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BOOK ONE



BAD GIRL GENDER SWAP
‘Come on, all we need to do is break the rules a little, tiny bit.’ Dean’s giving me that look again. The look that says, Remind me why I bother to hang out with you, you frickin’ loser.

‘You know I don’t like to break the rules, Dean,’ I say. I push my thick glasses up my nose, bringing the world back into focus again. ‘I don’t know why I even agreed to come along with you.’

I see a long, thick, chain-link fence, stretching out almost as far as the eye can see.

Dean grins, his bright white teeth suddenly shining in the beam of a streetlight from up above.

‘Christian, you fucking crack me up. We both know why you agreed to come along with me. Two reasons. One, you’ve got no other friends. Two, you kinda have a man-crush on me.’

Even though there’s no truth to what he’s saying, I can feel the heat of a blush start to spread in my cheeks.

‘You wish,’ I say, but Dean’s laughing too hard to hear me. ‘Hey, quieten down. Some guard’s gonna hear and we’ll get in trouble.’

‘No chance,’ he shoots back. ‘I know the pattern of the guards, thanks to your insider info.’

Ugh. I should never have confided in Dean. This is all my stupid fucking fault.

I work for a biotech company. A big one. You won’t have heard of it — it’s a kind of secret. Thenster Tech. That’s what it’s called. We have government funding, but it’s all hush hush, because the projects we work on, if the public found out, would cause an international scandal.

I’m working on an important serum, designed to change someone from the inside out. With one swallow of the medicine, your body will be reorganized, removing fat, increasing muscle, maximizing the strength and power of your form.

Like I say, if news of it got out, people might be shocked.

Well, I’ve blown it. I told Dean. And he managed to convince me to break into the lab and get a sample.

‘I wish I’d never told you about MaxiMed in the first place.’

He winks at me. ‘But you could never resist me, hey, you little nerd?’ He pushes a lock of his curly blond hair away from his eyes.

‘I’m only doing this because the world deserves to know. We shouldn’t be keeping this formula secret.’

It’s true. The plan is to make as much money as possible from MaxiMed. Limit the supply so that only the one percent can afford it. Breed a new race of super-powerful, physically perfect billionaires. 

But there’s no need for that. If I can just smuggle out a small sample, I should be able to synthesize it for myself. Make human advancement democratic.

‘You’re doing this because I say so,’ he says. ‘Now, pass me those wire-cutters and let’s get to work.’

I take my old rucksack off my back and open it up. There’s a flashlight in here, as well as a couple water bottles and the wire-cutters. I always like to be prepared.

‘Here,’ I say. As I hold the powerful wire-cutters out toward him, my heart-rate rises.

I hate breaking the rules. And I mean hate it. 

Just the thought of it makes me sweat. Makes my heart-rate spike. Makes my body tremble and shake and stammer. Ever since I was a boy, I’ve been terrified of getting into trouble.

I think it’s because my sister always used to break the rules. She used to get away with everything, too — mainly because she’d blame it on me.

Someone’s shaved the cat? Weird, I found the razor in Christian’s’ desk.

Someone’s used the credit card to buy booze? I found the receipt in Christian’s email.

Someone’s used Dad’s car? The keys are in Christian’s jacket.

My parents always used to believe her over me. I know it’s unfair, but I used to be convinced that it was just because she’s a girl and I’m a boy.

She’d just flutter her eyelashes, smile her sweet smile, and my dad would fall for it, every single time. My sister’s cute and sweet, and I’m just a gangly, nerdy, mess.

Ugh. Life’s unfair. Get over it, Christian. You’re about to make it a heck of a lot fairer.

‘Look out,’ Dean says. ‘Make sure that no-one’s coming toward us. I’m about to cut the fence.’

It’s always surprised me that the lab isn’t more carefully guarded. It’s arrogance, I think. Management presumes that because our existence is a closely guarded secret, there’s no need to over-spend on security.

Dean pulls the jaws of the wire-cutters apart and then slowly closes them over the strong steel. There’s a muted snap.

‘Yes!’ whispers Dean. ‘They work. Fuck, I can’t believe that I’m gonna be super buff soon.’

That’s Dean’s angle. He’s something of a body-builder. Not exactly a professional, but he competes in local shows. He’s all natural though, no steroids or illegal supplements of any kind. But when I finally told him about MaxiMed, I was amazed by how captivated he was.

When I explained exactly what kind of effect the serum has had on the test subjects, his eyes practically popped out of his head.

‘So you see why I think the serum should be available to everyone?’ I asked him the night I told him about it.

‘I see why I should be trying it,’ he had replied.

And now here we are, three weeks later, dressed in black, about to break into my place of work. About to break the rules. About to break the law.

Dean’s cut a hole big enough for us to make our way through now. He wraps an old rag around his hand so that he doesn’t cut his fingers, and then he pushes back the fence.

‘Coming in?’ he asks. ‘I’m gonna need you to guide me round the lab.’

Suddenly, the enormity of what we’re doing hits me and I find myself unable to reply. Am I really about to do this? What if we get discovered? What if I get fired?

In my day-to-day job, there’s no way I’d ever be able to smuggle out a sample of the serum. This is my one and only chance.

I swallow hard, and then I nod.

‘Let’s do this.’ It’s the kind of line that an action-hero in a big-budget movie might say. But my voice is as thin and weak as paper.

Dean holds the opening of the fence open, and I duck underneath it, looking anxiously left and right, searching for anyone who might see us.

A second later, Dean is ducking through with me. Then he closes the hole up behind us. If you were only to glance at the fence, you probably wouldn’t notice the hole. Good.

The facility is split into three large, squat, warehouse-like structures. There’s research and development, production and testing. I work in research and development. I know that building pretty well, but I’ve got no real experience in testing, which is where we’re heading now. 

‘It’s just through here,’ I say. I don’t know why, but we’re crouching, keeping low to the ground. I don’t know that it would help if anyone sees us, but luckily there doesn’t seem to be anyone around anyway.

The door into testing is small and unassuming. There’s a digital keypad to the left of it. I know the code, and I type it in: 0451.

There’s a soft beep and the clunking sound of the door’s lock opening.

‘So far, so good,’ Dean smiles. 

‘This is the easy bit,’ I reply. ‘We’re not out of the woods yet. We’re not even in the fricking woods, to be honest.’ 

I play a lot of videogames. In a way, I’ve broken into countless secret government labs, stolen thousands of pieces of illicit technology. Of course, that was all virtual. And this is very, very real.

The lab’s lit by emergency lights. Just the soft orange glow of the low-powered bulbs. We make our way through rooms packed with computers and pieces centrifuges. It all seems similar to the kind of environment I work in. Then, we approach a door that’s marked ‘Serum Storage.’

‘This is it,’ I say. It kinda feels weird that we haven’t seen any security guards. I’m hacked into the camera network of the lab on my phone, and I keep flicking through the different feeds. No matter where I look, I don’t see a single person. 

‘Through here?’ Dean asks.

I nod, and push the door open. This room is different, not like any other in the lab. There are shelves full of vials of different products, all waiting to be tested.

It’s not just the look of the room, either. There’s a very specific smell in here, too. Chemicals — medicinal, but soft and sweet, too. A mixture of the synthetic and the natural. What’s weird is, all the vials are closed. There shouldn’t be a smell in here at all.

There’s a sound too — a constant, low whirring. 

Then, I see where the smell and the sound is coming from. There’ a large vat, built into the floor. It must be six foot across, and it’s almost full to the brim liquid. It’s a viscous, bright pink color, and almost seems to shine — as though it’s lit from within, or is somehow producing the glow itself.

‘What’s that?’ Dean asks, stepping towards the vat.

‘Don’t go near it,’ I say, holding out my hand. ‘I’ve got no idea what that stuff is. Could be corrosive, acidic, toxic. There’s no telling.

His eyes follow the stirrer as it churns around in the vat. ‘Why’s it moving around like that?’

‘Must require agitation for stability.’ I say. ‘A lot of the serums, in their early stages of development, are very unstable. Some need to be kept at a certain heat. Others, need to be constantly moved so that their molecules don’t pull apart from each other.’

‘Weird,’ he says. ‘So where’s our vial?’ he asks.

I hold up my phone to him, showing him a picture of the target. ‘We’re looking for little bottles with MaxiMed-R printed on. No other bottle will do. If it’s got another letter on, forget it. The other versions either won’t work, or will kill you.’

‘Kill me?’ he says, suddenly white in the face.

‘Well, if you take enough of it.’ I try to sound reassuring, but there’s still no color in his cheeks.

We begin to search. There are so many different products, stacked so We’ve been going at it for five minutes before I find the collection of MaxiMed bottles. Dean’s searching at the other end of the room, so rather than call out to him, I keep searching quietly, working my way through the bottles.

I’m right by the churning pit of pink liquid. I pause for a moment, and look at its surface.

There’s something hypnotic about it. About the soft, bubbling, oozing quality of it. Something kinda beuatiful.

And it smells good, too. Really good. 

I drop down to my knees. There wouldn’t be any harm in just, taking a deep breath of the fumes, would there? I move my nose so that I’m just a few inches away from the silky surface. It’s almost like there is something pearlescent about the liquid, like someone’s crushed up a bunch of diamonds and stirred them into the mix.

There’s a gently warmth coming off it, too. Everything about this stuff is a gently assault on the senses.

I feel the tender arms of intoxication gently embrace me.

I’m sure it’s not toxic. This stuff is making me feel to damn good to be toxic. 

I’m lying down now, and I absentmindedly let a finger trail down into the swirling surface of the liquid.

Mmmmmm. It feels good. Like liquid silk around my skin. I dip my finger further in and pleasure envelopes me. It’s warm, body temperature. I want to slip further in, to push my whole arm into the wonderful stuff.

‘Unnghhhh.’ Without meaning to, I let out a low, soft moan.

‘Christian?’ Dean’s voice is anxious, full of nervous energy.

‘I’m OK,’ I reply, in a languorous voice that barely even sounds like me. ‘Just taking  dip.’

Then, against my better judgment, against all reason, I slip my arm straight into the fluid, and then flow, like a liquid myself, into my body trips over the lip of the at, and I’m entirely immersed in soft, pink pleasure.

∞ ∞ ∞

I wake to a blinding light. It’s being shone straight into my eyes — left first, and then right. I flinch, try to see where I am, try to move away from the beam of white light.

But I can’t. Can’t move.

‘What the f—’ I say, but I’m cut off.

‘Ah, excellent. I’m so glad to see that you’ve regained consciousness, Christian.’

That voice. I know that voice.

‘You’ve been out for quite some time, and we were all worried that it might be months before you woke up. We’ve never even tested the recommended dose of this particular dose on a human. Let alone the level to which you’ve been exposed.’

Slowly, it feels like my senses are coming alive. I blink a few times. It’s so bright in here that right now everything seems like a blur.

But the more I blink, the clearer things become.

A white room. Blue detailing. Medical machinery, right next to me. I’m lying down, and I can see that my arms and legs are restrained — strapped tight onto the plastic bed on which I lie.

There’s a man above me, looking down at me. A man I recognize.

Professor Arnold Thenster. The lead scientist of the entire organization. A certified medical genius. A man who understands human biology to such a crazy, detailed degree, that he’s changing what the human body is capable of.

I’ve only seen him twice. The first was during my job interview at Thenster Tech. He sat silently across from me while the other interviewers fired questions at me. He didn’t say a word, just wrote notes and gave the occasional nod.

The second time was on a day our department had been nominated for an award. We hadn’t won, but he’d come by anyway.

‘How do you feel?’ he asks me. His voice is friendly. Warm.

I’m about to answer, when I feel a surge of something move through me. It’s like a wave of pleasure, starting at the tips of my toes and radiating through me, pulsing past my knees, my stomach, and then up to my shoulders and tingling all the way through my head.

‘What’s happening to me?’

‘Well,’ he says, ‘you should be slowly turning into a woman.’

His words smack into me like bullets. It’s like all my bodily functions stop — grind to a halt. The world slows down, my eyes blink. Then, a strange realization. I don’t have glasses on, but I can see perfectly.

‘What the fu—’

‘I know,’ he says, pacing at the foot of the bed. ‘It’s a lot to take in. But frankly. You’re not slowly turning into a woman at all. You’re turning into a woman at quite an accelerated rate.’

‘Accelerated?’ Panic rises in my chest. I do a quick sweep of my body. I don’t feel any different. Except that my eyesight is better. Can I really have fallen into some kind of gender transformation serum? 

‘Yes,’ he says. ‘You won’t be able to feel anything just yet. But your DNA is re-writing itself at the moment.’

‘What’s going to happen to me?’ Then, sudden thought. ‘Where’s Dean?’

‘Dean? The chap who was here with you?’

‘Yes.’

‘We let him go. He’s going to be going through some changes of his own.’

‘What do you mean, changes of his own?’ 

‘Well, when we found you, it was clear that he’d drunk quite a lot of the latest, untested version of MaxiMed.’

‘Version five?’ I swallowed, my throat suddenly dry.

He chuckled. ‘That’s right. My colleagues on the council have a more draconian attitude towards observation and testing. But luckily, it’s my word that counts in this company. And I’m much more relaxed.’

Another surge of warmth. Another beat of pleasure.

‘Relaxed?’ I say, in a dreamy voice, feeling detached and calm — my anxiety is suddenly ebbing away.

‘That’s it. So, we’re watching from afar. Seeing how the serum affects him in his daily life. And if there are any problems, we’ll bring him in.’

‘So you just let him run free? Out in the world?’

What if there was a sudden problem? An emergency.

‘Oh, it’ll be fine,’ he says, waving away my concerns with a dismissive hand. ‘We implanted a little monitoring chip. Any problems will be swiftly dealt with.’

I test my bonds again, trying to tear my arms and legs away from the bed. 

‘Oh,’ says Thenster, looking down at me. ‘Would you like me to let you out?’

‘Yes please,’ I reply. I think he’s being sarcastic, but soon I realize he’s on the level.

‘Very well.’ He walks up to the bed and starts to undo my bonds. As soon as they’re loose, I try to swing out. But I feel so weak, it’s like I’ve been lying here still for months.

‘How long have I been out?’ I ask, scared to hear the answer. 

‘Only two weeks,’ he says. ‘The serum’s been working on you in the background as you slept. Now that it’s really taking hold, you’ve rejoined us.’

‘I feel so weak,’ I sigh. 

‘It’ll pass.’ He says. Then, he smirks. ‘Well, at least I presume it’ll pass. I’ve had a team of very talented doctors watching you. They seem to think you’re going to be OK. Physically, I agree with them.’

‘Physically?’ I manage to swing my legs over the side of the bed. I’m wearing a short, surgical shirt, and it barely covers my groin. I feel naked underneath.

‘My legs,’ I say, lost in thought. My skin, normally covered in thick, black hair, is smooth and hairless now.

‘Ah yes,’ says Thenster. ‘Your body hair has been slowly declining in quantity, ever since we found you.’

It’s only starting to dawn on me what’s really going on here. I really am transforming into a woman.

If it had been anyone else, any other company, I wouldn’t be able to believe it. But nothing seems impossible for Thenster Tech. 

‘How do we reverse it?’ I say. ‘I don’t want to turn into a woman. I’m a man. I’m not gay.’

He laughs, a low chuckle. ‘That’s a lot of different stuff to process,’ he counters. ‘I understand. You’re scared. But you needn’t be.’ He gives me a look. It’s difficult to know exactly what he’s thinking. ‘We’re working on a serum which should turn you back. But it won’t be ready for some time,’ he holds out a hand towards me, helping me out of the bed. ‘Not for at least a few weeks.’

‘So in the meantime…?’

‘In the meantime, we’re going to unleash you onto an unsuspecting world. It’s very convenient from our point of few — the chance to test this serum out in the real world, not just in a cluster of cells in a petri dish, is absolutely invaluable.’

As I flex my arms and legs, I feel my strength slowly coming back. I step down onto the ground, the soles of my bare feet cold against the smooth metal.

‘Ah good,’ he says, ‘you’re getting stronger. Now, unfortunately, your old clothes have been incinerated.’

‘Incinerated?’

‘I doubt they’d still fit you, anyway.’ He says. Is it just me, or are his eyes trailing up and down my body with a lusty look? Is this old pervert checking me out? ‘Your body seems to be… blooming.’

I look down and see that my chest most definitely is different. I absentmindedly trail my fingers up my body. My torso used to be flat and featureless — now there’s a gently curve to it. A flat stomach, and two soft, bumpy breasts, protruding from me.

‘I’ve got breasts.’ I say. I know how dumb this must sound.

Thenster chuckles. ‘The beginnings of breasts, I’d say, dear.’

Dear. No man has ever called me that before. Am I already a woman somehow. Instinctively, I reach down to my crotch.

Phew. My cock is still there.

Luckily, Thenster is looking over towards the clock on the wall. ‘Don’t worry,’ he says, ‘from our projections, your breasts are going to get much, much bigger. More generous. Much as I’d love to watch you dress, I’m going to leave you with an orderly who can help.’

He walks to the door and then pauses for a moment. ‘One more thing. Don’t feel disturbed if your personality changes, too. Our projections show that you are likely to become more impulsive, more reckless. My advice is to go with it. Whatever happens. Don’t dent the person you’re becoming. If you feel excitement, desire, lust, give in to it. You’re changing. You can’t stop that. If you follow your heart, you’ll enjoy your transformation. Women have access to a whole host of sensory perceptions and feeling which men can’t access. It’s going to be overwhelming, but thoroughly enjoyable.’

He pushes the door open.

‘My betting is, when the time comes for you to take the reversal serum, you won’t want to go back.’

‘No chance,’ I say. But there’s doubt in my mind. A whole new world of sensation? New feelings? I guess I should at least give this transformation a chance before I decide to rebel against it. ‘I’m a man. That’s who I am.’

‘Speaking of men,’ he says, lighthearted, ‘Here’s Dolf, the orderly.’

In steps a giant of a man. He must be almost seven foot tall, and he’s built like a fricking statue. He’s wearing a pale blue orderly shirt. I’ve never seen him at Thenster Tech before, I’m sure of it. I’d have remembered someone who looks like this.

He’s got short blond hair and piercing green eyes. His jaw is wide and his cheekbones are high. There’s short stubble covering the lower half of his face. When he sees me he smiles, and his lips open to reveal straight, bright, white teeth.

‘Christian,’ he says. His voice is heavily accented — Eastern European. Makes sense with a name like Dolf, I guess. But the way he says my name, it kinda sounds like a different name entirely. Kinda sounds like Christine.

Thenster steps out of the room with a wave goodbye, and Dolf steps in. He’s dragging a rail of clothes behind him. It’s laden with what look to be a collection of woman’s dresses in a variety of colors.

He also drags in a full-length mirror, on tiny little wheels.

‘We’ve got lots of choices for you,’ Dolf says. I can’t help but notice just how thick and muscular his forearms look. His biceps practically bulge out of his shirt — like they’re gonna burst it apart. This guy must be biblically strong.

‘I don’t know about this,’ I say.

Dolf either doesn’t understand, doesn’t hear, or doesn’t care.

‘Take off your stupid gown.’

‘What?’

He gestures to the dresses on the rack. ‘How will you put on a new outfit if you’re not naked first?’

‘But what about you?’ I say.

‘I don’t mind,’ he says. The look he gives me is about the dirtiest I’ve ever seen. I’ve seen girls give me looks like this before, but never a guy.

I feel a sudden wave of warmth in  my body. This is the strongest wave yet, and this time, I feel my muscles shifting under my skin, as though they’ve got a life of their own. It’s the kind of thing that should feel horrific, but there’s so much pleasure pumping around my body, that there’s a heady excitement to the weird sensation.

Fuck yeah. 

‘You know what,’ I say in a voice that doesn’t sound at all like mine, ‘I don’t think I mind either.’

I’m gonna give in to these urges. In fact, I don’t even know that I’ve got any option to do anything else but give in.

So I unlace the surgical gown behind my back, and let the slip of fabric tumble down to the ground.

Dolf’s eyes widen. He licks his top lip. I glance down to his groin. Something’s in there, straining to get out.

 

‘Fuck, Dolf,’ I say, as my eyes remain glued to his bulging groin. ‘Have you got a snake down there?’

I glance down at my own cock. It’s much smaller than it used to be. In fact, I can barely see it over the soft mound of pubic hair above.

Dolf looks confused, then he says. ‘That’s my dick.’

‘Oh right,’ I say, pretending to be surprised.

Dolf pushes the mirror over to me.

‘My cock is hard because I can see your tits.’ He says. Jesus, this guy isn’t the brightest. I guess that’s why he ended up as an orderly in this place. I can’t help but wonder whether Thenster specifically chose Dolf to tempt me. Well, if he did, it’s working.

‘That’s interesting,’ I say.

And then, when I see myself in the mirror, I can understand exactly why Dolf is getting hard just looking at me.

My tits are perfect. Not huge, but they look incredible. Pert, round, with soft-looking, small toffee-color nipples. The type of nipples that you just long to pop into your mouth.

