thrusting my crotch up and down, my tiny little sissy clitty rock hard but still absolutely pathetic.

One of the men, clearly the alpha of the alphas, spat on my cock and I let out a whimper of delight, shock, and – I had to admit – happiness.

“He likes that, Marcus!” Annabelle said. “But why don’t you show him what a real cock looks like?”

Marcus then took a step back and pulled his lycra shorts down. As they were lowered, I felt as if time was moving in slow motion. I was in heaven as his rock hard, incredibly thick, throbbing cock bounced out and faced me. It was intimidating, that was for sure. You just couldn’t compare it to my sissy dick, it was almost as if they were tow entirely different body parts.

I knew full well that I wasn’t really a man.

How could I be? Not just in comparison to Marcus, but to any of the men hear, who were all now stripping to reveal their large cocks. Big black ones, meaty white ones. All incredibly masculine and capable of giving a woman an orgasm probably without even going all the way in.

I was drooling – and it didn’t go unnoticed.

The men were now circled around me. I was totally at their mercy.

“Sissy, do you know why you’re drooling?” Annabelle asked. “Don’t bother answering, I’ll tell you. The drool is a natural reaction to the alpha dick, but it’s also your body’s way of telling you that you’ll need to lubricate something. Can you guess what?”

Annabelle and the men all laughed. They didn’t give me a chance to answer.

What happened next was kind of a blur. But in moments I found my mouth was filled by Marcus’s cock as the other men around me began to work their meat, some of them in my smooth sissy hands, some just slapping their erect cocks on my nipples and my face. Wherever there was a space, there seemed liked there was a hard, salty dick being worked on it.

Annabelle knelt down next to my face.

She looked happy, and this made me happy.

“You see, slut,” She said, “This is the kind of degradation and pleasure you can experience as a sissy. As my sissy. As each one of these men shoots their hot cum over your body, I want you to say thank you to me, tell me how much pleasure you’re in. Even if there’s a big dick in your mouth, I want you to keep talking. Show me how much you deserve this.”

I did as I was told, and as each man shot his hot, salty cum over my face, my stomach, my mouth, I told Annabelle that I was thankful to have met her, happy to be her panty wearing, cock craving sissy boy, and was focused on serving her loyally and to the best of my ability.

The men finished and left me on the bench, my body and face covered in their cum. I could hear them high-fiving and laughing as they went to shower. They sure had worked themselves out, there was no denying that.

I was left like a total brainless slut, exhausted and with the taste and smell of masculinity all over me.

“Now sissy,” Annabelle said, “I’m still going to punish you for screwing up earlier. You will be spanked long and hard, and I’m also going to have you dress up in an especially slutty maid outfit so you can be properly trained in how to clean by Johanna, the head cleaner. But now, well, let’s just say that I need cleaning – and you’re going to be using your tongue to do it.”

I knew that my work was far from done.

But I also knew that this simple holiday had turned into so much more, and that I had never felt happier, more complete.

Crawling behind Annabelle towards the sauna, watching her magnificent ass bounce and sway, I couldn’t wait to get my tongue to work and continue my perfect life as a sissy chalet boy.
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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.
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