The rest of my body has changed, too. My hips are wider, and my waist is slimmer. My face seems to have changed, too. It’s less hard, and has a soft, gentle femininity to it. I wouldn’t say that I look exactly like a woman just yet — it’s still obviously me — but I definitely look androgynous. It’d be hard to say whether I was a man or a woman.

My eyes seem brighter than they were before. A liquid blue that shines in the artificial light of the medical room. My gaze falls down to my lips. They’re a cherry red and have a plump quality that is totally new. I prod my upper lip, watch as it springs back into shape as my delicate finger moves away from it.

I turn to look back at Dolf.

‘So it’s just my tits that you like?’ I ask.

Dolf looks my body up and down, his sharp green eyes lingering over every part of me.

‘I don’t know,’ he replies. ‘All of you.’

‘Don’t you think it’s unfair that you get to see my whole body, and I don’t get to see yours?’

What am I doing? This isn’t like me, to be so forward with someone. I’m just a meek nerd — but if that’s the case, why am I acting like some kinda sex goddess?

‘No,’ he says. ‘That would be unprofessional.’ He grabs a dark blue dress. ‘Put this on.’

I flutter my eyelashes at him. Even that feels different. Sure enough, my lashes are longer than before. I move a finger tip over the lashes, getting used to how alien everything feels.

I’m about to answer him, about to move towards the dress rail, when I feel another wave of warmth beat around me. This one starts in the tips of my nipples, and as I look down at my breasts, I see the flesh bulging, growing, rearranging under my skin.

I let out a whimper of pleasure — I don’t mean to, but I can’t help it. It feels like there’s thousands of tiny fingers tracing their way over my body — a symphony of sensation. The fingers radiate down each of my breasts and drag their tingly tips over the rest of my body.

When the warmth hits my groin, I moan again, and I stuff my hands down there. My cock is even smaller now. I rub at it, trying to increase my pleasure. I don’t want this wave of ecstasy to end.

‘What are you doing?’ says Dolf, his thick accent cracking. He’s turned on — seriously turned on. I can tell.

‘Nothing,’ I say. I rub my tiny, flaccid cock. It feels good, but it’s only when I start to knead the flesh of my breast at the same time that the pleasure comes back. It’s like I’ve made another wave of change start, at my tits again.

Dolf’s eyes almost pop out of his head.

‘Your chest is growing,’ he says, ‘stop that!’

‘I can’t,’ I say. My whole body is trembling now. ‘Fuck, Dolf, you pervert, you’re watching me change.’

‘I-I…’ He tries to talk, but can’t.

AS I rub my cock more, I feel is shrink, retracting into myself, into my body. Then, under my fingertips, I feel the flesh of my balls change and split delicately. There’s no pain — in fact, it’s quite the opposite, an amazing feeling, like my body’s been wanting to do this my whole life, and now, finally, I can be the person I was meant to be,

But fuck, Christian, you’re a man, not a woman. This is wrong.

I can hear that little voice, somewhere at the back of my mind. But I can’t listen to it. I’m too caught up in the way my pussy’s forming right beneath my fingers.

‘Dolf,’ I say, ‘something’s changing down here.’

I push a finger into the slit that’s formed and I gasp loudly with surprise. The sensation is unbelievable. A tight, hot pleasure. And as I push my finger further in, I feel a moist gush start to flow from me. My body is coming alive.

‘Fuckkkk,’ I say, the word never quite leaving my lips. ‘This is too fucking intense.’

When I open my eyes and look in the mirror, I’m amazed to see that my hair has grown longer. I was so caught up in what’s going on between my legs that I didn’t even notice.

‘Is the transformation still going on?’ he asks.

‘Dolf, stop fucking talking and take your cock out.’ I can’t believe I said it. The thoughts been there, that I want to touch Dolf’s cock, that I want him to fuck me, but there’s no way I thought I was gonna be able to act on it.

But somehow, I’m not a good little boy anymore. Seems like I’m turning into a really bad fucking girl.

‘T-that’s unprofessional,’ he says.

‘Well then,’ I say, ‘if you don’t take your dick out, I’m gonna have to just finger-fuck myself in front of you. Because I need some fucking release, Dolf. This new body is screaming out for it.’

I sit down on the ground, grab my left tit, shove it up towards me mouth. My breasts are so big now that I can easily reach my mouth with the nipples. I gently bite into the perfect little nub.

Crackles of pleasure electrify my body.

‘Oh fuck oh fuck,’ I say, as I start to suck my own tit, running my tongue over the surface of my skin.

Dolf is watching me. He’s stopped fiddling with the clothes rail and is just standing dumbly by the door. I can see the shape in his pants straining and bulging. This guy is seriously fucking stacked. I wonder for a crazy moment whether he’s been augmented with any of the serums Thenster Tech makes.

But I stop thinking about that when I find my clit.

Because the only thing I can think about is my fucking clit.

This is so much better than having a dick. It doesn’t even compare. It’s not even close. Playing with a dick is like, I dunno, drinking a coke. Delicious, sure, but simple and maybe a touch too sweet.

Touching my pussy. Well, it’s like drinking a deep, sophisticated glass of red wine. There’s sweetness up front, sure, but there’s so much more going on, so much more complex stuff happening beneath the surface. Bitterness, lingering alcohol, a deep, dark bass note of chocolate and spice.

This organ, this incredible opening that’s been designed specifically for my pleasure, tingles and thrums as I explore it. 

Each time one of my fingers so much as grazes the edge of my clit, my whole body tenses up in reaction to the sensation. It’s an incredible feeling, almost like it’s too overwhelming, like I can’t handle the intensity of it.

When I look up again, I see that Dolf is gently rubbing his groin. I knew it. I knew he was getting off on this.

‘I don’t mind if you want to touch yourself, Dolf,’ I say. ‘It’s only fair, seeing as that’s what I’m doing.’

It’s his turn to groan now. I know he wants to give in. 

First, he slips his hand down his pants. ‘I’m not going to touch you though,’ he says in that thick accent of his, ‘and you, no touching me. Otherwise it’s unprofessional.’

Oh sure, I think to myself, that would be the thing that makes this unprofessional.

‘Stop talking and just get your fucking cock out, Dolf,’ I say, impatiently. I’m slowly moving my finger around my clit now, teasing myself, quickly learning what this new body likes, what I’m gonna need to push myself over the edge.

Dolf does what I ask him. He tugs down at his pants, until they slump down on the floor by his feet. 

Finally, I get to see his cock. It’s a thick, sturdy rod of flesh, far bigger than mine ever had been. 

‘Big boy,’ I say, pushing two fingers into my cunt, imagining that it’s Dolf’s dick that’s making be feel so full and satisfied.

‘Big girl,’ he says, looking straight at my full, pert breasts.

‘Tug that fucking dick, Dolf,’ I say. My voice is full of sass, full of lust. ‘I wanna be the thing that makes you come.’ Seeing his erect cock has driven me into a kind of frenzy. I push the folds of my pussy further apart, panting and groaning as I grind my ass down into the cold ground. Even that, even the cold against my tight buttocks is turning me on. Like my whole fucking body is a dynamo of desire.

Dolf wraps his meaty hand round his dick and starts to pump — long, slow, purposeful movements. He moves his hand round his dick, squeezing it, making it bulge and throb as he imagines plunging into me.

‘Wish I could fuck you,’ he says. I watch the muscles of his powerful legs, his thick torso, his massive arms.

‘I wish you could fuck me, too,’ I say. ‘I could suck you if you like? I want to taste your cock. See what a man’s cock tastes like. You could blow your load in my mouth. I’d swallow it all down like the filthy fucking cum slut I am.’

What am I saying? I didn’t even know I could think thoughts this dirty, let alone actually say them. I wonder if Dolf fully understands what I’m saying, wonder how good his English is. But the look on his face, desire and fear, tells me that he understands perfectly what I’m proposing.

‘No,’ he says, trembling. ‘No touching.’

‘OK,’ I say, ‘no touching.’ I pull myself up and start to crawl across the ground to him. I push my tits into the floor, and I keep a finger in me as I crawl. I can’t stop, don’t want to stop the pleasure that I’m feeling right now. Better than anything else I’ve ever experienced.

‘But if I just stand here,’ I say, kneeling in front of him, offering my chest up to him, ‘you can just come all over me. No touching. Just spray my with your spunk.’

His eyes widen and he starts to pump even harder. I do the same, pushing fingers further into myself, stretching my lips wide, groaning and whimpering with delight.

I know he’s close. I can see it on his face. So I rub the nub of my clit and my eyes narrow.

‘Fuuckk,’ I whisper, and Dolf let’s out an almighty cry. A second later, a stream of hot, white spunk sprays from his twitching cock, totally covering my chest in wet desire. I rub the spunk with my hand, and I start to feel an almighty build up in my body. As I massage his seed into my soft tits, my body bucks and shakes, and as I lick his semen from my finger tips, I collapse into an orgasm so complete and powerful, I think I’m going to pass out.

∞ ∞ ∞

I’m wearing a tight, white dress, cut low at the chest and I’m walking back, through town, to my apartment. 

I just take a moment for the craziness of that statement to sink in. 

I’m wearing a dress.

I know that gender and sexuality is a spectrum. And every single one of us is somewhere on that spectrum. No-one is like 100% male or female. No-one is 100% straight. But I’ve got to confess, until I fell into that vat of serum, I would have classed myself as close to 100% straight guy as you can imagine.

I wasn’t even the kind of guy who’d wear, you know, women’s clothing to a Halloween party or whatever. In truth, I don’t think I’ve actually ever been to a Halloween party. I was always too busy studying or working.

Well, all that’s in the past now. There’s no way that I’m ever gonna miss out on another party again. Not when I look this good.

I almost can’t believe that I’m just walking around my town, as a girl. I need to walk through the center of the business district to get home. It’s early evening, and men and women in business suits are streaming from the bottom of the skyscrapers.

But it’s only the men I’m interested in.

Fuck, I never realized just how hot guys in expensive suits are. But then again, I never realized how hot any guy was.

I wonder if any of these guys would just hook up with me — come back to my apartment and pump me full of cock. 

I can’t get the thought out of my head. All I want is to see how it would feel to have someone split me open with a nice thick dick.

The city’s busy. I feel as though I’m experiencing everything so damn vividly — the noise of the cars and buses beeping, their engines revving and growling around me. The chatter of friends as they walk down the sidewalk. The smell of oil and food and people. The light, gleaming off the side of the skyscrapers.

I take it all in for a moment, then one guy in particular catches my eye — tall, with a broad, cocky smile and bright blue eyes. He’s leaning against a table at a bar, surrounded by a crowd of other office workers. But he stands out because of how damn handsome he is. Looks like an arrogant fucker, too. And for some reason, that thought is making my pussy tingle.

I walk closer to him and breathe in deep. I can smell musk and spice. I shake my hips a little. His eyes fix on my eyes, then flick up and down my body.

Fuck, I feel so horny just looking at him. Could I just go into the toilets with him, fuck him up against the wall? Then carry on my day. Maybe find someone else to fuck?

‘Mind if I join you?’ I ask.

His eyes widen, then he looks around, as though I could be talking to someone else.

‘Me?’ he asks. Ugh. His voice doesn’t match up to the way he looks. It’s kinda weedy and thin. He sounds nerdy. Not really my type.

Turns out I have fucking type, when it comes to men.

‘Maybe,’ I say. I’m not throwing in the towel with this guy just yet. Maybe he has a monster cock or something.

‘Do you know this girl?’ The voice comes from across the table, and it belongs to an old dude with white hair and piercing blue eyes. He’s a fucking fox though. I wonder what it would be like to fuck an older guy. He’d probably be so experienced that he could teach me a thing or two.

Maybe they’ll both fuck me at the same time. One in the mouth, one in the pussy. I could even take another in the ass. 

My cunt is practically seeping at the thought of it, but as I’m about to beg these two to fill up every hole I’ve got, my phone buzzes in my hand.

‘One second, boys,’ I say, letting my gaze linger on the older guys tan hands. Maybe he’s a billionaire.

My mind is fucking racing — I’m out of control.

I flick open my phone and see about a hundred missed calls, mostly from Dean. He’s pretty much my only friend, so it kinda makes sense.

There’s also whatsapp messages, too. All from Dean. Photos.

I open them up. Jesus what’s happened to his fucking body. He was always well-built but this is fucking ridiculous. He looks incredible. And there’s a shot of his face, too. 

Damn. 

He’s so handsome. I never noticed as a guy of course. But Dean could basically be a model.

I read the content of his most recent message.

∞ ∞ ∞

Christian, I heard you’re out of hospital. I need to see you. You gotta see what’s happened to me. I’m going to be waiting at your place, in the café across the street. Come get me.

∞ ∞ ∞

Shit, he’s waiting for me. All of a sudden, I know exactly what my body needs. It’s not these business guys, it’s Dean, in all his body-building, handsome glory. Only problem is, he doesn’t know he wants me just yet. I was gonna have to show him just how persuasive I can be.

‘Sorry boys,’ I say to the men who are waiting for me. ‘A better offer just came up.’ It’s hard to turn and walk away, because my pussy is aching to be filled with something slick and hard.

I compose a quick reply to Dean, telling him I’m out and that I’ll see him soon. I also tell him to get a drink in for me.

The longer I walk, the hornier I get. It’s difficult to describe just how desperate for sex I feel. Like I’m on heat. Like my body needs spunk, like I’m hungry for it.

This can’t be what it’s like for every woman when they’re aroused, can it? I had always thought that girls don’t get horny in the same way guys do. I guess I was right, in a way. 

Because this is just impossible to ignore. Like a hard-on that won’t go away, no matter how many times you come.

Slowly, the madness of the city center gives way to the more manageable chaos of the suburbs. The tower blocks are smaller round here, and the trees are more plentiful. I can hear snatches of birdsong in between the blaring of cars.

The café opposite my apartment block is buzzing. They have a liquor license, and after work, particularly at the weekends, young groups of friends flock to the place. They even have a pub quiz a couple nights a month. I’ve even been myself a few times, although I’ve never done so well. A team of one doesn’t really ever have much chance.

There are tables set outside the café, with sun umbrellas shading the happy people underneath.

I scan the groups of drinkers, until finally, I see Dean. 

At least, I think it’s Dean. He’s got another drink down on the table in front of him, and he seems to be anxiously sipping the first drink.

I wave at him, then I remember, I don’t look like myself anymore. In fact, I look like someone completely different.

He looks back at me, clearly confused. Then, maybe figuring to make the most of a weird situation, he gives me a sheepish grin, and then waves back.

I saunter over to the table. I’m gonna have a little fun with him, see if he works out what’s going on.

‘You waiting for someone?’ My voice sounds deliciously feminine now, and has all the radiance and softness of a woman.

Dean seems like he’s seen a ghost. Am I really so hot that I can basically paralyze a guy just by asking them a question?

‘U-um,’ he stutters, trying to get his words out. ‘Yeah, I mean, just a friend.’

‘Shame. Because looks like you’ve got my favorite drink down there.’

‘Oh yeah?’ he asks, looking a little bit more cocky. ‘And what type of drink is that?’

I give him a wicked look. ‘Alcoholic.’

He lets out a laugh. ‘You know what? Why don’t you join me? I can always get another one when, or if, my friend turns up.’

‘Perfect,’ I purr. I pull up my dress and sit down opposite him. I feel a crackle of some energy between us. I take a closer look at Dean.

His eyes are such a deep, soulful brown. I’ve never noticed before. Doubt I could have ever told you the color of his eyes. But now, I know that I’m never gonna forget.

‘So what’s your name?’ he asks. His mouth curls up in a wicked smile. The kind of smile that makes my panties instantly wet.

I decide to go with the easy option.

‘Christine.’ I can feel myself start to blush. I’m technically lying, but it doesn’t feel like a lie. It feels like my real name now.

‘That’s weird.’ He takes a sip from his glass. ‘The friend I’m meeting’s called Christian.’

I almost thought that me giving him the name Christine might tip him off. But no. He seems to have no idea at all that just a few days ago, I was a man.

‘Weird.’

‘So what’s your name?’ I say. Then, I decide to live on the edge. ‘Actually, I’m gonna guess.’

He arches an eyebrow. He definitely looks different - like all his features are more clearly defined.

‘Is it… Dan?’

He looks surprised for a moment. ‘No. The name’s Dean.’ A glance of suspicion. ‘Look, do I know you from somewhere? You seem familiar.’

I must still look a little like the male version of myself.

‘OK,’ I say, deciding to stop playing games. ‘We have met before. Once or twice.’

‘Oh shit.’ He says. ‘Have we slept together? Did I never call you?’

I giggle. 

‘No, silly, nothing like that. You must get a lot of pussy though, if you can’t even remember who you’ve fucked.’

He must be surprised by my filthy mouth. No more so than I am, to be honest.

‘Not that many,’ he says, ‘I just went through a more reckless phase a few years ago. So where did we meet?’

My heart thumps in my chest. ‘Well,’ I say, ‘we recently spent time together at the Thenster Tech.’

Dean looks suddenly nervous. He puts his drink down. ‘You were one of the scientists I spoke to?’

‘Not exactly. Let’s just see I got myself into a really sticky situation, and ever since then, I haven’t really been myself.’

He takes a moment to think about what I’ve said. Then his eyes rake over my face, flick down to my body, then come back up to my eyes. A look of sudden realization strikes him. His mouth opens, he gawps like a fish.

‘Christian?’ His voice is quiet, practically a whisper.

‘I go by Christine now,’ I say. I give him a wide, generous smile. ‘Good to see you!’

‘Fuck, Christian, it’s you? God damn, I can’t believe it!’ He seems half horrified, half delighted. ‘I can’t believe I was fucking coming on to you!’

I let out a light, musical laugh. ‘Yeah, you horn dog.’

‘Hey, you were flirting right back. It wasn’t just me. You were playing a merry little game.’

Would it be so wrong to push my luck? See if Christian would still like to get intimately acquainted with my new body?

My brain is saying that it’s wrong, that it’s filthy, dirty to try to seduce my best friend.

But my pussy? My pussy’s saying something entirely different.

‘I wasn’t playing a game, Dean,’ I say, my voice a low growl. ‘I’d love you to come on to me more. Or even better, come into me.’

Dean’s eyes widen and then he pulls back.

‘We can’t do that, Christian,’ he says. ‘It’s wrong.’

I push my foot against his leg, stroking his flesh with mine.

‘We can. I know you like this. I know you like me. And I really like you.’

Am I really doing this? If it’s wrong, why is my pussy so wet? Why is my body so hot?

‘No,’ he says. ‘We shouldn’t.’ He pulls away.

‘OK,’ I see. ‘But can I show you something? I’ve got no-one else to talk to. My body’s changed so much, and it’s scaring me.’

He waits for a moment, then downs his beer. ‘Fine. Come on, let’s go up to your apartment. But no funny business.’

I nod. ‘No funny business.’ I know it’s bad to lie to your friends. Probably even worse to fuck them. What can I say? I’m a bad girl.

∞ ∞ ∞

By the time we get into my apartment, the sun has gone down. I flip on a soft light. Dean takes off his jacket and sits down on the couch. I can feel this pulsing, vibrant thrum in the air. It’s the tingle of possibility.

‘Want a drink?’ I ask.

‘I’m good.’ He says. Seems like he’s all business now. He looks at me, still finding it hard to believe that I’ve transformed into a woman. ‘I always knew that you guys were getting up to some sketchy shit at that lab, but this is ridiculous. A fucking cream that can change your sex? It’s nuts.’

I nod. ‘I didn’t know anything about it. All the projects are kept pretty separate from each other. All I had access to is the MaxiMed.’

He stretches out on the couch. ‘That stuff is magic,’ he says. ‘I’ve never felt stronger, more alert. And my body is just — you know it was good before, but now, I think I’m ripped and strong enough to go pro. Make some cash from my body building.’

‘You look good,’ I say. A flush of heat in my cheeks. I walk over to the chair opposite Dean, sit down.

‘But that’s enough about me,’ he says, obviously keen to change the subject. ‘What about you? You’re a fucking woman? What does it feel like?’

‘Honestly,’ I say, breathing in a depth breath, ‘it feels incredible. I don’t know if it’s just the fact I’m a woman, or if there was something else that the serum did to me, but it’s like everything in my body, all of my senses, have been turned up to eleven.’

I shift around. Being this close to Dean is making me so fucking wet that I’m scared I’m gonna leave a damp patch on the chair.

‘Women have urges, Dean,’ I say, gripping the arm of the chair, ‘urges that it’s difficult for a man to understand.’

He watches me as I breathe more heavily.

‘Urges?’

I run my hands up my body, from my thighs to my stomach, circling over my breasts. ‘It’s this body,’ I say. ‘It just feels so good when I touch myself. I can’t stop. I can’t help myself.’

‘You can’t help yourself?’

‘Look at me,’ I say. ‘Have you ever seen a woman as beautiful? I’ve been transformed into a fucking supermodel. And all I want to do is fuck. It’s like I’m insatiable. And it’s scaring me. Because the longer I go without a cock in me, the harder to stop touching it is.’

I trace my hand down my torso again, then I gently lift up my dress, revealing the soft, tanned skin of my thigh, then the pink flash of my pussy.

‘Jesus, you’re not wearing any underwear?’

‘I don’t like to,’ I say, slipping a finger over my moist slit. ‘It feels so much better to be open and free.’

‘Christian, you’ve gotta stop that,’ Dean says. He’s shifting around on the couch, too. ‘This isn’t right.’

‘No one has to know,’ I say. I slide my finger over my pussy, then slip a tip of a finger into my opening. A flower of pleasure starts to unfurl for me, sending tendrils of sensation throughout my body. ‘It’ll be our secret. Just one friend helping another. Because I need cock. And I need spunk. And you’re here. And you can give me those things. It’s just so fucking convenient.’

I start to grind my ass down into the chair, biting my lip and gripping the armrest with my free hand.

‘Christian, you were a man just a couple of days ago.’

‘Mmmhmm,’ I say, splaying open the lips of my pussy so that Dean can see the pink flesh within. ‘And now I’m a woman. So what you gonna do about it? You gonna get up and leave, go home and jerk off about me? Or are you gonna stay here, get your thick, powerful dick out, and stick it right in me? Show me how strong you are, show me how a real man fucks?’

He gets up, looking anxious and confused. 

But when my eyes trace down the line of his body, I can see that he’s hard, really fucking hard. His cock is bulging out so far from him that it’s almost comical.

‘Dean, you could do me some real damage with that thing,’ I say. ‘No-one’s ever put one of those in here before.’ I rub my clit and juice spills from me. ‘Don’t you want a taste?’

‘This is all some kind of weird dream,’ he says, staggering towards me. ‘And I’m gonna wake up any minute.’

‘That’s it,’ I say, ‘it’s just a dream. So do what you do in your dreams and fuck the woman who’s showing you her pussy.’

His legs tremble, then he drops down to his knees. 

‘Good boy — crawl over here and eat my fucking cunt.’

He does as I say, dragging his knees over the floor of my apartment, then he’s right next to me, and his hot breath warms my pussy.

‘It looks so real,’ he says.

‘I bet it feels real, too,’ I whisper. He’s so close to me now. Then, carefully, with tenderness, I feel his lips against mine, as he gently kisses my pussy.

‘Yes,’ I hiss, making the word long and slow.

The feeling of his wet lips against me, his sharp stubble scraping the soft skin of my thighs, it’s like there are fireworks between my legs, fizzing and spluttering, crackling and exploding with pops of pleasure.

He licks up and down the length of my, carefully slipping his tongue over my lips, then he makes a dart of his tongue and pushes it into me. It’s the feeling is intense, and I grip the chair hard, making my knuckles white.

‘Use your fingers, too,’ I say, ‘fuck me with your hand.’

He obliges, pushing first one, then two, then three digits into me. I moan.

‘Fuckkk, Christian, that feels so fucking good.’ 

‘You feel so fucking good,’ he says. He pushes his other palm flat into my stomach, then crawls his fingers up my body until he grips my breast. I throw my head back.

‘That’s it,’ I say, ‘squeeze my fucking tit. Pinch my nipple.’

He squeezes, hard. I let out a yelp of pain — but the pain is mixed with such bone-crunching pleasure.

‘Now I’m gonna show you what that serum did to me,’ he says. He stands up. I can hardly bare having him away from me.

‘Be quick,’ I say, panting hoarsely.

His shirt is off, his pants are down. That monster cock, so fucking big and thick, bobs towards me. It’s huge, like, stupidly huge.

‘I’m gonna destroy you,’ he says, gripping the shift with his powerful hands. A drop of pre-cum oozes from the tip of his cock, moistening his organ, getting it ready to pierce me.

‘You look fucking hot,’ I say. I stand up, turn round, show him my perfect ass, the split peach of my cunt beneath it. ‘I want you to fuck me now. Don’t go soft on me. My pussy can take it.’

I feel liquid ooze from my pussy. Dean reaches down and rubs my little honeypot, smearing my sex with natural lubricant.

‘I’m gonna pound you so fucking hard, show you what it really feels like to be a woman.’ Then I feel it, the hard tip of his hot cock, pressing into my pussy. It feels kinda like I’m being kissed by his cock. I feel his hands on my buttocks, gently pulling them apart. ‘I can’t believe the way you’ve thrown yourself at me,’ he says, as he starts to slip his monster cock into me. ‘Never knew you were such a fucking slut, so hungry for cock.’

I squeal as he thrusts himself into me, surrounds his dick with my flesh. It feels so fucking good to have him in me, to fill me up like this. As he starts to gently withdraw his dick, I realize that this is nothing like having sex as a man.

It’s more intense, more powerful. My body is being invaded by him. He’s up in me, in my hot flesh, sandwiched and stuck up in my guts. It feels so intimate, and I feel so incredibly close to him.

‘Fuck,’ I say, ‘fuck fuck fuck this is so hot.’

Dean grabs both my arms, pulls them back. He feels really fucking strong, and as he pulls me back, he thrusts deeper into me.

‘Does it feel good, baby?’ he asks. ‘You like the way my cock feels in you.’ He pulls me back again, pounds into me more, and as I try to answer, I know I’m entirely at his mercy.

‘It’s perfect,’ I say, ‘now fuck me like you mean it.’

He growls — a low, guttural sound, somewhere between rage and lust. Then, the fucking really begins.

He’s an animal, with limitless strength. His cock pushes up in and in and his body slams into me hard. I can feel my body pulsing out with every thrust as he splits me apart over and over again. It’s hitting some spot in me that I never knew about. His cock is running over that spot, again and again.

‘Dean,’ I say, ‘I think you’re gonna make me come, I can’t handle this.’ 

It spurs him on, and he pounds me harder, pulling my arms back and fucking me with all his strength. It’s so hard and relentless, and I feel my body twitch with each thrust, until my cup is so full with pleasure I think it’s gonna spill over.

‘Fuck!’ I shout, ‘Put a finger in my ass, a finger in my mouth!’ I whimper, ‘I want you in every fucking hole I’ve got.’

He lets got of my arms and does as he says, shoving both his hands in my mouth first, while I suck on his fingers, coating them with saliva. Then he greedily pushes a finger into my tight little asshole, and he fucks me while I scream.

The orgasm starts somewhere in my knees, and I tremble and shake.

‘Jesus, fuck!’ he says. ‘That feels incredible.’ I feel my pussy tighten and pulse around him, as liquid gushes from me. He keeps fucking me through my orgasm, harder and stronger than before, and my juice slickens his cock.

‘Look how wet you made me,’ I say, lost somewhere in pleasure. My cunt is still gripping him rhythmically, clenching and unclenching around his meat.

‘Oh my God,’ he says, ‘your pussy!’ and then, I feel his cock start to pulse and beat, lengthen and harden. It goes off like a fucking gun, and I can feel each thread of spunk as he fills me up with the salty, white liquid.

Later that night, we lie together in my bed. I’m satisfied, for the first time since my experience in the lab.

‘You know what,’ he says, ‘you were a dweeby guy. But you’re a really bad fucking girl.’

I giggle. ‘So you like me this way?’ I ask. My heart flutters as I wait for a reply.

‘You know,’ he says, adding to my anxiety slightly, ‘I think it’s more a case that I love you like this.’

∞ ∞ ∞
In the lab, a week later, Thenster is doing all sorts of tests on me. My only demand was that I be naked while he do them, and that Dean can watch. Turns out, Dean gets insanely jealous, and when he does, he fucks me even harder than normal.

Thenster attaches a small, silver clip to my left nipple. It’s connected with a diagnostic machine.

‘You’ve got cold hands, professor,’ I giggle. Dean harrumphs and shifts in his chair.

‘Watch those fucking hands, poindexter.’

Thenster turns to look at him. ‘It’s all necessary young man. Believe me, I derive no pleasure from this.’

‘If that’s true,’ I say, playfully, ‘then why have you got a fucking tent in your pants?’

The old guy blushes. He’s handsome enough. If I didn’t know Dean, I’d let him have his way with me, even strapped up like this. Might be pretty fucking hot. But I’m a faithful slut. I only belong to Dean.

The tests all come back good, and when I’ve got my clothes back on, I’m offered a small vial of serum by Thenster.

I’ve got a big decision to make.

‘So all I need to do is drink this, and I go back to being a man?’

He nods.

I think about it. It only takes a second. ‘You know what, Doc, I think I’m fine just the way I am. I drop the vial down onto the floor, and it smashes with a tinkle. There’s no way I’d ever go back. 

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


BOOK TWO



WISH GENDER SWAP
‘This is the dumbest fucking thing we’ve ever done.’ I’m talking, but Rich ain’t listening. He’s too busy pouring what looks like salt out of a little cylinder. ‘And we’ve done some fucking dumb shit.’

	Rich’s head snaps round, his big brown eyes fix on mine. ‘You calling me dumb?’ As usual, he totally misunderstands what I’m saying. Talk about a dumb blond. Rich is basically the dictionary definition. Well, the male version, at least.

	‘No, buddy, that’s not what I said, and it’s not what I meant.’ I gesture down at the collection of objects that lie between us. ‘I’m just saying that this,’ I point at the lamp, ‘what we’re doing right here, is super fricking dumb.’

	Rich picks up the lamp and shows it to me.

	It’s a golden, gleaming, metal lamp, exactly the kind of shape of the lamps you’d expect to see in Aladdin. It’s got a long, hooked spout and a curved handle. An old oil lamp. Well, I mean, it could be old. There was no way to be sure with something like this. It could just as easily be a fake.

	‘This,’ he says, holding the lamp up to me, ‘is a fucking magical lamp.’

	Rich has been my best friend for a very long time. Ever since college we’ve been inseparable. But I’ve known since the first time we ever met that Rich isn’t the sharpest knife in the box. In fact, the only way he got into college was because of a sports scholarship. 

	He’s not just dumb though, he’s super-trusting. Like he’s the kind of guy who could get taken in by one of those ridiculous Nigerain email scams. In fact, a couple times he’d called me to let me know he had won the Nigerian state lottery. I had to show him proof that the emails were scams. He’d been ready to sign over his life savings to ‘unlock the funds’.

	‘Rich,’ I say, putting a hand on my friends muscular shoulder. ‘If this is a magical lamp, then I’m Mickey fucking mouse.’

	‘Well,’ he replies, ‘I hope you like cheese.’

	I decide to ignore the fact that his ‘putdown’ doesn’t really make any sense. I point down at the salt ring he’s carefully drawing out.

	‘What’s all this salt for?’ I ask. ‘You planning on cooking the attic floor? Making sure the seasoning is spot-on?’

	His eyes glaze over as though I’ve just tried to explained quantum mechanics to him.

	‘No. You don’t eat floors.’ A deep smile spreads over his face, flashing me those straight white teeth. ‘Sometimes, Brandon, you can be real stupid.’

	Rich had never once, that I can remember, ever picked up on sarcasm. I give a wry smile.

	‘Oh shit, you’re right. What a dummy I am. But seriously, what’s with the salt?’

	He shrugs. ‘I dunno. The woman in the shop told me to do it. Said it like, seals out dangerous spirits or something.’

	‘Sounds like someone’s been watching a few too many episodes of Supernatural.’

	He lets out a grunt of a laugh.

	‘Yeah.’ He doesn’t know what I’m talking about. I can tell.

	‘So what, we put all this salt around the lamp and then rub it? Then what?’

	He sighs. ‘It’s not that simple, Brandon. There’s more to it than that.’

	‘What then?’ I ask. I can barely believe that I’ve agreed to do this. But honestly, when I got a call at lunch time from Rich telling me that he’d bought something that was gonna change our lives, the excitement and happiness in his voice was so sincere that I couldn’t help but get swept up in it.

	When I’d arrived at his house and he’d shown me that he’d bought a fricking lamp from a shady dealer at the flea-market in town, part of me could barely believe it. But another part, a much bigger part, was hardly even surprised.

	‘It’s Egyptian,’ he said to me, eyes gleaming with excitement. From inside a pyramid.’

	I didn’t even bother to tell him there’s no way that an oil lamp would have been found inside a pyramid.

	‘But that’s not even the amazing part.’ He continued. ‘Because inside this lamp is a genie.’ His eyes widened. ‘A genie! And this genie’s gonna grant our wishes. Whatever we want, whatever our deepest, darkest desires are, she said, that’s what we’re gonna get.’

	And so here we were, in Rich’s shady, overly-warm attic, about to rub a lamp together.

	‘So what?’ I ask. ‘We have to pour out the salt, then what? Say the magic words? Abracadabra?’

	He looks disgruntled for a moment. Confused.

	‘How did you know?’

	The impulse to laugh is pretty fucking hard to ignore.

	‘Serious? We’ve got to say magic words?’ There’s something about the stuffy space that’s starting to make me feel weird. Kinda sleepy. It’s the evening, and there’s a shaft of warm, orange light coming through the roof light. I can see little motes, spiraling around in the spear of illumination, settling on the old items he’s got stored up here.

	His face suddenly looks deadly serious. ‘It’s not magic words,’ he says. ‘It’s an incarceration.’

	‘I think you mean an incantation.’

	A blank look. ‘Yeah, that’s what I said. Incantation. It’s a special set of words. Help get the genie in the mood to come out. That’s what the woman said.’

	I decided to humor him.

	‘Fine. Let’s do it. Let’s say the fricking incantation. What’s the worst that could happen?’

	He finished pouring the salt around the lamp, then he consults a tiny picture on his phone. 

	‘Does this look right to you?’ He asks. He shows me the picture and I scrutinize his handiwork.

	‘Looks great,’ I reply. It’s true. Rich has always been good with his hands. He works as a fucking blacksmith, after all. Making artisanal knifes and gate posts and all kinds of shit. Went straight into an apprenticeship after leaving college. Now he’s still training, but you can tell he’s gonna do great. Gonna have a fantastic career ahead of him. It’s hardly a complex pattern he’s had to trace out in the salt, but he’s still done it perfectly. An even, clean line, no jittering, no mistakes.

	‘OK,’ he says, his eyes flashing with light, ‘let’s get incarcerating.’

	He flicks the surface of his phone again, trying to open a file.

	‘Let me help with that,’ I say. I take his phone and open up the file. It’s a photo of some words. ‘So this is what you have to say?’

	‘What we have to say,’ he says. ‘She said that it’s a spell for two people. We both have to say the words at the same moment, and then we have to rub the lamp in the same way. Or it won’t work.’

	‘OK,’ I say, ‘let’s do it.’

	Maybe it’s just because the sun’s going down, but everything suddenly feels a heck of a lot darker. I look up at the window in the slanted roof, and sure enough, that warm light isn’t coming through any more. It’s more just a glow now. And the darkness in here is real. The only light seems to be coming from the lamp. I know it’s not glowing — it can’t be — but that’s the way it looks. The way it seems.

	We sit cross-legged on either side of the salt circle, the lamp right in the middle, right between us.

	‘You ready?’ he asks. I can’t remember another time that he’s ever looked this nervous. Heck, I don’t even think I’ve ever seen him nervous full-stop. This really means a lot to him. So enough teasing, it’s time to get serious.

	I nod. ‘I’m ready.’

	This is so dumb. But I keep my thoughts to myself.

	Rich reaches out with his hand and lets it rest on the lamp. He nods to me, indicating that I should do the same. I ignore the urge to roll my eyes, and stretch out my own hand toward the gleaming, golden object.

	For a moment, when I touch it, it feels as though it’s warm. Not just that, it feels as though it’s fucking buzzing. Vibrating. A low level hum. I almost snap my hand away, but I keep it on the surface. And as I do, the warmth fades, the vibration dies away.

	‘You feel that?’ Rich’s voice is a whisper, just a tissue of sound.

	I shake my head. Decide that it’s best to pretend I hadn’t felt anything at all. It’s probably all in my mind, anyway. Lumps of metal don’t vibrate. They’re not magically warm.

	But that’s the first time doubt enters my mind. The first time that I let myself worry, just for a second. About what might happen if this lamp does actually grant me my deepest, darkest wish. It’s a worry, sure. But the even stronger feeling in my heart is hope, hope that somehow, this fucking thing is legit.

	But there’s no way. There’s no way on earth that this lamp is gonna make me a woman. No chance.

	‘Here’s the words we have to say.’ Rich holds out his phone screen to me. And together, we start to speak the words on the screen.

	‘Look into my heart. Discover my sin. Give me the deepest wish you find within.’

	Our voices sound out in the darkness. There’s a strange echo-like resonance to them, as though we’re sitting in a much wider, more open space.

	‘Now,’ says Rich, ‘it’s time to rub.’

	Ever since I can remember, I’ve wanted to know what it would be like to be a woman. Well, a girl, to begin with. I remember the first time the thought struck me. That no matter how long I live, I’ll never know exactly how it is, never now what it means to be the opposite gender. 

	I’ve always been to scared to actually do anything about it. You know, dressing up, playing with make-up — God forbid I’d ever actually tell anyone how I feel. And I’m straight. I know that sounds dumb, but I’ve never even had a single erotic thought about a man. Not once. I’ve had girlfriends — heck, I’ve fucked plenty of good-looking girls in my time. 

	I always ask the same thing of every sexual partner as we lie together in bed after finishing. What did it feel like? What did it really feel like? The sex? My cock? Your climax?

 But no matter how man times I get the answer, I’m never satisfied. And I know I never will be. Because no matter how many times it’s described to me, until I experience it, I’ll never know. And I’ll never experience it, so I’ll never know.

	‘So we just rub it together?’ I ask, laying my hand down on the lamp carefully, right next to Rich’s. I’m doubly careful not to touch his skin.

	He nods.

	We rub. 

	At first, nothing happens. My heart’s beating fast, like a horse galloping in my chest. But as a few seconds pass, then half a minute, and nothing happens, my pulse reverts to normal.

 Nothing’s happening. I’m safe.

 And then, something happens.

	A tiny hiss, and something starts to ooze from the tip of the lamp’s spout. It’s like a soft, gray cloud, snaking its way through the air. I smell something. A sweet, delicate scent. Something like roses, like vanilla. Like strawberries and fucking cream.

	I look at Rich. His eyes are widening, his mouth twitching. I know he wants to speak, but I can see that he’s fighting it. Scared of breaking the spell.

	I can’t believe my eyes. The cloud of gas starts to coalesce, forming a solid shape in the air. It takes a moment for me to realize what it is I’m seeing, but then, a second later, it’s obvious. It’s a woman. A shining, pearlescent, shifting body, made from millions of tiny stars.

	The shape twirls and twists, and then, from two, plump lips, words.

	‘Oh boys I can’t tell you how good this feels!’ She — whatever she is — pauses for a second, looks at us both. ‘Well, aren’t you gonna say something? Aren’t you pleased to see me?’

	‘Ca-can we talk? Are we allowed?’ Rich’s voice catches in his throat. 

	The reply from the genie is robed in giggles. ‘Course you can, silly. No I’m out, I’m out. And there’s no getting me back in. You can take your hands off that lamp, too, if you want.’

	Both of us jerk our hands away.

	‘Now,’ she says, stretches her arms up high in a yawn. ‘I’ve got some wishes to grant. I wonder what it is you boys want.’ She turns to look at us in turn, first Rich, then me, her eyes piercing through me.

	‘Ooooh this is so fruity!’ She giggles with delight. Can she know what I want, just from a look?

	Rich opens his mouth. ‘I want a big fucking dick.’ He says. ‘Bigger than it is now. And I want to be successful. But mainly, a big —’

	The genie cuts him off. ‘Yeah I get it. You want a devastating dick. A monumental member. A powerful prick.’ She gives him a look. ‘Don’t worry, I can manage that. Although when I’m done with you, not many people will be able to manage you. If you know what I mean.’

	Rich looks like he’s just won the fucking lottery.

	‘As for you,’ she says, swirling nearer to me. ‘Well, I think we both now what you want.’

	I open my mouth, I’m about to tell her not to say anything. 

	‘Don’t worry,’ she says, her voice warm like crushed velvet. ‘Your secret’s safe with me. Her eyes light up, a beautiful blue color, clean and pure as the ocean. I feel a soft, warm sensation, start to spread through my body.

	‘All done. The changes need a couple days to take. But you might start noticing some things sooner than that. Everyone’s different.’

	Is this really happening? Has a fucking genie just changed my gender? I feel the same. Well, except for the waves of warm energy that are pulsing their way through my body right now. 

	‘My dick feels warm,’ Rich says. ‘Good warm.’

	‘Oh Rich,’ says the genie. ‘I kinda wish I had a real body so that you could use that thing on me.’ She sighs, long and deep, her light body rippling and shifting beautifully. ‘But you’ll just have to find someone else to use it on.’

	She looks up at the sky.

	‘Now I’m off to explore the world. No — the universe. You don’t know the kindness you’ve done me, boys. There are no limits any more. Just pure experience.’

	And with that, her molecules dissipate, gently spreading, until there are tiny parts of her in everything in existence.

∞ ∞ ∞

I waited at Rich’s house for hours after the genie disappeared. We ordered take out, waited together for the changes to happen. 

At first, we were hopeful. Rich’s dick felt warm — apparently — and my whole body felt like it enveloped in this warm, soft casing.

But as time went by, and there were no visible changes (Rich kept going to the bathroom to check) we slowly lost faith. I told Rich that I’d wished for a stronger body, to be in peak physical fitness.

Not exactly a lie, in a way. But also, not strictly speaking the truth, either. I do want to be a totally gorgeous woman. A perfectly fit goddess. 

It didn’t seem that that was gonna happen though.

Rich kept talking to me about his dick, telling me that it wasn’t small or anything, but that he’d just always wanted to be hung like a horse.

It’s weird, I wasn’t exactly finding all the dick chat to be annoying. Not even slightly. In truth, I found it exciting. The thought of Rich’s cock getting bigger and bigger. Thicker and wider.

I even started to kinda sweat at the thought of it. We’d had a few beers though, so maybe it was just the booze, warping my mind.

Eventually, half-cut and having lost all hope that I was changing into a woman, I headed home.

‘It was probably just some group hallucination,’ I said to Rich as I headed away from his porch. ‘Maybe something we ate together. Or drank.’

When I hit the sack last night, my mind was swimming with thoughts of transformation and opportunity. It had been so cruel, to think that finally, after so many years of hoping, life was gonna give me what I wanted, on a plate. Only to have it drift and ebb away like surf on the tide.

The alarm rings and I reach for it.

‘What time is it?’ I say to no-one in particular.

I live alone in a small apartment downtown. It’s not a bad place, just not much of a good one, either. I can’t afford a huge amount on a personal trainer’s salary. Especially when I don’t have too many clients.

That’s the problem with studying English literature. It doesn’t exactly lead straight into a good career. I mean, sure, you can get work at a publisher — if you’re already wealthy or have a family connection. But apart from that, it’s unpaid  internships all the way.

And I can’t afford that. No chance.

I reach over to my clock. It’s still ringing fiercely. When I see the time, my heart almost stops.

I’ve been sleeping straight through my alarm for a fucking hour!

‘Shit, shit, shit!’

This time, when I speak, I’m more aware of what’s going on, and I notice that my voice sounds ever-so-slightly different. It doesn’t just sound different, it feels strange too. Like, my throat. It’s resonating at a different frequency. Higher pitched, less deep.

I cough, clear my throat and speak again.

‘Testing.’ It’s a dumb thing to say, but I honestly can’t think of anything else at all.

This time I’m sure of it. My voice is different.

I feel a rush of excitement. Could it be that the change is actually happening to me?

Full of energy, I practically jump out of my bed, throwing my covers to the side. Light’s coming through my blinds, casting thick shadows across the room. My steps feel light and I tug at the string next to the window, allowing the full blaze of the sun to light the space.

I yawn, lift my arms above my head and as I do, I notice that the t-shirt I slept in every night was loose. Had I lost weight.

I stare at my hands, my wrists, and I see that they do look more slender than before. The thin layer of dark hair which used to grow there has come away, leaving my skin soft and smooth.

‘What the—’ I start, but I catch myself. I rub my hand over the surface of my skin. As I do, it’s like tiny crackles of electricity are flowing over my body, making my skin prickle and twitch.

And it feels amazing.

It’s hard not to just stand there, stroking myself, but I’m aware of time moving on, and my heart beats faster.

As I get changed into my work clothes, I start to worry. My body is definitely different. Like, for sure, one hundred percent different. 

Before yesterday, I was what could only be described as ripped. I kinda have to be — it’s important for my job. I don’t even like working out that much. The other guys I work with, honestly it’s like some of them could squat and bench-press forever. 

And it’s not just the staff, either. The customers are basically addicts. Some of them, I don’t even think they have jobs. They just work out all day long. There’s one guy in particular — name of Steve — he’s in every day, usually before I turn up in the morning, and he doesn’t leave until well after I’ve left.

The guy’s a beast. He hangs around the weights, pumping and pumping, drinking protein shake after protein shake.

The weird thing about Steve is that he wears sunglasses all the time. And I mean all the fucking time. His body is phenomenal. Think he wants to be a body-builder, maybe.

Anyway, I’m not like that. Nothing like that. I do it because I have to. Fastidiously planning my workouts so I do the absolute bare minimum to maintain my body at an acceptable level.

But now, I’m practically wasting away. I tighten my shorts. I tuck in my t-shirt. I squeeze my muscles, testing them, and every single one is smaller, less hard. Maybe though, my co-workers and clients won’t notice. Only one way to find out.

As I’m about to leave the apartment, I glance at my reflection in the mirror by my front door.

What the…?

My hair. I’ve always had dark brown hair. Kinda unremarkable, totally normal. Vanilla. But not today. Today, for the first time in my life, my hair is streaked with blond.

Deep, bright shafts of golden light, among my usual, chestnut-colored strands.

Now this was definitely noticeable. There’s no way that anyone who knows me wouldn’t spot this.

I grab a baseball cap and tug it over my hair in a desperate attempt to cover it up.

The tips of my hair are actually poking out from under the rim of the hat. It’s grown longer, seemingly overnight. 

I know all this should be scaring me, but honestly, fear is the last thing on my mind. In fact, I almost feel like tearing off all my clothes and stamping through the streets naked, showing off the bizarre change in my body for the whole world to see.

But I don’t. Not yet at least. I may be turning into a woman, but that doesn’t mean I can skip out on work.

The walk to the gym isn’t exactly a long one. Even though I’m late, I decide that I can take my time. I don’t know what it is about this morning, but I’m in a fucking amazing mood.

The sun’s shining. The sky, up above the skyscrapers, is blue and glowing bright. There’s a soft, sweet scent on the air. In fact, it’s a scent I’ve never really smelled before. Like a dusty, musty, fresh scent — cut lawn clippings and basil and something else. 

That’s when I realize: I can smell life. It’s everywhere, all around me. 

Life… and coffee. I swing by a a coffee stall. I normally drink filter coffees, but today, for some reason, I ask for an espresso.

The short drink is pungent and strong, and as the warm liquid hits my lips, I’m immersed in sensation — a deep, dark, earthy taste that blows me away.

Coffee’s never tasted this good before. I don’t think it’s just because I’m drinking espresso, either. It’s something else. As though my tastebuds are blooming, changing, becoming more sensitive and sophisticated.

And as I walk the final few steps into the gym, it’s not just my tastebuds that are changing. Because my body is feeling alive. Like it’s humming with pleasure.

With each step, with each supple shift of my body’s weight, I feel an incredible joy. Like I’m learning to walk again. There’s a subtle difference to my motion, to the way everything’s all connected. Or at least it feels that way.

And something else. A subtle, tiny, jiggle in my chest. As though something’s growing there, blooming, like my tastebuds.

I push open the double doors to the gym, and smile at Veronica. She’s sitting behind the desk as usual. 

I’ve gotta admit, I’ve had a crush on Veronica ever since she started working here. She’s got that ‘fun-girl’ look. Nice, generous, firm titties. A bright, white, wide smile. The kind of ass that you stare at for hours as it bounces up and down on the cross-trainer.

I even asked her out last week. She turned me down, of course. Fed me some line about being busy for the next few weeks. But I know she just wasn’t interested.

‘Hey V,’ I say to her.

She stares at me blankly for a moment, as if she’s trying to work out who I am. Then it dawns on her, and her gorgeous blue eyes widen and pulse.

‘Hey Brandon! Good to see you.’ Her eyes flick up and down my body, taking me in. She almost giggles, and she adjusts her curly blond hair. Is she flirting with me? ‘You’re late, you naughty boy.’

‘I know,’ I say, grimacing slightly. ‘I’m a very bad boy.’

‘That you are,’ she says. Then she looks down. ‘You know, I was thinking about what you said last week. About a date.’

Holy fuck. Was she gonna go out with me?

‘Oh yeah?’ I say. Trying to stay as nonchalant as possible.

‘Yeah. It’s just that it turns out I’ve got this tiny little opening. It’s tight, but I think I can squeeze you in. Saturday night.’She bites her lip.

Jesus fucking Christ could she be any more flirtatious.

I open my mouth to accept, but weirdly, I feel as though I lose control of my mouth.

‘Oh shucks, V, I just, well, something’s come up, and I’m gonna be busy on Saturday. And just, in general.’

What am I doing?

But as I walk through the rotating door into the gym, I know exactly what I’m doing. Because I’m still changing, and I know that I’m just not interested in girls.

And when I see Steve, that hulking behemoth, flexing and lifting and posing like a big, dumb brute, something shifts inside me. Something warm and wet and soft. And my heart fills with lust.

I honestly don’t know how I make it through my day at work.

I keep getting distracted by every fucking guy I see. It’s like my body’s on overdrive. And it keeps changing, too. Like there are currents under my skin and they’re shifting and flexing.

But I keep my head down. I run the pilates class and the spin class as I normally would. It’s weird, my body feels smaller but I feel just as strong. As though I’ve got some inner fire powering all my movements.

At the end of the day, I’m feeling even more slender. I get changed in a private cubicle, and to my surprise and delight, I have a small, but definite pair of round, soft breasts, growing where my pecs used to be.

I pull on my clothes and hurry out, but as I do, my phone starts to buzz. It’s Rich, a message from him.

Five simple words. But they’re going to have a very, very big impact.

You’ve got to see this.

∞ ∞ ∞

I told Rich to come round to mine as soon as he could. The thought that Rich might be coming round to show me his cock is pretty damn exciting.

I’m sitting waiting for Rich. I’ve got a can of beer open and I’m trying desperately to relax, but I’m struggling. 

Rich is my friend. My best friend. I’ve known him for years. But all of a sudden it’s like a door’s been opened in my brain and I’m seeing him in a new light. Rich isn’t just Rich any more. 

He’s a hulking, powerful, big-dicked stud. And I can’t wait to see him.

But it’s not right. Even if I am changing into a woman. It doesn’t mean I should fuck my best friend.

No. Never mind fuck. It didn’t mean that I should be thinking in this way about him. It’s wrong. Plus, I’m not even a woman just yet. Not even close. I stick my hand down my pants and feel my dick.

It’s still down there. Admittedly, it’s maybe a little smaller. Which is fucking weird, of course. But it’s definitely there. I absentmindedly fondle my balls. I get no real pleasure from it. Not like I used to.

It’s like all the sensation from my cock has spread round to the rest of my body.

I swirl my beer around and take another sip. Even this tastes better. And it’s just cheap stuff, nothing special at all. Not a fancy IPA or a Pilsener. It’s just a simple lager. But it tastes magnificent.

Cool, slightly sweet, unbelievably crisp.

There’s a brisk knock at my front door.

‘Open up!’

It’s Rich. 

‘Coming,’ I say. A rush of blood beats around my body, making me squirm with anticipation.

Come on, Brandon. It’s just Rich. Your dumb friend. The friend you’ve known for years. The friend who has never made you horny before.

I open the cheap door with a jerky click and smile.

My jaw almost hits the floor. What the fuck has happened to Rich?

‘Um, hi,’ he says. He smiles sheepishly. A kind of self-aware expression that I can’t remember ever seeing on my friend’s face before. 

‘Rich, what on earth?’

His eyes narrow, squinting at me.

‘Wait — you look different.’

‘That’s fucking ironic, coming from you!’

And it was. Because Rich looked as though someone had, I dunno, sharpened him up. Like they’d taken all of his soft edges and hardened them. His jaw — more keen. His eyes, wider, more thickly lashed. He looked like a fucking model now. And I swear he was almost half a foot taller than he had been yesterday.

Rich steps into my apartment.

‘Well, yes, it’s true, I’ve been going through some changes of my own.’ He runs his hand through his dark black hair. ‘But at least my hair is still the same color.

I instinctively raise a hand to my own hair.

‘And,’ he continues, ‘the same length. It must be the genie. I knew that trusting in that peddler of occult goods would gift us good favor.’

He looks kinda like Rich. But he doesn’t sound anything like him.

‘Rich,’ I say, grabbing a beer out of the fridge for my friend. ‘You didn’t just wish for a bigger dick, did you?’

Rich smirks, takes the beer, opens it.

‘I didn’t actually wish for anything,’ he says, taking a long swig. ‘She saw straight into my soul. Into yours, too. And she identified my deepest, darkest wish. Turns out, what I’ve always wanted, more than anything else, is to be smart.’

Smart. God. I’d never thought at all that Rich was anything other than totally happy with being the person he was. The thought of him secretly wanting to be smarter than he was made me feel kinda sad.

‘So your dick is still —’

‘Well, no, that’s also definitely changing.’

Is he blushing? It’s the first time I’ve ever seen him anything but composed and confident, and it’s freaking me out. But it’s also making me feel something else. Something deep inside me, something big and powerful.

I can’t help but flick my eyes down to Rich’s crotch. I imagine what’s in there. It must be thick, heavy.

Fuck. Just thinking about his cock is making me pant. Literally.

‘Are you OK?’ he asks, genuine concern on his face.

I nod. I don’t trust my voice.

He takes another sip of his beer. ‘So, what did you wish for? Or rather, more accurately, what did your soul ask of her?’

Should I tell him? I’d been planning on just listening to him, hoping he’d just spill his guts and then leave. But now he’s asking, straight up, I’m finding it hard not to be honest.

‘Well,’ I say. I’m about to tell him, when he lets out a yelp of pain. ‘What’s the matter?’ I ask.

He puts his beer down and his hands shoot to his crotch.

‘I’m OK,’ he says, but theres anguish in his eyes. ‘I think it’s just…expanding again.’

‘Expanding?’ My mouth is dry, my lips sticky. I blink, and I absentmindedly trail a hand down over my body. There are curves there now, curves I didn’t have before.

‘Mhmm,’ he says.

‘Does it hurt?’ I ask, in a breathy voice.

‘No,’ he replies, ‘quite the opposite. It feels fucking amazing. Like, it’s almost unbearably good.’

A sudden, dark thought flashes through my mind.

‘So what does it look like?’ I ask. I keep my voice innocent.

‘It looks like my dick, but a heck of a lot bigger. And, I dunno, it’s like, straighter and stuff.’

A nice, thick, straight cock. The kind of cock that could really do me some damage. The kind of cock that could really push my pussy lips apart and…

Oh yeah, I don’t have a pussy. Yet.

‘Don’t you think I should take a look?’ I ask. Still innocent. Still friendly.

‘Take a look?’ he asks, confused. ‘Do you want to see my cock?’

‘No!’ I say, pretending to be shocked at the thought. ‘Only in a professional capacity. I’ve got a physiotherapy qualification. I’m practically a doctor. I should just have a look. Make sure that everything is in order. Make sure that it’s all healthy.’

‘I don’t know,’ he says. ‘I don’t know if it’s appropriate for you to see my cock. It’s private.’

‘Oh come on,’ I say, rolling my eyes and smiling. ‘It’s nothing I haven’t seen before. I work at a fucking gym for God’s sake. I see cocks every day.’

He levels his eyes, looks straight at me.

‘Not like this cock, you haven’t.’

Fuckfuckfuck I feel so fucking turned on. I want to see his dick, want to touch it.

‘Stand up,’ I say. ‘Let nursey have a look. Just for piece of mind. I’m sure everything’s fine.’

He moves — slow at first and then more surely. As he rises to his full, imposing height, I look him up and down. His body is so solid. Like he’s been carved out of stone. Way more powerfully built than I’d ever been, even before the start of my transformation. I wonder what it would feel like to be pushed up against that body, to have him grip me in those huge hands, to have him squeeze and pound into me.

My groin feels different to normal. Feels tighter and hotter than before. It’s a weirdly familiar feeling, but also totally alien, too.

‘Now,’ I say, kneeling down before him, ‘I’m going to undo your pants now, so that I can see what’s going on.’

I bite my lip, and reach up to his belt. As I start to unbuckle it, Rich says, ‘You look different, you know.’ His voice catches in his throat. ‘You look, like, good. Like, your hair’s nice. And your face looks, I dunno, soft.’

Even with his new-found intelligence, Rich isn’t doing a great job of expressing himself. But it’s really fucking hot. He obviously likes what he sees, but he’s too torn to admit it.

Not like me. I’m just acting like a little slut. Like a cock-hungry whore. I’m not even a woman yet, and I’m already relishing the idea of sucking my first cock.

The belt comes away. With every touch of my fingertips on his pants, I feel a tiny surge of pleasure. I can barely imagine how good it’s going to feel to touch his skin.

Now it’s his buttons — small metal circles that come apart in my fingers.

‘Are you sure we should be doing this?’ He asks. I feel a throbbing pulse in my chest, and I actually know that my breasts are swelling, growing, ripening right now, as I slip my best friends pants down over his underwear.

He lets out a sigh of something like pleasure. Maybe it’s just release. Maybe it’s in fact just a sigh of anxiety.

‘Does it hurt?’ I say.

I can see his dick inside his briefs. A solid lump of flesh, pushing outward. I hook my fingers under the hem of the fabric and gently tug down.

‘It doesn’t hurt,’ he says.

As his briefs finally slide down over his thighs, I see his cock in all its glory. It’s not just big — it’s beautiful. A thick, proud, rod, gently bobbing away from his body. He’s half-hard, must be. So being near me like this has to be exciting for him.

I look up at him, eyes wide with innocence.

‘Does it always look like you’ve got a semi?’

He blushes, again. Deeper red this time. His whole face burning bright with shame.

‘Y-yes, that’s right.’ He says. But I know he’s lying. ‘Ever since we rubbed that lamp, I’ve been permanently at half mast.’

‘Wow,’ I say. ‘You’d have thought that around me there’s no way you’d be able to get an erection.’

As I speak, I can see that his dick is getting even harder, even thicker with blood.

‘I know,’ he says. He licks his lips, moistening them. ‘It’s fucked up.’

‘Now,’ I say, pretending to get official. ‘It looks healthy enough. Does it hurt when I do this?’

I move my hand slowly up and touch his member with the softest, mot gentle touch I can imagine. He reacts instantly — a soft groan leaves his lips and his dick strains against my touch.

‘No,’ he whispers, ‘it doesn’t hurt.’

‘And now?’

I tenderly reach my fingers around his thick cock. I can’t believe I’m doing this. I can’t believe I’m touching Rich’s cock. And even more. I can’t believe just how hot I’m finding it.

‘Is this purely scientific?’

I grip a little tighter. I’ve never touched another man’s cock before. It feels hard and soft at the same time. So warm against my skin. So solid and powerful. I start to gently, oh-so-slowly move my hand up and down around his shaft.

I let out a sigh of tension and excitement. My heart is pounding away in my chest like a galloping horse and my breathing is deep and heavy.

‘It’s all part of the examination.’ I say. ‘Tell me how it feels?’

He closes his eyes for a moment, then opens them. ‘It feels good,’ he says, ‘it feels really fucking good. Your hand is so soft, so smooth.’ He starts to gently thrust forward against my movement. 

‘How about now?’ I ask. And I gently lean in, so that my lips are just inches away from the tip of him. I can smell his cock now — earthy, dark, a metallic scent. I’m desperate to take him into me, to taste him.

But as I part my lips, his eyes snap open and he looks straight down.

‘No,’ he says, ‘this is wrong. You’re my friend. And you’re a fucking man. I’m not gay.’

I feel an icy spear through me. My lust ebbs away and I feel vulnerable.

‘I’m sorry,’ he says. He pulls back, grabs his pants, yanks them up. Then, in seconds, he’s gone.

∞ ∞ ∞

When I wake up the next morning, memories of last night’s dreams are fading from my memory. I always have fucked-up dreams, but nothing like this. They were the kind of dreams which weave in and out of making sense and not making sense, the kind of meandering, amorphous stories that only really mean anything when you’re living in them.

One thing I do remember is that these dreams were extremely sexual. And very, very explicit.

There are images of me as a tiny creature, riding on top of huge cocks, rubbing my genitals against veiny bumps and clefted glans tips, being kissed by wet dicks and hugging shafts tight.

I’ve got a headache. All these images are making me feel faint, and I’ve only just woken up.

I reach up, rub my head, trying to smooth away the pain. I’m taken aback by just how long my hair is. It must be almost down to my shoulders now. And when I pull a strand down over my eyes, I’m amazed to see that it’s entirely blond. Like, golden blond. Super bright, like soft, glowing honey.

‘Oh shit,’ I say. Because I can feel it. It’s really happened for me.

When I shift my weight, pull my legs over the side of the bed, I can feel the difference in my body.

I’m so caught up in the way everything feels that I almost ignore just how different — just how light and bright my voice sounds. Musical, sultry, entirely feminine. 

‘Hello boys.’ I say, trying it out again, making it sound lower, more husky. Damn, I sound sexy.

I never used to like my voice. It was so nondescript, so average. Not anymore. Now, I sound extraordinary.

My body feels so tight and strange. I begin to run my hands down over my shoulders, my clavicles. Then, for the first time today, I let my fingers linger over my chest. I look down, and I’m amazed to see just how — well, just how large I was.

I’m amazed by just how fucking good it feels. It’s like my skin has just come alive for the first time. I’m fucking shivering, shaking as I gently stroke myself, as my fingers touch slowly. I swirl them around each breast, circling the nipple, straying closer and closer to my small, caramel-colored nipples. And then, as I caress the edge of the areolae, I let out a shriek of surprise.

It feels like I’m on fire with pleasure.

Like ecstasy is oozing from my skin.

I play with my nipples, squeezing the pliable flesh between my fingers, gently clamping then pinching hard. Each feeling is a brand-new sensation, something I’ve never experienced before.

My knees tremble and I feel a sudden tightness between my legs, right at my center. It’s so strong and overwhelming that I collapse back onto my bed, feeling my body splay out. But I keep my hands on my chest. I hungrily gather my flesh and pull my nipple up towards my mouth, then I extend my tongue, hungrily licking.

The feeling of my thick tongue over my nipple, the slick, wet, coolness of the saliva, sends my wild.

Is this how all women feel? Is this what it’s really like? I can’t believe how crappy men have it. There’s so much more to life than that which the meager senses of a man’s body can discern.

My other hand plunges down beneath the waistband of my briefs. Its loose against my waist, and my hand easily slips through.

When I reach the place my cock should be, I almost scream. I know it’s gone, know that there’s no way my dick can still be there, but being confronted with its absence is still fucking insane.

Even my pubic hair is different. It used to be so wiry and thick. Now, it’s a soft, fluffy mound. So much shorter and neater. I peek down and see that even my pubic hair is blond now. 

My hand goes further. I look down and see my pussy. It’s beautiful and terrifying.

I’ve wanted this for so long — my whole life — but now it’s finally happening, it’s difficult to feel as though this is good. The power that this genie has access to is horrifying.

But it feels good. At least it fucking feels good.

Two soft, pliable lips. So silky — like they’re coated in velvet. I slip my finger between them, delicately part them. The sensation is incredible. The lips are more sensitive than my cock ever was, than my fingers are, even than the tongue and lips of my mouth are.

As I slip my fingers into me, I can feel them with such incredible detail that it’s mind-boggling. And it’s not just the detail. The pleasure is overwhelming. With each gentle stretch, a rush of ecstasy floods my body. 

And the deeper I push, the more intense the pleasure. The more irresistible the sensation.

Then, almost by accident, I brush up against my clit. It’s like an explosion has gone on in my body. I grab my breast hard and squeeze. I let out a low moan and grind my butt down into the bed. Then I push my groin up and start to slip my fingers over the slick, wet nub. 

And it’s so wet. So fucking wet. My body is pumping out juice. I coat my hands with it, using it to slip my fingers in and out.

While I do it, I think about Rich’s nice, thick cock. I think about it pumping into me, spreading my lips wide, pushing its way into my inside and coating my with cum. First my tits, then my belly, then spraying white seed all over my cunt.

And as I imagine it, my body lights up — a fireworks display of bliss — and I see white light, blue light. All my muscles tense, as though my body is an instrument, and its playing a tune, and in unity, I come, so fucking hard I scream, so fucking hard I think I’m going to die.

But I don’t. I live. 

I lay panting on the bed, covered with sweat. My chest heaves up and down in exhausted relaxation.

‘Fuck me.’ The words leave my lips without me even having a chance to realize I’ve said them.

I rest here for ten minutes. Just luxuriating in the post-orgasm glow. I feel so in tune with everything. Just lying here, I can here birds, traffic, even the beat of my own heart. It’s like the universe is talking to me, speaking to me, telling me that everything is going to be alright.

Well, either that, or it’s just the happy hormones buzzing round my body. One or the other.

Eventually, I get up. Every step feels new — it’s like I’m just finding myself for the first time. Even the soles of my feet are different. Smoother, more sensitive.

It’s so dumb, but even the floor feels new underneath me.

I’m eager to see what I look like. I’ve got a full-length mirror in my wardrobe. I open the door and gasp.

Staring back at me is someone I barely recognize. 

She’s tall, slender, and her skin is the color of peaches and cream. Her body is shapely, curvaceous and soft, but tight at the same time. Her stomach is toned and taut, with the barest hint of a six-pack under the smooth skin.

Her breasts are full and firm and perky, pointing slightly upwards. Her shoulders are sleight and supple, and her throat is elegant and beautiful.

She’s got piercing, incredibly bright blue eyes. They seem to shine from the center of her face. They’re fringed by long, thick, dark lashes. Her nose is cute as a button - straight and slightly upturned. Her lips are thick and moist and they seem to pout gently. They’re the color of sun-kissed strawberries and they look so good that kissing them feels like the only natural reaction.

Her hair is spun gold, the color of sunlight on honey. 

She’s incredible. She’s powerful. She’s me.

I can’t believe this is really happening. I run my hands up and down my body, and I turn so that I can see my behind. My butt’s as pert and perky as my tits are full and sexy.

God damn, if I wasn’t a woman I’d want to fuck me. In fact, and I know this is perverted, but I’m turning myself on, because never mind the fact that I want Rich’s cock in me, I also want my own fingers in there, want them playing over my clit and slipping in and out of my welcoming pussy.

But I can’t. I don’t have time for that. I’ve got things I need to do. Because if I’m going to seduce Rich tonight, I’m going to need some clothes that I can actually wear.

∞ ∞ ∞
I’m gonna let you on a little secret: going shopping for clothes as a girl is kinda different to shopping for them as a guy.

Well, the first different thing, in my specific case, is that you turn up to the shop dressed in really poorly fitting, male clothing.

‘I love your style.’ I can tell that the sales assistant is just humoring me, but she sounds as though there’s a chance she’s being genuine.

‘Thank you,’ I say. I still get a kick out of hearing my voice like this. So high-pitched and trembly. ‘But honestly I just through this outfit on, barely gave it any thought.’

The ‘outfit’ is a t-shirt, tied high above my navel, and a pair of shorts, fastened with a belt I had to make an extra hole for the buckle in.

‘Oh that’s the way with the best outfits,’ she replies, her cute green eyes widening with mirth. ‘So, are you looking for anything in particular?’

I’m in a little boutique. I’ve walked past this place so many times before, never really given it any thought at all. And now, here I am, asking to see sexy outfits like I do it every day.

‘Well, I’ve got a hot date tonight, so I need something to impress my date.’

‘Oooh, exciting,’ she squeals. ‘So what sort of date is it? You going somewhere fancy? Or is more of a kind of fun thing?’

I must have looked confused. ‘I guess I don’t really know what we’re going to be doing.’

‘Oh a blind date!’ she says, clapping her hands together, ‘that’s the most exciting type.’

‘So I guess what I need is something that’s very practical and adaptable. Something that’s good in any circumstance. But sexy, too. It needs to be sexy.’

She giggles. 

‘Girl, with your figure, a fricking garbage sack would look sexy.’

She shows me around the store, taking her time. It felt as though she was individually examining every single garment in the shop, trying to find the absolute perfect thing for me.

Eventually though, when she holds up the coat-hanger with the dress on it, I know that she’d made the right decision. It’s absolutely incredible.

‘The little black dress,’ she says, ‘is the answer to the date question. It can be fun, classy, rugged, romantic. But it’s always sexy.’

I’ve never tried on a dress before. It’s kinda complicated. OK, well, maybe that’s overselling it slightly, but it’s definitely more complicated than just slipping on a pair of pants and a t-shirt

But when I look at my reflection in the mirror, I see that this was totally worth the effort. 

And I know exactly what I have to do next. I buy the dress, and I hit the road.

 

Rich works in a blacksmiths on the outskirts of town. I head there on the bus. I’m amazed by the looks I get from the male passengers. Their eyes are all over me, ogling the soft sweep of my bosom and the long elegance of my legs.

I feel almost naked. The dress is so short on the leg and deep on the bust. I wonder what all these men must think I’m doing, so early in the day, dressed so provocatively.

I wonder if they think I work in a sex dungeon. That I’m on my way to discipline a bunch of sniveling submissives. I wonder if they’re imagining me, a whip in my hand and my teeth clenched tight.

I’ve always been jealous of the power that women have over men. I mean sure, in society, men still wield the power of authority over women in the traditional sense. Even though it’s slowly changing, thank goodness. But the sexual power, the power to stop a man in his tracks with just a look, that’s always been something that women have been in control of. I don’t think that’s ever going to change.

I get off the bus and dust down my dress. I’m not dirty of course, but I’m nervous about Rich seeing me like this. It’s the first time he’ll have ever seen me as a woman. I hope it’s not a disappointment. 

I can smell the furnace, feel the heat from out here. I’ve never visited Rich at work before — why would I? I’ve never even seen what a blacksmith’s looks like.

There’s no real door, as such, it looks almost like an open warehouse or garage. I can see the flames inside the forge flickering, the orange light casting wavering shadows over the inside of the space.

And there, right next to the forge, is Rich. He’s stripped naked to the waist. His hulking torso is beaded with sweat and glistens in the flickering light. It’s amazing to watch him move, to see the power behind each of the strokes of his hammer.

I can’t see what he’s hammering on the anvil, but he’s got it gripped in his left arm. He strikes it, then rotates it. Strikes it, then rotates. Each time he hits it, flakes of red hot iron slip down onto the floor of his workshop, sizzling with energy.

‘Hello?’ I call out to him from outside the store. Rich’s face jerks up, away from his work. He looks at me for a second. But he’s never looked at me quite like this before.

With lust.

‘How can I help?’ His voice is strong, rugged. He puts his hammer down on a folded piece of oiled cloth, rests whatever it is he’s working on the ground.

‘Um…’ I haven’t really thought this through. What am I going to say to him? Am I going to come clean? Maybe I shouldn’t. It might put him off.

But I want to fuck him. Want to feel his cock inside me. And there’s no way that I can do that without telling him, is there? I mean, that would just be wrong.

‘Yeah?’ He steps forward, his strong jaw and short stubble glinting with sweat. He looks fucking incredible. He’s not just ripped, he’s strong. Powerful. He doesn’t just use that body to lift weights. He uses to wield a huge hammer, to beat molten metal into shape.

He’s a machine. And I wonder what that machine could do to me. I wonder what shapes he could beat me into.

‘I’m here with a commission,’ I say. My voice sounds soft, silky, and very seductive.

His eyes are roving over my body, straying over my chest, my hips, my legs. My eyes are doing the same. Taking in his pecs, his abs, and flitting down to the bulge in his crotch. I know what’s in there. And I want to get it out.

‘Oh yeah,’ he says. ‘You’ve got some work that needs doing?’

‘Mhmm,’ I say, biting my lip. ‘You’re a craftsman, aren’t you?’

He nods. 

‘I need a craftsman to examine something for me. To let me know what he thinks. Whether it’s a good piece of work.’

‘Sounds interesting.’ He licks his lips, and pulls his forearm over his brow, wiping the sweat away.

‘Have you got anywhere more private?’ I ask.

‘More private?’ He walks to the wall and pushes a button. There’s a clunk, and the doors of the workshop start to drop down from above. In seconds, the entrance is sealed up tight. The only light in the place is emanating from the forge.

‘So?’ he asks, turning back toward me, ‘is this private enough for you?’

‘It’ll do,’ I say. I reach round to the back of my dress. ‘You see, I’ve gone through quite a lot of changes recently.’ I’m panting gently, so full of lust. I can feel my pussy start to get so fucking wet. Just the thought of being this close to him. Alone with him.

‘Changes?’ he says. As he moves closer, his eyes narrow. ‘Hey don’t I know you from somewhere?’

I feel a pang of anxiety. Then I nod.

‘Who are you?’ he says. His voice is wavering, his brow sweaty again.

‘Don’t you know?’ I ask. My hand trails down between my tits. ‘Can’t you tell?’

He pauses for a second. Then his mouth drops open. ‘Brandon?’ His voice is coarse, like gravel.

I shake my head. ‘It’s Brandy now. Brandon’s gone.’ I reach round and unzip the back of my dress, then I let it fall to the ground in a heap round my feet.

He gawps at me for a second, then composes himself. ‘So your wish. It wasn’t just to have a good body? You wanted to be a woman?’

‘Always have,’ I nod.

He steps forward, closer to me. Strokes his chin nervously. ‘So what’s it like?’

I shimmy left and right, showing him my incredible body. ‘What does it look like?’

‘It looks… well, it looks fucking amazing!’

‘You wanna touch?’ I see. My eyes innocent.

His expression immediately changes. He holds up his hand. ‘I dunno, I mean, you’re still, you know—’

‘Brandon’s gone,’ I say again. I reach behind me, unclasp my bra. I let it flutter down to join my dress. ‘Gosh it’s so warm in here, isn’t it?’ I say. ‘How do you work in this heat.’ My tits bounce gently against my chest. I walk forward, closing the gap between us.

‘Fuck Brandon — Brandy, I mean, I dunno I just.’

‘If you don’t want to touch me,’ I say, looking down at his crotch, ‘then why is your brand-new dick poking out from your pants?

He looks down and his eyes widen with surprise.

‘That’s just,’ he says, struggling for the right words, ‘that’s just a natural reaction, that doesn’t mean, that I like—’

‘So,’ I say, butting in, ‘you don’t like it when I do this?’ I reach in, hold the palm of my hand against the bulge in his groin. It’s hard and warm. I rub it gently, and I feel him strain against me, pushing hungrily into me.

‘Stop,’ he says. But he’s still pushing, rubbing his dick on me. I look at the tip of his cock, bulging and red, hungry for me.

‘You’re the one rubbing,’ I say, my voice a whisper. ‘You can stop if you want.’ He pauses for a second, just stands still, and rests his heavy cock against me. There’s a moment, and then he groans and starts to move again, rubbing against me.

‘This is wrong, but it feels so fucking good.’

The forge crackles and spits, and Rich’s eyes glow bright in the light. He looks like a God.

‘It’d feel good if you touched me,’ I pant. I reach out and take his hand, bringing it to me body. His skin is rough against main, but it feels wonderful to finally have his hand on me. 

He instantly grips me, just gently, feeling the smooth softness of the skin of my arm. Then, he sweeps his hand over my body.

‘Feels so real,’ he says. ‘Like a real woman.’

‘I am a real woman,’ I say. ‘Go on, take a look. Pull off my panties. Look at what I’ve got between my legs.’

He does as I say, while I rub the fabric over his hard dick. His cock has gotten even longer. There’s now a good few inches peeping out of his briefs. I let my fingertips stray onto his bare flesh.

He tugs my panties down and his eyes widen.

‘Fuck!’ he grunts. ‘You’ve got a fucking pussy.’

‘Mmmhmm,’ I reply. ‘And it feels just like any woman’s pussy.’ I shift my groin up so that his finger tips graze the tip of my pussy. ‘See?’

He nods, blinking intensely. There’s a look of amazing concentration on his face, like he’s trying so hard not to cross a line.

‘Don’t you want to push your fingers into me?’ I ask, biting my lip. I rub harder, more insistently, and then, I curl the tips of my fingers up over his pants and gently, subtly I pull them down.

At first he doesn’t notice, but then, when it’s too late, when his cock springs free and bobs up before me, he looks at me.

‘Hey,’ he says, ‘that’s not a good idea.’ He seems nervous, anxious.

‘Rich,’ I say, my lust finally taking hold of me. ‘You’re a man. I’m a woman. We’re fucking naked together. I’ve got my hand wrapped around your thick, hard cock.’

I start to gently pump his cock. I’m thrilled to feel the skin of it, the warm hardness of it.

‘That feels so fucking good,’ he says, sighing deep.

‘It’s because I know what feels good,’ I say, ‘I know exactly what a man wants. And I want to do it all to you, Rich. My pussy is aching for you. I’m a virgin. No one’s ever fucked my pussy before. I want you to be my first.’

I pull myself in closer to him, pressing my soft body into his hard body.

‘Brandy,’ he says, ‘I’ve never fucked anyone with this new cock, either. And I want you to be my first.’ 

Then, he grips me in his impossibly strong hands, pulls me in tight, and slips his tongue into my mouth.

Instant electricity. It’s never felt like this before. Ever. My mouth tingles with the sensation of Rich exploring it. Everything about it is making me shiver and shake. The scrape of his stubble into my smooth skin. The way his hand tugs at my long blond hair. The shift of his cock against my toned belly.

His hand on my ass.

His hand between my legs.

His fingers, slipping between the slick lips of my virgin pussy.

‘Fuck, Rich,’ I whimper as his thick digits split me open like a peach.

‘So fucking wet,’ he moans. He pulls his fingers out, holds them to my mouth. ‘Taste it — taste your pussy.’ I do as he asks, and I’m amazed by how clean and sweet I taste.

‘Now it’s my turn.’

He grabs me and lifts me up. It’s ridiculous how light I must be to him, because he hoists me all the way up so that I’m sitting with a leg on each of his shoulders, with my pussy pressed into his face.

I feel his tongue instantly, probing me, licking up and down the length of my opening. It’s like nothing I’ve ever experienced. I’ve had blow jobs before, obviously, but this is nothing like that.

This is all encompassing. Overwhelming. Like his tongue is wrapping around my entire body, like it’s entering me from every angle.

‘Jesus,’ I say, ‘I can’t handle—’ and then I have to stop, because he’s licking my clit — sucking it, nibbling it, and I don’t think I know what’s happening any more, because I start to see lights, colors, and my body spasms and jerks.

‘Fuck Rich, I’m gonna…’

My orgasm is so powerful that I throw my head back, bucking and yelping like an animal. Rich has to grab me so that I don’t fall off his shoulders. It’s like an earthquake ripping through me, tearing me asunder.

‘Now,’ he says, when I’ve finished panting, ‘I’m gonna fuck you. And I’m gonna fill you up with spunk.’

He lifts me off his shoulders and dumps me roughly on the ground. I yelp, but it’s a yelp of pleasure. I love how rough he’s being with me.

Then he’s on me. His cock pressed against my opening, his dip gently dipping into the honey of my pussy. It feels stick and slippery, and my pussy is trying desperately to suck him into me.

And he slowly, fucking agonizingly slowly, pushes his monstrous cock straight into me. I feel everything — every vein, every fold of flesh, every tiny movement. It’s like my body is tuned into to the frequency of sex, and I’m picking up everything in high definition.

‘Your pussy feels so good,’ he says, thrusting into me. ‘It’s like a super-fucking pussy.’

‘It’s all yours,’ I reply. He groans, grabs my ass, fills me up with his cock entirely. It feels amazing — so satisfying. Instantly, I know that this is meant to be. This is who I am. This is who I’ve been waiting my whole life to become.

And then he fucks me. Relentless. So strong. He’s so fucking strong that I couldn’t escape, even if I wanted to. 

He holds me down, fucks me rough and deep, so hard I’m almost wincing with pleasure.

‘Je-sus-Fuck-rich-that-feels-so-good’ I say, each word in time with a pound of his groin.

Then he reaches down and as he slips in and out of me, he rubs a finger on my clit, up and down and round and round, gently circling, masterfully teasing, making me groan and moan with dirty fucking pleasure.

‘You fucking virgin slut,’ he says.

‘I’m you’re fucking whore,’ I say, ‘I want you to fuck me any way you want.’

He grunts, springs off, pulls me up and turns me round.

‘I wanna see that fucking ass,’ he says. He guides his fat cock back into me as I bend over like an animal. 

‘Like that,’ I whine, ‘just like that.’

His hand is back on my clit again and as his body thumps into mine I feel another orgasm building, stronger than the first, and as I collapse down, my tits pushed hard into the cold floor, I feel his dick explode in me, filling me with his seed. 

My own climax pulses through my body, and I see the most beautiful colors as I relax into the incredible power of my female form.

∞ ∞ ∞
It was the first time we fucked, but it certainly wasn’t the last. Over the coming weeks and months. I quit my job at the gym, set up a new business, a boot-camp style training regime — girls only, of course.

Rich and I moved in together soon after. Best friends with benefits. And every time we were intimate, it was like the first time. 

Sometimes I wonder whether the genie had granted us a wish she hadn’t told us about. Maybe our actual deepest wish wasn’t to change gender, or to have a bigger cock. Maybe it was just to find happiness

Exactly what we both have now.

∞ ∞ ∞
Hungry for more?

WANT A FREE STORY????

∞ ∞ ∞

Why not subscribe to my mailing list? I’ll send you a free story that’s only available through this sign-up. Not only that —  I’ll keep you up to date with all my latest gender swap erotica stories and news! Sign up here: http://eepurl.com/dmEOvz.

∞ ∞ ∞

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

∞ ∞ ∞

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

 


Gal

 

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


BOOK THREE



BIG BODY SWAP
‘I’m so bored, Eric!’

The sound of Natalie’s voice is soft and clear. We’re together in the shared lounge of our dorm house. It’s late on a Friday afternoon, and we’re playing rummy.

I’m not bored. Every second that I spend with Natalie is a second well spent. She’s about the most exciting, beautiful woman I’ve ever met, and I feel lucky just to get the chance to hang out with her.

‘Sorry,’ I say, glancing up from my hand of cards. ‘You want to play a different game?’ Of course she doesn’t want to play a different game. An attractive, fun, smart woman like Natalie doesn’t want to be playing games on a Friday night. She should be out on campus, cruising for guys and dancing, or whatever it is popular, charismatic people do.

But if that’s the case, why did she insist on staying in with me tonight? Why did she say that she’d do anything I wanted to do?

Natalie huffs, pouting out that cute lower lip, making her eyes large and stupidly bright.

‘I don’t wanna play cards anymore, Eric, I wanna do something actually fun.’ She puts her cards down on the table in front of her. As she does so, her arms squeeze her breasts together, pushing her cleavage so that it deepens. Try as I might, I can’t help myself from staring, just for a second, at her amazing bosom. ‘Hey!’ she squeaks, ‘I’m up here, Eric.’

I feel my cheeks instantly redden. It’s not the first time that Natalie has caught me checking her out like this. It’s embarrassing, but I can’t help myself when I’m around her, her body’s like a magnet for me.

‘Sorry,’ I say, sheepish and anxious. ‘I just…it’s just-’

It doesn’t help that Natalie’s wearing a seriously low-cut top. It’s a tiny little pink thing, and it barely covers her nipples. I can see the gray lace of her bra underneath the vest, just peeping out over the creamy skin of her bosom. 

Natalie is a very well endowed young lady. It feels as though her breasts just shouldn’t be this big and round and firm. Her body is slight — slim hips, small waist. But her cleavage is so generous and soft that it almost beggars belief.

‘It’s OK,’ she says, cutting me off. ‘I get it. I can be a little distracting for guys. Especially a guy like you, I’m guessing.’

I’m about to ask her what she means by that, but it’s obvious. I’m not exactly a hit with the ladies. It’s not that I’m ugly, exactly. I’m just kinda plain. 

Like wholemeal bread. No topping. Just a boring old slice of dry bread.

Natalie, on the other hand, is like a thick, juicy steak — dripping with flavor and shockingly pink on the inside. I wonder what it would be like to sink my teeth into that steak, to let my tongue run up and down its sweet, succulent side.

‘Sorry,’ I stammer again, trying to put the image of kissing Natalie’s private parts out of my mind.

‘Hey,’ she says, her blue eyes widening. ‘I’ve got an idea. Something that we can do that will give you some idea of what girls like you go through on a daily basis.’

What did she mean? 

‘Some kind of game?’ I ask.

‘Not exactly,’ she replies, giggling coyly. ‘But I can promise you it’ll be a heck of a lot more exciting than playing any more — what did you say it was called — rummy.’

I’m a computer science major, and I happen to think that rummy is one of the very best card games that you can play. Well, if you’re not counting Magic: The Gathering, of course. But there’s no way I’d be able to teach Natalie the rules. Not because she’s not smart enough, of course. She’s a philosophy major. It’s more that I doubt a fantasy card game featuring powerful spells and exotic creatures is the sort of thing she’d appreciate.

She licks her lip — her bright pink tongue peeping out. Then she bites the flesh of her lower lip in a way that causes a strange stirring in my pants. ‘So, are you in?’

I’m about to say that I don’t even know what she’s asking of me, but I stop myself. Because honestly, if I wasn’t hanging out with Natalie, what would I be doing?

‘You know,’ I say, annoyed by how weedy and nasal my voice always sounds, ‘you don’t have to hang out with me. You probably have a million other things you’d rather be doing, a million other people you’d rather be doing.’

It’s out of my mouth before I even realize what I’ve said.

Her eyes narrow. ‘A million other people I’d rather be doing?’ she asks, her voice laced with acid.

‘That’s not what I meant,’ I try to backtrack, holding my hands up in front of me, flapping them around desperately. ‘I meant, a million other people you’d rather be with.’ I explain. But the damage is already done.

She waits a moment, then says, ‘You know, under the circumstances, I think my little game is even more appropriate.’

‘OK, OK,’ I say, trying to make up for my mistake. ‘I’m in. Whatever you want to do, I’ll do it.’

A huge, wicked-looking smile flashes across her lips. ‘Oh I’m so glad to hear that, Eric. Let me show you something.’

She reaches forward and takes hold of my hand. Her skin is soft and warm and in that moment I realize it’s the first time I’ve ever touched her. Instantly, my forehead prickles with sweat, my heart beats faster in my chest. My own hand is clammy and limp.

‘Where are we going?’ I ask, pathetically.

‘Just upstairs to my room,’ she responds.

She leads me quickly, tugging at me, seemingly desperate to get me up the stairs and into her boudoir. ‘Am I allowed in?’ I ask, as she’s about to push the door open.

Natalie turns and gives me the kind of look you’d give to a local idiot. ‘Are you seriously asking me if you’re allowed in my room?’

‘I know it sounds dumb, I’ve just never been in a girl’s bedroom before.’

She rolls her eyes and pushes the door open. ‘Come on, Eric. It’s about time you got comfortable with girl’s things.’

I don’t really understand what she means, but I follow her in anyway.

The first thing that surprises me is the smell. I keep my room clean, but this isn’t the smell of disinfectant and surface wipes. This is the smell of sweet roses, cream, and ripe red strawberries.

The room is small — smaller than mine, in fact. But it’s absolutely stuffed with things. The most striking thing is an adult-sized mannequin. It must be modeled on Natalie, because it’s got a tiny waist and huge breasts. Fitted to the mannequin is a corset — a tight, black thing that looks as though it would be painful to wear. Just looking at the black, lacy piece of underwear is enough to get my pulse pounding.

‘Is that a corset?’ I ask. As I speak, my voice breaks slightly. I sound like a teenager going through puberty.

‘Of corset is,’ she says, playfully, then, she giggles as though she’s made the funniest joke in the history of time. ‘No seriously, yes, that’s a corset. Something of a hobby of mine, in fact. I make, and wear corsets.’ Then, in a moment that takes me by surprise, she lifts the lower hem of her vest, and shows me that the gray of her bra actually extends all the way down her body.

‘I don’t, I mean, I didn’t know.’ I say. I’m burbling like a mess, barely able to get my words out now. 

‘Yeah. There’s nothing quite as exciting as wearing a corset. It’s like you’re in on a special secret that no-one else knows about. The kind of secret that’s dangerous and sexy. Do you like corsets?’

‘No. I mean, yes. I mean, I think they’re very nice.’ I sound like the spluttering engine of a broken-down car. ‘That is, if the woman is wearing it out of choice. If it’s her choice.’

‘So you’re against forced corsetry?’ she asks mischievously. 

I take a moment. ‘Sorry if I’m being an idiot.’

‘Don’t be silly.’ She takes my hand again. ‘I think you’re being sweet. I’m only teasing you, anyway, Eric.’ Her smile is as calm and reassuring as a spring morning.

I breathe a sigh of relief.

‘Why don’t you have a seat on the bed? I’ll tell you my plan.’

The bed? Not only am I in a girl’s room — a stupidly attractive girl’s room at that — but I’m about to sit on her bed. This is almost too ridiculous to be true.

It’s soft — much softer than my bed. It’s more feminine somehow. I know that’s a dumb thing to say — a bed can’t be feminine. But there you go.

‘You know,’ says Natalie. ‘Ever since we met at the start of the year, I’ve thought you’re really beautiful.’

What. The. Fuck.

‘Uhh…’ I groan, ‘I…ughhh.’

She laughs. ‘You silly thing. I don’t mean that I think you’re handsome. I mean, beautiful. As in, I think you’ve got a real feminine quality to you.’

‘Feminine?’

‘Haven’t you ever thought that you’re kinda androgynous-looking?

There’s actually a mirror on the wall opposite where I’m sitting. I glance at myself in it. Now that I think of it, I guess there is something kind of androgynous about me. The shape of my eyes. My pouty lips. But I’m still definitely masculine, overall. ‘I guess I’ve never thought about it before,’ I say, my voice still weak and trembling.

‘Well take it from me, you’d look gorgeous as a woman.’

I sit there in silence. There’s something between Natalie and I. Some strange vibration, a tense, hard connection that seems to have gripped me so hard I can’t say a word.

‘Have you ever thought of dressing as a woman, Eric?’ Her voice is suddenly different: sexy and deep, almost like honey being dripped into my ear.

‘Uh, no.’ I reply. Feels like my t-shirt is suddenly tight around my neck. I pull the fabric away from my skin.

‘You said you’d be up for doing whatever I felt like, didn’t you?’ She purrs.

I glance over at the corset on the mannequin.

‘You want me to wear that, don’t you?’ I say. There’s real fear in my voice now. But the fear comes from a very specific place. This feels like a prank. Like a joke. Because there’s no way that someone as pretty as Natalie actually wants to see me dressed in lingerie. She must be having a joke at my expense. Any second now, someone’s going to jump out of a closet and show me that they’ve been filming me this whole time.

Natalie fixes me with those piercing blue eyes. ‘I made that corset especially for you, Eric. I’d really like to see you wearing it.’ Her cheeks flush with pink. ‘Fuck, even thinking about it is making me seriously fucking horny.’

OK, now I know for a fact that she has to be pranking me.

‘Is this a joke?’ I finally manage to say.

‘A joke?’ she asks, looking genuinely hurt. ‘This is nothing of the sort! We’re friends, Eric. And the last thing I want to do to you is to humiliate you. I can’t think of anything worse.’

She seems like she’s being honest with me. 

But can I really agree to trying on women’s clothing, just because I told my dorm-mate that I’d do whatever she wanted?

There’s another niggling doubt at the back of my mind.

What if I try on the corset, and I really like it? Like really like it? Because when I think about that silky, lacy fabric against my skin, it’s kinda making me feel excited, in a very physical way.

‘Um,’ I whimper. ‘I don’t know.’ I swallow, hard.

‘Eric,’ says Natalie, as she walks over to the door. ‘You don’t have a choice.’ There’s a click as she turns the key. Then she takes it out, and drops it between her magnificent breasts.

∞ ∞ ∞

‘You can’t see me in the mirror or anything, can you?’

I’m standing behind an old-fashioned oriental dressing stand — panels of tight-stretched red silk, held between thick bamboo. It’s the kind of furniture I’d have expected to see in an opium den or a brothel. Natalie though, seems to have a taste for the exotic.

‘Not even an inch of you,’ she says. There’s a playful note to her voice. Can she see that I’m standing here in my boxer shorts, about to take them off.

‘Is it really important that I’m totally naked underneath the corset? I can’t keep on my t-shirt?’

She makes a disgusted-sounding snort. ‘Of course you have to be naked. I slaved away on that garment for months, to make sure that it would fit you absolutely perfectly. There’s no point in trying it on over something else. It wouldn’t fit you just right. And that’s the whole point of this. You don’t want to be dressing up as a woman for no reason whatsoever, do you?’

Damn. I hadn’t even thought of it like that. I’m about to dress up as a woman. I know it might seem obvious, but up until right now, I’ve somehow managed to convince myself that this is something else. Just doing a favor for a friend.

But the truth is, I’m about to feel the touch of female clothes against my body.

Something about that makes me feel strange all over again. 

‘Have you got it on yet?’ she says. ‘You’ve gone all quiet.’

‘I’m still just trying to work out how to put it on,’ I reply. There’s some truth to that. I take the black garment off the mannequin where it’s been resting and examine it. It’s pretty damn confusing.

‘You just need to loosen it at the back first, all those laces need to be nice and relaxed so that you can get it on.’

I turn it over in my hands, looking at the laces on the back. I start to loosen them as Natalie suggests. There’s so many of them it takes me a while to get them all evenly undone.

‘Now what?’

‘Now you wrap it around you, with the hooks at the front and the laces at the back. Make sure that the modesty panel is in place at the rear. You don’t want anyone to be able to see your back. That would be most improper.’

Most improper? She sounds like she’s from some British period drama.

I wrap the corset around my body. The feeling of the satin material against my skin is magic.

‘It’s a satin and steel-boned corset,’ she says. ‘It’s pretty heavy duty. It’ll give you a very womanly shape, very quickly.’

‘Do I do up the pins at the front?’ I ask, looking down at my body. It looks so bizarre to me, that beautiful gray material against my pale skin.

‘That’s right,’ she replies. There’s a new note to her voice — a breathy sound, almost like she’s excited about something. Can it really be that the thought of me wearing a corset is turning her on? ‘It’s an under-bust corset,’ she replies. ‘You’re not very well-endowed just yet, not like me. So I figured there’s no point in covering your chest just yet.’

What does she mean, just yet?

I fasten the hooks at the front of the corset, then I experimentally reach around the back, letting my fingers trail over the silky material. I take hold of the strings and gently tighten.

The effect is almost instant. I feel the material hug my tightly, and as I pull harder, the pressure increases.

‘You don’t want to pull it too tight,’ she replies, ‘especially not on your first try. I’ve been waist-training for years, and sadly, there’s really no way to hurry up this process. If we’re going to give you a womanly figure, we need to take it slow.’

Hang on. She’s talking about giving me a womanly figure now, not just dressing me up as a woman. But if that’s the case, why aren’t I complaining? Why aren’t I protesting — saying that this is going too far?

Because you like it too much — the voice in the back of my mind says, insistent.

I shiver, and then, against my better judgment, I pull the string just a little tighter. Each tiny tug feels better and better.

‘Can I look?’ Natalie’s voice is even more excited now.

I feel nervous, but when I look at myself in the mirror, my nerves start to melt away. The shape of my body has changed. It’s tiny, really, an almost unnoticeable difference, but it’s there. The gray satin corset is emphasizing my hips, and is tightening my waist. My body’s always been boxy and straight, and now there’s a tiny curve to it. And to my utter amazement, I like the way it looks.

‘You can,’ I say, my heart fluttering like a butterfly in my chest.

Natalie appears behind me, peeping out from around the silky screen. Her eyes widen when she sees my reflection.

‘Holy shit!’ she cries out, in a most unladylike fashion. ‘You are looking incredible. I nailed that fit, huh?’

I nod. ‘How on earth did you know what would fit me.’

‘Just an educated guess,’ she giggles. She steps around the screen, and there’s hunger increasing in her eyes, getting more and more lusty with each step. ‘Can I touch it?’ she asks.

I’m gripped by something. It’s like I’m pinned down, in her power, unable and unwilling to say no to her request. I nod, slowly.

She lets a hand rest on the satin on top of my hip. I feel weak at the knees, as she lets that hand stray up the fabric, causing shivers and darts of pleasure to radiate around my body.

‘We need to get you in some girlie panties,’ she says. ‘It’d really complete the look, don’t you think?’

My throat dries, and for a moment it feels as though there’s something caught in it. ‘But — I can’t wear girlie panties. I’m a guy. A corset is one thing, but panties…’

I look at my reflection in the mirror, at the boxer shorts peeping out from below the corset. It does look kinda ridiculous. I would definitely look better with panties, but that’s not the point. The other option of course is to take off the corset — a much more sensible course of action.

‘It doesn’t matter that you’re a boy, silly,’ purrs Natalie. ‘Plenty of boys wear girl’s panties. They just feel better. All tight and smooth against your skin.’ She reaches into a drawer to her left, and pulls out what looks to be just a tiny black string — a length of dark, lacy fabric that doesn’t exactly look as though it would cover anything in particular.

‘You want me to wear those?’ I ask, incredulous.

‘Mmmhmm,’ she nods, biting her lip again. ‘I’d love to see that ass of yours split in half by a tight little thong. Don’t you think it would be hot?’

I’m ashamed to find that I do think it would be hot. In fact, right now, I can feel my cock growing heavy in my boxers, thickening as Natalie chats to me.

Natalie takes another step towards me and holds out the thong. I reach back and take it, then I wait for her to retreat behind the screen.

When she doesn’t, I say, ‘You’re not going to watch, are you?’

‘I was hoping I might,’ she whispers back.

The hairs on the back of my neck tingle and stand straight, tickled by the warmth of her breath as she speaks. I’m about to say that I don’t think it’s appropriate, but before I can open my mouth, her hand slips down onto my boxers, between the fabric and my skin, and she tugs down. Instead of saying something, I just stand there, transfixed, as she looks down at my fast-hardening dick, poking out from beneath the gray lace of the corset’s lower edge.

‘That is so fucking hot,’ she says. There’s a flush in her cheeks. ‘I can’t wait to see what you look like with a pussy,’ she breathlessly continues.

‘What do you mean?’ I ask, confused. Her eyes don’t leave the reflection of my cock and she licks her lips. 

‘I meant to say, what you look like with these panties on.’

She drops them down onto my hard cock, and the panties catch there, dangling on either side of my meat.

‘Aren’t you going to put them on?’

I lock down at the fabric. For some reason, I get a sudden urge to wrap the panties round my dick and squeeze my meat hard — but I don’t. Instead, I take down the panties and step into them.

It’s a tight fit — I’m obviously a little taller and bigger-framed than Natalie, but when I’ve got them up, over my thighs, they actually fit quite well. In a snug, ridiculous way.

My thick cock is forced up by the black satin, and half its length pokes out of the top of the panties, throbbing madly as my arousal grows.

‘Oh I like that,’ Natalie says, her eyes pulsing wide, and her hand on my back. Then, slowly, she moves that hand further down, until it’s right above my ass. ‘You know you’ve got a hot little ass, Eric.’ Her warm, soft hands move down over the smooth skin of my behind. She’s gentle for a moment, feeling the curve of my body, and then, to my surprise, she takes hold of my ass like it’s a piece of meat, squeezing my buttock so hard I’m convinced she’s going to leave a hand print.

‘Ouch!’ I cry out.

‘Oh you love it, you little bitch,’ Natalie playfully replies. Then, she gives my ass a hard, forceful slap. There’s a stinging sensation, and then, as the pain ebbs away, a soft surge of pleasure. ‘Don’t you want to see what your ass looks like, baby?’ Natalie asks. Her hand is still on me, and it’s driving my cock berserk — it’s straining madly against the silk of the thong, desperate for some release.

I turn round slowly, looking at my body in the mirror. My ass does look good. I’ve never really thought of that part of my body before. But now, in the context of the corset and the panties, I’m amazed to see that it definitely does look somewhat feminine. It’s like I’m thinking of my body in a whole new way — like I’m a brand new person.

I run my hands up the sides of my body, gently stroking the fabric of the corset. It feels amazing against my skin, like it’s something I was born to wear. My shoulder look beautiful, and my hairless chest above the corset. I can’t help but imagine what I’d look like if I had some generous breasts like Natalie, what I’d look like with long hair, lipstick, high-heels. I feel precum ooze from the tip of my cock as my body reacts to my arousal.

‘I…like it,’ I say. My voice is guttural, strained. The arousal is hard to ignore. And then I say something which I know is crossing a line. Something that once I’ve said, can’t be unsaid. ‘I wonder what I’d look like with some other stuff on. Other, you know, feminine stuff.’

Something like a resolute gaze settles over Natalie’s face.

‘You know, Eric, I was really, really hoping that you were going to say that.’

Then she crouches down in front me, locks eyes with me, and leans in. She gives the wet tip of my cock a tiny, quick kiss. Then she licks the precum from me with hunger. ‘Thanks for giving me your seed, honey. I’m going to need that later. But first, it’s time for you and me to play dress-up.’

∞ ∞ ∞

‘Making me wear a dress is one thing, but is this trip out absolutely necessary?’

I’m panicking. Almost feeling as though I’m having an anxiety attack. 

Natalie’s at my side, and she’s got her arm through mine. 

‘Don’t worry, honey,’ she says, a flirty edge to her voice, ‘we’re just two girlfriends, out on the town, looking for a good time. No-one’s going to think twice about the way you look.’

I give her an incredulous glance.

‘You said you’d do whatever I wanted to. You said we should have some fun!’ Her face is a mask of indignation. I don’t have the energy to argue with her. Instead, I look down at my body.

I’m wearing a bright red dress. I don’t know the technical term for it, but there’s no fabric on my shoulders, and it doesn’t have any straps on it, either. The dress doesn’t do a great job at covering my legs — Natalie is quite a bit shorter than me — and I’ve got a pair of sheer, semi-dark pantyhose on underneath.

The pantyhose actually feel pretty damn amazing on. As I swing my legs through the air, there’s a wonderful cool, silky feeling. They make my legs look incredible, too — emphasizing the lean muscles beneath my skin — shifting as I move them.

‘Where did you say we’re going?’ I ask.

We’d stayed in Natalie’s room for another half hour or so, as she helped me into her dress and then, to my horror, applied makeup to me. The makeup feels more strange than even the clothes do. There’s something disconcertingly waxy about the lipstick, and the foundation she brushed onto my cheeks has a cloying, unpleasant tingle to it. 

When I saw myself in the mirror though, I have to admit that it’s worth the discomfort. Because with my face fully made up, I could almost pass for a girl. I can’t believe I’ve never noticed this about myself before. But when I’m wearing eye, shadow, when my lips are plump and red and glossy, when mascara lengthens and accentuates my cool blue eyes, I actually look pretty fucking good.

Not, you know, Natalie good, but pretty fucking good nonetheless.

And with the corset, dress, and tights, the illusion is unbelievably effective. Natalie even worked some magic with my hair, too. She smoothed it down, twisted it round, and made it into a kind of, pixie cut, I guess. Not totally womanly, but definitely far enough away from male to cast a reasonable level of doubt.

‘We’re going to Deep Purple, on the corner of Main street and West.’

Deep Purple. It’s a nightclub — renowned among students as being the place to go for casual hookups and cheap drinks. Now, since I’m interested in neither one of those things, I’ve never had any cause to go to Deep Purple. In fact, I’ve never actually been to any nightclub, ever. Just haven’t seen the appeal. I mean, I can see the appeal of scantily-clad girls, I guess, but I don’t really like the taste of alcohol so much.

And loud music gives me a headache. But I’ve agreed to do whatever Natalie wants to do. And obviously she wants to go clubbing. I just hope no-one notices that I’m really girl.

Oh God.

What do I do if I need the bathroom? Do I got to the Gents’, or the Ladies’?

I mean, technically, I’m male, but it seems like it would be a mistake to go into the male toilets. People would obviously look. But isn’t it illegal for a man to go into a women’s bathroom?

My pulse quickens and my anixety attack intensifies.

I’m about to ask Natalie what she thinks the best thing to do would be, when we turn the corner of the road, there it is, ahead of us: Deep Purple. Appropriately enough, there is a huge, lurid violet neon sign, flashing in time to what sounds like a bass drum, thrumming from inside the club. There’s a line of people, queuing up around the block.

Dang. I didn’t know that this place was so popular.

‘I-it’s going to take us an age to get into this place,’ I stutter nervously, hoping against all hope that Natalie might decide to let me off the hook.

‘You stick with me, girlie, and you’ll go a long way in life.’ She gives me a conspiratorial look, and then, a big, fat wink.

When we reach the end of the queue, she just keeps on walking.

‘Don’t you think we should stop and join?’ The queuing clubbers regard us as we waltz past them, the eyes of both men and women tracing questioning paths up and down my androgynous form.

‘Queues aren’t for people like us, Eric.’ She stops for a moment, looks me in the eye. ‘Hey, why don’t we say that for tonight, your name is Erica? That might distract some attention away from the whole, guy-in-drag thing you’ve got going on.

Erica. I guess that’s my name now. I nod, then she squeezes my hand. ‘Come on, I think Dante is working the door tonight. He’s gonna like you.’

It’s not long before we’re at the front of the line. There are two bouncers, waiting by the door. Each of them has a clipboard and glances with mild disinterest at the queue every couple seconds. When Natalie approaches, though, one of the bouncers — a handsome guy with a neatly trimmed beard and warm brown eye — looks straight at us and smiles.

‘Natalie, girl, good to see you!’ He smiles, then looks at me. I’m getting ready for him to say something about the way I look — most likely a question about why Natalie’s brought a cross-dresser with her to the nightclub, but no such comment comes. ‘And who’s your friend.’

Now he’s looking me up and down. Does he like the way I look?

‘This is Erica,’ Natalie says.

I’m in a state of shock. How can Dante not realize I’m a guy? Does he know I’m a guy?

‘Pleased to meet you, Erica.’ He swoops in, moves aside the velvet rope blocking entrance to the club. Oh shit, we’re getting let straight in. Cutting the queue. Nothing even remotely like this has ever happened to me before. Then, just as we’re walking through, a new experience.

Dante delicately, elegantly, takes hold of my hand. Before I have a chance to protest, he moves my fingers smoothly to his lips, and gently, brushes them against my flesh. ‘Pleasure to meet you, miss.’

I’m so shocked I almost pass out. I’m going to say something back, but I can’t talk. Even if I could, I don’t want Dante to hear my voice — don’t want him to realize in any way that I’m not who I appear to be.

‘I think she’s pleased to meet you, too, Dante,’ Natalie says with a chuckle. I don’t know if it’s the corset, or my excitement, but I feel breathless and giddy. As we cross the threshold into the nightclub, my excitement hits a new peak. 

The music is all-encompassing — a dark, throbbing bass-line that entirely whips me up into a frenzy. The lights flicker, bodies writhe and turn in strobing pulses, men with women, women with men, men with men, women with women. Dancing, kissing, grinding.

‘You like it here?’ Natalie’s talking but I’m having trouble taking her words in. I’m too lost in the moment. A moment later, she puts her hand on my shoulder and leans in, shouting into my ear over the incessant pulse of the music. ‘Let’s go get a drink!’

‘I don’t drink,’ I reply.

‘Yeah,’ she calls back, ‘but Erica does.’

I let it sink in for a moment. I’m Erica tonight, and I’m beginning to believe that sure enough, Erica does drink.

We make our way to the bar. It’s super long, and very crowded. There’s something thrilling about pushing past all the sweaty bodies, the stink of hundreds of perfumes and colognes mingling in the air.

It’s a little quieter over here. Eventually, we’re at the front of the bar.

‘What do you want,’ Natalie asks, over the thrum of the beat.

‘I have no idea.’ I honestly reply. ‘Why don’t you surprise me?’

No reply, just the most unreadable, mysterious smile I’ve ever seen.

When the barman approaches, wiping the inside of a glass with a rag, Natalie shouts something out to him that I don’t catch. He raises an eyebrow and then double checks the order. Just what is Natalie buying for us?

I watch as the skillful guy pours spirits from a dizzying height into tiny measuring glasses, then combines them in elegant, triangular glasses before pushing them forward, toward Natalie as she waits. My dorm-mate passes one of the two long-stemmed drinks over to me.

‘Enjoy!’

I lift the drink to my nose and take a deep, long sniff. It’s hard to really connect with the aroma among all the impatient people, waiting for the bar, but I definitely get alcohol, and a lot of it. Citrus too — lemon or lime. I examine the drink and see there’s a twist of something that looks like lemon peel floating in the clear liquid.

We walk together around the dance-floor and find an empty table — I’m not used to walking in the corset. It still feels as though I’m being constricted, as though someone’s trying to guide my steps. It’s not exactly uncomfortable, but it’s a strange sensation.

We sit at the small round table and the music changes. ‘So what have we got here?’ I ask.

‘It’s nothing special — just a drink I’ve grown to like over the years. And honestly, it’s so alcoholic that if you don’t like the first sip, you’ll most definitely enjoy the last.’

I lift the drink to my lips and take an experimental sip. 

It’s wonderful. It takes almost brutally alcoholic, but it’s so cold and well mixed that there’s a real smoothness to it. I almost feel as though I could drink this as easily as if it were water. It’s a complex taste, bitter and only slightly sweet, with a herbal, sharp citrus quality that’s just amazing.

‘Holy fucking shit that tastes like a fireworks party in my mouth!’ I sputter out the words quickly, in one long breath, as though my life depended on getting them out. Then I gasp, dragging more air into my lungs. Turns out this is a big night for new experiences.

Natalie bursts out laughing, her eyes creasing up into cute little crescents that seem to dance in her pretty face. ‘Well I’ll drink to that,’ she replies with gusto, clinking her glass into mine and then draining it in one lusty gulp. ‘That hit the fucking spot!’ She licks her lips. ‘Come on, finish your drink and let’s hit the dance-floor.’

I raise the glass again, and this time, when I taste it, there’s no doubt: I love this drink. Not just that, I feel as though I’m starting to love being me — Erica. The silvery smooth liquid pours down my throat, and I feel a merry joy settle over me.

Natalie’s pulling me with her now, dragging me across the dance-floor, through throngs of drunken dancers, and as I start to wind my body round, shaking my curvy hips and my slim waist, it hits me: I like being a woman. I feel so natural, so right. And as the night progresses and men start to grind up against me, as Natalie runs her hands over my body too, as all the bodies seem to merge together into one throbbing mass of lust, I finally come alive, finally admit that this is the person I was meant to be all along.

And when the lights come up at the end of the night, I’m left with the bitter realization that when I go home and take off these clothes, Erica’s going to disappear forever.

∞ ∞ ∞

The walk home is different to the walk to the club. We’ve got our arms around each other now, and alcohol coursing through our veins. We’re two young woman, out together, and it feels as though the world’s out oyster.

‘Oh Erica, you make a very good girlfriend,’ says Natalie, her wavy blond hair falling across her eyes.

‘So do you,’ I reply. I’m slurring my words slightly, and every time I speak, I wish that my voice wasn’t so deep. I want a clear, high voice like Natalie. A pretty voice, not the dumb, masculine voice I’m stuck with.

‘I thought that guy was gonna kiss you, you know?’ she asks, as we turn onto our street. The house is only a minute or so away now. The night’s peaceful, but I’ve still got the bass of the nightclub’s music ringing in my ears.

‘Ugh,’ I say, ‘I may be dressed as a girl, but I’m still a guy Natalie. I can’t let some guy kiss me, I’m not gay. Plus, it wouldn’t be right to let a man kiss me without knowing I’m a man, too.’

She gives me another mischievous smile. ‘I’m just saying, what they don’t know won’t hurt them.’

I open my mouth in mock scandal, and gently bat her shoulder with my hand. ‘You’re terrible!’

‘Oh you love,’ she replies. ‘I’m glad you didn’t kiss him though. I was feeling jealous enough, just watching him touch your ass. I was thinking — hey that’s my ass, mister.’

I laugh. ‘You weren’t,’ I say, ‘I know you’re just teasing me.’

A few more steps and we’re at the front door and Natalie’s pushing the key into the lock. ‘I’m not teasing,’ she says. ‘I think you’re hot as fuck, Erica. And I’ve got something real special to show you. Something that’s gonna take this night to a whole new place for you. Something that’s gonna change the way you look at life forever.’

I’ve got no idea what Natalie’s talking about. I’m about to say so, when she lifts her finger to her lips and shushes me. ‘Just trust me.’

We head into the lounge and Natalie flips on some soft lighting. It’s so weird that just a few hours ago we were playing rummy together here. It feels like a different night. No, it feels like I’m in a different world.

She heads into the kitchen and when she returns, she’s carrying a bottle of white wine and a couple of tall glasses.

‘Oh man, I don’t know if I can actually take anymore booze,’ I say. ‘The room’s already spinning. I should probably just get out of this dress and the corset and head to bed. I want to say though, thank you so much, Natalie. You’ve really opened my eyes tonight. I had.. Well, I think I had the best night of my life.’

She sits down on an armchair opposite me and gives me an inscrutable look.

‘Erica, what would you say if I told you there was a way you could go even deeper into this new life?’

‘What do you mean?’ My voice cracks again, nerves showing once more. What else can I do to act like a woman? I’m already totally dressed as a girl. Heck, I’ve been using a woman’s name all evening.

Natalie messily pours herself a glass of white wine, then takes a big sip. She puts the bottle down on the coffee table, and I watch as a fat drip of liquid slowly flows down the side of the green glass.

‘I mean, Eica, what if, right now, I could show you what it’s really like to be a woman?’

‘Like, what, with virtual reality?’

She snorts a laugh, but it’s really the only thing I can think she might be referring to. ‘Honey, I mean with real reality.’

‘But how?’

‘OK, remember I told you to trust me? This is the next level of that trust now. Erica, the truth is, I’ve been waiting for this night for a long time. I’ve been watching you, learning about you. I know that you’d be happier as a woman, I know it’s how you should have been born.’

As she’s speaking, I find that I do trust her, despite how outlandish her claims are.

‘I’m not exactly a normal woman.’ She says.

‘Normal how?’ I say.

‘As in, I can do things that other women, other people, can’t do.’

‘What sort of things?’ Am I going mad? Am I just drunk? Is this what happens when you get drunk? You hallucinate entire conversations?

‘I think it’s easier if I just show you.’ She stands up, brushing her black dress down so that it’s sheer and tight against her body. Then she flashes me a wicked smile. ‘OK, I want you to keep your eyes on my crotch.’

‘That is literally the first time anyone has ever said that to me.’ It’s the latest in a series of unlikely events today. But then again, it feels a bit like the unlikely is becoming normal right now.

Natalie does something weird — she waves her hand slowly over her abdomen, and then moves her fluctuating fingers further down, over her crotch, right where her pussy should be. I think that word, pussy, and it makes me blush.

‘Keep watching,’ she purrs. I do as she asks, and I watch her body. It starts to shift. Almost like there are currents under that dress. And then, the movements seem to coalesce, and a shape starts to emerge. It’s hard and it’s big and it’s entirely the opposite of a pussy and it’s pressing thick and long and it almost seems to throb under there. ‘Oh fuck you’re making me horny,’ she says and the shape throbs more.

‘What the fuck?’ I ask. But it’s a redundant question, because I know the answer. She’s got a cock down there. The real question is how.

‘I gave myself just a teeny tiny little dick,’ she says, pinching the air between her thumb and forefinger. ‘Do you like the look of it?’

‘I can see that you’ve got a cock, believe me, I can see that.’ I want to look away, but I can’t tear my gaze from her. ‘Have you had it there this whole time? You’re transgender?’

Natalie shakes her head. ‘Baby, I’m a fucking witch.’

A witch?

I don’t know what to say, so I don’t say anything.

‘I know, I know, unbelievable, isn’t it?’

My mouth’s still gulping like a goldfish’s. I think for a moment about just how ridiculous I must look right now, dressed as a woman with a truly idiotic look on my face

‘Thing is,’ she continues, ‘it’s true. My momma before me. And her hers before her. And it just keeps going back like that for as long as anyone knows.’

‘So what powers do you have?’

‘Oh, you know, the usual. I can stop time. Make myself invisible. Do all kinds of fucked-up body morphing. And swap my Gender, of course. All that kinda stuff.’

‘And you can just like, cast spells?’

She considers the question for a moment, seemingly weighing up what I’ve asked her. ‘More or less,’ she replies. ‘Although for some spells I need particular reagents. For what I’ve got planned for you, I needed some of your seed. That’s why I gave your cock that friendly lick earlier on.’

All of a sudden, it feels as though I’m sobering up, and quick.

‘So what have you got planned for me?’

‘Eric,’ she says, ‘I want to give you a deep, tight, pink pussy. I want to shift your butt around. I want to lengthen your legs. And I want to give you the biggest fucking rack you’ve ever seen in your life. And then, when you’re nice and womanly, I’m gonna give you the biggest treat of them all.’ She takes her hand and rubs it on the fat cock she’s got under her dress. ‘I’m gonna fuck your brains out with this thing.’

Speechless, again. This has to be some kind of record.

‘Well?’ she asks. ‘Are you in, or are you out?’

A million thoughts shoot through my mind. But my body is just saying one thing. And before I have a real chance to process what’s going on, my mouth opens, and a single word falls from between my lips.

‘Yes.’

Natalie claps her hands together, rubs her palms. ‘Oh this is good news, Erica. Very, very good news. So tell me, which part do you want me to enhance first?’

‘I don’t know,’ I dumbly reply. Part of me — a big part — still doesn’t believe that any of this is actually happening, that there’s any way she’s going to morph my body. 

‘How about your hair?’ she asks. ‘Start off nice and slow for you?’

‘OK.’ I reply.

So she walks up to me and kneels. ‘Gosh this cock gets in the way. I don’t know how guys do it all the time. And mine’s so big!’ She lays her hand on my hair and mutters something under her breath. A moment later I feel something, a slowly-building warmth, gently buzzing through my scalp. And then a new sensation, not unpleasant, in fact, it’s pleasurable — I can feel my hair growing longer. I reach up, touch the strands, hold them between my fingers.

‘Oh my God,’ I say. I hold up my hair in front of my eyes and to my amazement, it starts to change color — going from a mousy brown, to a bright, shimmering gold. ‘How are you…?’

‘I told you,’ she giggles, ‘I’m a witch!’

I stand up and look in the mirror across the room. My hair’s truly beautiful. It comes all the way down to my shoulders now — way longer than I’ve ever worn it in my life. With my hair like this, and my shape still defined by the corset, I look more womanly than ever.

‘Can I do your titties? Pretty please? I want to see them swell up nice and big. I wanna put my cock between them.’ She’s looking at me with this pained, hungry look, pouting a little. She looks incredible.

‘OK,’ I say. ‘Will it hurt?’

‘Hurt? You’ve got to be joking.’

She places her hands on my chest, one over each side. The muttering starts again — languid words in a language I can’t understand. Then the heat starts. Deeper this time, right in my chest, making my muscle and bone vibrate. Finally, something starts to really happen. At first, it’s like something inside me is opening up. Pleasure starts to pound in my chest — something I’ve never felt before — like there’s an orgasm building there. Powerful and strange. Then, my chest begins to twitch, tremble, and finally, it blossoms out.

I watch in stunned silence as my skin pushes out against the dress.

‘Oh it’s getting tight,’ I say, wincing.

‘You better take it off then, honey,’ Natalie replies, licking her lips.

I reach round to the back of the dress and fumble with the zipper for a second, then I wrench it down, letting the fabric fall to the ground. As it does, my chest keeps expanding, my breasts getting bigger and bigger, until they’re so full and round that I can barely believe my eyes. I run my fingers over my new flesh, and shiver with pleasure as I brush the edge of my hard little nipples.

‘Fuck. Is it meant to feel that good?’

‘Oh yes,’ she replies. Then she slips her hands down to the lower edge of her dress and pull it up.

Her cock, springs down then bobs up. And when I see its pink thickness, I know immediately that I want that monstrous thing inside me.

‘But things are about to get even better for you, sweetie. Because the way you look in that corset right now, I can’t hold myself back.’

She licks her lips, spits on her hand, then rubs the slippery liquid over the turgid, veined meat of her dick.

 

‘Are you sure this is a good idea?’ I ask. But really it’s too late. Because Natalie is standing above me, and she’s letting her thick cock rub over my tits, smearing her spit into my soft skin.

‘I think we both know the answer to that,’ she replies.

The feeling of that heavy thing against my skin is incredible. She pushes the tip of her dick against my nipple, and I feel a fluttering waft of pleasure spurt through me. ‘Oh fuck,’ I gasp. ‘I didn’t know that I could feel this sensitive. It’s like…it’s like my whole body is a cock.’

‘Your tits look so good, Erica.’ She moves her cock further down, and then, with a groan of pleasure, she splits my breasts with it, sliding it between the massive lumps of flesh. I watch as her foreskin slides back and forth over the tip of her, and the more I watch, the more turned on I get. My own cock is growing, heavy and thick in my panties, pushing against the fabric of my dress.

‘I want your mouth on me,’ she gasps. ‘I want to fuck your pretty mouth.’

I hesitate. The thought of a cock in my mouth, it just feels wrong. I know I’m not meant to want it, but deep down, I know that I do. I’m not gay, it’s just, I want to taste her cock and I want to taste it right now.

I look her in the eye, so unbearably turned on by the situation, then I lick my lips and open my mouth as wide as it will go.

‘Good girl,’ she whimpers, and then, she slides her cock straight into my mouth. 

It tastes good. Really fucking good. I’m surprised by just how amazing it is. Then she waves her hands over my lips.

‘Lets give you some nice big lips to suck on that cock,’ she says, and I feel the pleasure increase in my mouth. Now, as she splits my lip, pushing her cock deep into me, it almost feels as though my mouth is a sexual organ. My throat starts to tingle with pleasure and I move back and forth, taking as much of her into me as I possibly can.

‘Oh that’s good,’ she says. As she fucks me, she reaches back and unzips her own dress, then she pulls it up and over her head. I watch her own tits, jiggling up and down as she thrusts harder and faster into me. ‘Let’s change things up,’ she continues. Then she waves a hand over her body, and within a second, her flesh has pulled in tight. Where there were tits, there are now hard pecs, and her abs have hardened quickly, too. It’s a man’s body.

And suddenly, I can feel an increase of power. She…he is strong as a fucking ox.

‘Baby, that’s what I want.’ Her voice is different, too - masculine, deep. I look up at her face and see a harder jawline, stubble. Fuck. I’m being fucked by a man. And I fucking love it. ‘You know, I think you should call me Nate from now on, don’t you?’

I nod, my mouth full of cock, struggling to take it all in.

‘I think I want to give you a pussy now, Erica. Because I’m getting impatient. I want to feel that tight little slit grip my cock. Doesn’t that sound good?’ 

I nod again and he pulls out of my mouth, leaving me gasping for more. I feel almost as though I’m on the verge of cumming, by body’s throbbing and pulsing. If giving Nate a blow-job felt that good, what’s it gonna feel like to actually fuck him?

‘Bend over the couch,’ he grunts, commanding me. I can’t believe how fucking hot this is feeling to me. Being ordered around by a man who wants to fuck me.

I do as he says, bending over and spreading my legs wide.

I feel Nate’s rough hands grab on my ass. Then, warmth, and the flesh of my buttocks shifts and tightens. My cock is so hard that it’s paniful. I grab onto it and give a few pumps, pulling the fabric of my thong to one side.

‘Naughty girl,’ he says, ‘only daddy’s allowed to touch that cock.’

I feel something heavy on back, and I realize it’s Nate’s dick. He slips it down between my buttocks, running his thickness in the hot gap between the peach of my tight ass.

‘I could fuck your butt you know? Maybe you’d like that, you filthy little slut. But I don’t feel like that. I feel like spraying my cum into a virgin pussy, giving you a nice messy cream pie.’

His own hand wraps around mine, as I pump my cock. I feel the warmth through my fingers first, radiating gently down, and then, instant later, my dick starts to shrink, getting smaller quickly. As it does so, my hand is pulled with it, and in a second, I feel my finger tips engulfed in warm flesh.

My warm flesh. They’re in my tight, wet pussy, and Nate is keeping them trapped there.

‘Do you feel that?’ he asks, forcing my fingers further inside myself, making me squirm with pleasure.

‘Yes,’ I gasp. ‘I feel it.’

‘No, wait, really feel.’

I wait a moment, move my fingers experimentally around in my pussy. I feel the lips, I feel the soft, pink flesh. But then, there’s something else. I can feel my heartbeat — my flesh throbbing, gently pulsing against my hand. It’s the rhythm of my life.

‘Now I feel it,’ I say.

‘Now I want you to feel me.’ Nate pulls my fingers away from my pussy. As he does, I feel a trail of liquid spill from me, as me arousal manifests itself physically in a whole new way. ‘You’re so fucking wet,’ he says, ‘I can tell you’re a virgin. I bet you can’t wait to feel my cock, can you, Erica?’

‘No,’ I pant. ‘I want you in me now, Nate. I want you to fill me up.’

He grabs hold of my long blond hair, wraps it around his fist, pulls my head back, making me arch my back, pushing my ass out towards him, forcing my pussy close to him. Then he slips the thick tip of his bulging cock down between my legs and kisses my entrance with its tip.

‘I bet you can’t take it,’ he says. ‘I bet you moan and cry out because it’s too big for you.’ He starts to gently ease in. The feeling is like nothing else. It’s so different to the sensation of having sex as a man. My whole pussy is tingling, and my body is tuned into it. It’s like all the little muscles in my legs and stomach are vibrating with each thrust. 

It’s tight. Really fucking tight. As in, I don’t even know how I’m managing to fit it all inside me. It almost feels as though it’s making my little body bulge. I’m lost in the sensation — and I feel my huge chest swinging quickly as he slams into me, pounding with all his strength into my lithe body.

I feel something start to build as he says, ‘That’s it, you take it all in like a good girl.’ He bites my shoulder and forces his cock even deeper inside me, hitting some dark, secret spot that makes me feel drunk with lust. The energy grows and I’m moaning, panting with pleasure. Then I feel my cunt start to tighten and grip, clamping onto his fleshy rod with insatiable hunger.

‘You coming on that dick, baby?’ he grunts. ‘That’s a good girl. Now I want to see your face as I cum in you.’

The orgasm is ridiculous — an overwhelming wave of raw, focused pleasure. It spreads in waves around my body, and as Nate takes hold of me and flips me the other way up, I barely have a chance to take in what’s happening.

His hands are on my tits now, flicking my nipples, cupping my flesh, then he leans over me and starts to lick and bite that dark sensitive skin, and all I can do is to moan and grip his buttocks as he slips his cock into me again.

It feels different from this angle, and his body is pressing down into my clit in this insane way. The curved of his cock means that its tip is nudging some spot inside me that just feels fucking incredible.

‘Oh that’s it,’ I say, ‘that’s what I like!’ And he grins, his handsome face caught in the throws of pleasure.

When his body starts to move, it feels like I’m being fucked by some kind of elemental force; he’s so strong, so hungry. His hands are gripping me, claiming me, making me his. And as I dig my nails into his powerful back, he surges further into me, and brings his strong fingers down onto me clit.

‘Holy fucking shit!’ I scream, as he traces those thick digits over the nub of my pleasure. Now he runs them over my pussy lips, pulled taught by the bulge of his cock, and now back up to my clit, and I feel like I’m going to explode. This time, when I cum, it’s like I’m seeing stars, seeing the fucking face of the sun.

‘That’s it,’ he says, ‘cum for me more.’ And then I feel something in him, his cock lengthening, spasming, filling me with seed. And with each rhythmic pulse of his mighty member, my body responds in pleasure. I grip him tight as he empties himself into me, and we lie there trembling.

∞ ∞ ∞
It’s not long before I feel Nate’s cock start to harden in me again. I don’t even know how many times we fuck tonight. It’s like one, long screw. My orgasms start to merge into each other as he splits me open again and again.

‘I didn’t know it could feel this good,’ I whisper to him at some time in the morning. The sun’s coming up and we’re quiet together.

‘It’ll always be this good with me,’ he replies. ‘Nothing’s off the table.’

He kisses me, and it’s an incredible feeling. Tender and loving, nothing like anything else we’ve been through together.

‘It’s time for you to really be the person you always should have been. And you can be that person with me.’

And over the coming months, as we explore each other, and ourselves, I grow into the person — the woman — I’ve always wanted to be.

∞ ∞ ∞
Hungry for more?

WANT A FREE STORY????

∞ ∞ ∞

Why not subscribe to my mailing list? I’ll send you a free story that’s only available through this sign-up. Not only that — I’ll keep you up to date with all my latest gender swap erotica stories and news! Sign up here: http://eepurl.com/dmEOvz.

∞ ∞ ∞

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

∞ ∞ ∞

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

 


Gal

 

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


BOOK FOUR



REVENGE GENDER SWAP
There’s whiskey on my breath and music in my ears and the bright neon lights of the strip bar are flashing and flickering in time to the song’s beat.

‘Holy shit she is magnificent!’ 

That’s Wesley, my boss. He’s sitting across the circular table from me, with his fingers round a short, thick tumbler, full of golden liquid. His eyes are fixed on the undulating body of the stripper on stage.

He brings the drink up to his lips and sips deep, before grimacing sharply as the alcohol hits the back of my throat.

I’m already half-cut and when I let my eyes flick up to the stripper, I feel an immediate pressure in my groin.

Night black hair. Pale skin. Huge, pert breasts. Bright pink nipples. A belly-button, studded with a blood-red gem. 

In the UV light of the bar, her skin glows, luminescent and light, like she’s filled with some unholy energy.

‘She’s pretty damn fine,’ I agree. I sip from my own glass. I can taste the quality. I’d never spend this much on a Whiskey. But Wesley’s taste is a lot more expensive than mine.

‘Pretty damn fine?’ he asks, incredulous. ‘What’s gotten into you, Clark? She’s a perfect ten. Incredible body.’

The stripper grinds round the pole, giving us a good view of her butt.

‘Look at that ass!’ He says, gesturing up with his hand so violently that almost half that stupidly expensive whiskey sloshes out and stains the white tablecloth below.

The stripper glances down at Wesley. He’s talking awful loud, and he’s making no effort to speak nicely, either. 

Wesley is a very rich man, and he’s used to getting exactly what he wants, all the time. It kinda means that he doesn’t seem to think that the rules apply to him. Rules like: don’t harass the strippers. And more importantly: don’t try to sleep with the strippers.

Wes leans in to me, conspiratorially. He whispers, but it’s not like he keeps his voice particularly low. It’s almost as if he’s trying his utmost to make sure that stripper can hear what he’s saying.

‘I wonder how much it’d cost for me to have some extra-curricular fun with her.’

I glance up at a sign on the door. No soliciting the girls, it says, in red on white.

The stripper obviously heard what Wes said though, because she’s staring straight at him with a look that could kill. He’s loving the attention. Honestly sometimes I don’t think Wes cares whether people hate or love him, provided that they’re paying him some attention.

‘I bet she’s expensive,’ he continues. His eyes are fixed on the woman on the stage, and he sips from his cup again. ‘But she’d be worth every cent, don’t you think?’

I silently nod, trying not to contradict Wes. He doesn’t like it when people disagree with him.

Ugh — why did I agree to come to this strip club. I don’t even like strip clubs. It’s just a room full of men with hard-ons who can’t really do much about it. At the very best, you can get a woman to rub her crotch on you until you (maybe) come in your pants. 

And that’s just a messy way to live. Not my style at all.

I guess I agreed to come to the strip club because Wes asked me, and I’m not well-established enough at the office to turn down the chance to hang out with him. Seems like at my work-place it’s not what you know, it’s who you know.

‘Do you think I should ask her for a private dance?’ He asks. The music deepens, switches track. It’s throbbing and thrumming, and with the slight whiskey fug in my mind, I can feel my head start to bob in time with the music.

I try to think what Wes wants me to say. But it’s obviously really.

‘Sure. I bet she’d be worth every cent.’

It’s basically almost exactly what Wes said. And that’s what he likes the most.

‘Good idea,’ he says. 

Sometimes, I find it hard to believe that Wes is in charge of a multi-million dollar nationwide recruitment company. He built it up all by himself in just a few years. When I asked him about how he did, he grinned and said one word: ‘Tenacity.’

He lifts his hand up towards the stripper. Every other man in the place is looking at her as he beckons her over to him. She locks eyes with him and slinks her way across the stage, leaving the pole behind.

The way she swings her hips. The way her breasts bounce gently up and down as she walks. She really is a beautiful woman. Sexy too. Like she would chew me up and spit me out in a second.

She leans down to the table. Now she’s this close to us I can see her eyes sparkle in the low-light. She seemed angry before, but now her face was full of smiles.

She’s super close now. And Wes holds up a wad of cash. The biggest wad I’ve ever seen in a strip club like this. It’s got to be thousands of dollars. Maybe tens of thousands. I know Wes is rich, but this is ridiculous.

She pushes her hip out towards us, points down at the fabric of her thong. Then Wes slips the mound of cash between the cloth and her smooth skin. But he doesn’t just do that. He gently, just for a second, strokes the flesh of her hip. Her eyes flash furious just for a moment, and she pulls back. But that look is replaced almost immediately with one of charming confidence.

The stripper points at Wes. And then she points at me. And then, she points straight at her own heart.

Then, she twists round and motions towards a dark corner, surrounded by black curtains. Finally, she steps down of the stage, and heads for the corner.

‘Oh boy!’ Says Wes. ‘I think we’re in. I guess she wants you to come, too. You’re up for it, right?’

What’s he asking? Whether I want a threesome with him and a stripper? If I want to watch? Does he think she’s offering to have sex with him?

But whatever is on offer here, I know that there’s no way that I can turn him down.

‘Sure,’ I say, ‘seems like a good idea. But as we walk across the room, following the perfect ass of the inhumanly gorgeous stripper, I get this weird feeling. Like this is not a good idea at all. Like this could be a very, very bad idea.

Behind the curtain are a couple chairs, upholstered in dark purple velvet, with studded backs. There’s a drinks table that’s already got a bunch of expensive-looking spirits laid out on it. There’s an ice bucket and tumblers set out.

The stripper is standing behind one of the chairs. It’s so hard not to stare at her body. I guess she’s used to guys staring at her all day long, but even so, I’m feeling real self-conscious.

It’s not like I’ve never been with a woman before. But I’m not exactly experienced. And I’ve never seen a woman as good looking as this in the flesh before. Certainly not this close. Nowhere near.

‘Hello boys,’ she says. Her voice is deeper than I expected it was going to be. It’s sultry and sexy and intoxicating, even more than all the booze I’ve been drinking.

‘Hello baby,’ says Wes. He walks straight over to the chair she’s hovering behind and sits straight in it. ‘Let’s get down to it.’ He points down to his crotch with both of his hands. I glance down at him, and it’s clear to see that he’s got a massive erection down there, straining upwards.

The stripper makes a tutting sound and waggles her finger at Wes.

‘Sorry honey, that’s not the way it’s gonna go down here.’

‘It is,’ replies Wes. ‘Nobody turns me down.’

‘People like you think that flashing some cash is gonna get them whatever they want.’ She’s walking closer to me now, ignoring Wes entirely. I wonder if this is some character she’s playing. ‘Well guess what,’ she says, letting a hand rest on my shoulder for a moment. ‘It’s not gonna get you what you want. It’s gonna give me exactly what I want.’

‘Get on my dick, right now,’ Wes says. I feel so embarrassed. The way he’s talking to this woman is totally unacceptable.

‘I don’t think so,’ she says. I can feel the heat of her body now. She’s so close to me. ‘You’d like to touch me, wouldn’t you?’ She asks. She’s talking to me. It’s almost like Wes doesn’t exist for her.

There’s something about the way she’s talking that’s making me feel confident. Like I’ve got the right to speak up, to be given what I want. ‘I would,’ I say. It’s almost a whisper.

‘Well touch me then,’ she says. ‘Anywhere you like.’ Her eyes pulse at me, and I can feel my own cock start to lengthen in my pants.

‘Hey, what about me?’ Wes barks from his chair. But it sounds almost like he’s miles away. ‘I thought there was no touching, anyway.’

‘Not for customers,’ she says, glancing back. ‘But Clark isn’t a customer.’ 

How the fuck does she know my name? But the question fades away to nothingness. 

She takes my hand and moves it onto her shoulder. ‘I’m yours, Clark, to do whatever you want with.’

So I let my hand slowly drift down her chest, until I’m cupping her perfect breast.

‘Your hand feels good,’ she says. ‘You feel strong, powerful.’

I moan gently. I can’t help it. It’s like her skin, her body, is glowing under me, like it’s vibrating. And it feels incredible. ‘What’s going on?’ I ask, in a whisper.

‘Clark,’ she says, her eyes suddenly glowing deep red. ‘Have you ever heard of a succubus?’

Succubus. The word is kinda familiar, but I’ve got no idea what it means. I shake my head as my hand keeps drifting over her body, almost as though it’s acting without my control.

‘I succubus is a demon. In female form. Sexy, seductive, with a perfect body. Just like mine. Succubi fuck men. Take their essence.’

‘Take their essence?’ I ask. My cock is painfully hard now in my pants, almost as though it’s gonna burst through the fabric.

She moves her mouth close to my ear, and I can feel her hot breath against my skin. ‘That’s not what I’m going to do to you,’ she says. ‘That’s what you’re going to do to Wes. Because I’m going to change you.’

‘Hey, what are you saying to him?’ He asks, from  his chair. ‘This is all about me, not about you.’

I feel as though I should be scared, as though I should be questioning the outlandish things the stripper is saying. But I’m not. I don’t know why — maybe it’s the smell of her, which is fresh strawberries and cream — maybe it’s the soft, sincere voice she’s using.

Then, she takes her hand and starts rubbing it on my crotch, pushing against my hard, curved cock, up and down the length of it through my pants. As she does it, I can’t help but run my hands over her breasts.

‘You’re so beautiful,’ I whisper.

She smiles. ‘Not as beautiful as you’re going to be,’ she says. She keeps rubbing my dick, giving me intense pleasure. Her lips on my neck. 

‘You’re going to go through some changes,’ she says. ‘You mustn’t be worried. Just trust me. If you want to change back, you can come see me.’

As she increases the speed of her strokes, I moan with pleasure, and then, to me surprised, I feel myself cumming, powerfully into my pants. I can’t help it. She’s so fucking hot, and the way she’s touching me feels so fucking good.

And as I cum, she whispers. 

‘You’re gonna take it all. His manhood. His company. All of it. He doesn’t deserve it, but you do. Get revenge for me.’

∞ ∞ ∞

We didn’t stay at the strip bar much longer after I’d creamed my pants. Wes was furious of course. The way the stripper took his money and didn’t give him a lap dance got him raging. Of course, the security guards didn’t take much notice of the raving, drunken, arrogant asshole shouting obscenities at them.

I cleaned myself up, put Wes in a taxi and sent him home. 

Now I’m walking back to my place. And I’m feeling kinda… weird.

Nothing like being drunk though. In fact, every since my encounter with the stripper I’ve totally sobered up. As though my mind feels incredibly clear.

What had she claimed that she was? A succubus.

I get out my phone and google it. Turns out, a succubus is a sleep demon. A devil in sexy female form who sneaks into the rooms of sleeping men and seduces them as they sleep.

A succubus steals a man’s soul through his cock, extracting his goodness and manhood, turning him into nothing but a sex-crazed thrall to the succubus, worshiping her with his mind and body.

There’s been lots of research into and speculation about succubi over the years of course. Turns out probably that they can be explained by sleep paralysis and other sleep disorders. A nasty side-effect of the human capacity for night terrors.

I can’t help but wonder though, as I walk the dark streets, late at night, if there’s an element of truth to the legends. Because when I was near the stripper, I felt this hypnotic power, as though she was pulling me into a dream, a false world in which she was in total control of me.

Does she have some kind of power over the world of sleep?

As I walk further, it’s almost as though I can feel myself changing. That vibration I’d felt when I’d been close to the stripper. That warm glow.

I can feel it inside me, right now.

It’s like there’s a spring in my step. As though there’s a lightness in my body. When I eventually get home and push my key into the front door, I even feel as though there’s something different even about the strength of my arm.

What had the stripper said? That I was going to go through some changes?

Maybe I’m over-thinking it. 

I live in a small condo in a bad part of town. I’ve been here for a couple years as I’ve bounced from job to job, trying to find my feet in this city. It’s a hard place to live if you don’t earn too much money.

That’s why I took the job at Hunt Chase, Wes’s recruitment consultancy. It’s a company that’s well-known for slightly nefarious activities — aggressive marketing, harassing clients. But I got so desperate for money, I decided to take the job offer.

That’s the real world. Not the weird, crazy world were supernatural strippers claim to be succubi and tell me I’m going to ‘get revenge’ on my boss.

Life isn’t like that. There’s no such thing as demons and magic. And I’m not going through any weird change.

I push the door open and flip the light switch. The harsh, bright illumination of the strip light above me cracks on, and I glance at myself in the mirror across the hall.

What the fuck?

I look different.

It’s subtle. Really fucking subtle. But there’s a softness and femininity to my face that just wasn’t in it before. And my eyes. My eyes are different. Larger, and almost…glowing? I know, it sounds crazy. 

I’ve always been jealous of people with striking eyes. I mean, truly, I’ve always been jealous of good-looking people, period. I’m a boring-looking guy. Plain, you could definitely say.

Muddy, brown-blond hair. Small, squat blue eyes. Slim, lank frame. A small mouth. I’ve always had the kind of face that you could look at a million times and struggle to remember.

Now though, there’s something about it that’s different. I hold my hand up to my face and stroke my cheek. I coulda sworn I had some stubble coming through today. When did I last shave? Yesterday morning, right?

So then why is my face so smooth?

Not just clean-shaven though. It’s as if there was never any hair growing on my face at all. Like all the follicles have closed up. My skin’s perfect, too. Not greasy, not dry. Just powder-smooth and tight to my face. My skin’s never been like this before, not even close.

I’m trying not to think it, but I can’t help myself. It’s like a woman’s skin. Like the skin of that stripper.

‘God damn,’ I whisper, under my breath.

I turn my attention back to my eyes. They seem larger somehow, and it’s like their shape has changed ever so slightly. My eyes definitely aren’t forgettable anymore. The irises are sparkling and dense, like there’s a galaxy in there, a coruscating azure pool in each eye, shifting and dancing, sparkling and shining.

I’ve got to be drunk. That’s got to be it. I reel back from the mirror, suddenly scared. My heart’s beating fast. I can feel pinpricks of sweat on my brow.

I’ll have a shower, that will sort me out. There’s no way I’ll still be feeling weird after that. I bet I’ll go back to my boring old blue eyes in no time at all.

When I start to strip off in the bathroom, things start to get a hell of a lot more worrying. I feel warmth in my body again, a sizzling, crackle of energy rippling through me.

And then, the darndest thing. My flesh, starting to warp and shift under my skin. 

I’m naked, looking down at my body. I feel a shiver and twitch in my legs, and to my surprise, I see my body start to tremble. The weirdest thing though, is that I don’t find it disturbing or weird.

It feels natural.

‘Clark?’

Holy shit. It’s a voice. In my head. And not just any voice. It’s the stripper.

I glance around. Did she follow me home? Did she somehow slip into my house while I was looking at myself in the mirror?

‘Where are you?’ I say.

There’s a giggle, a soft, musical sound. But it’s not coming from anywhere really. It’s inside me somehow.

‘Silly boy.’ Her voice is so soft and smooth that it’s almost a purr. ‘I’m nowhere near you. I’m in my lair, lying in my soft, furry bed, and I’m stroking my pussy right now, making myself feel all yummy.’

I’m struggling to keep myself calm. ‘What’s going on?’ I ask, aware of how stupid it is to be talking to no-one in particular.

‘It’s like I told you,’ she sighs. Her voice sounds openly sexual now, as though she’s moaning in my head. I imagine her slender fingers plunging into her pussy. ‘You’re changing. Turning into something so wonderful. I’ve given you an incredible gift, Clark.’

‘A gift?’ I hiss, keeping my voice down. ‘You’re morphing my body?’

Another soft laugh. ‘Oh yes! That’s right. Your changing into a woman. But not just any old woman, Clark. No, no, no. You’re turning into one of us. A sister of sin. A priestess of pleasure. Soon, you’re gonna be so fucking hot that no man will ever be able to turn you down.’

That’s when what she’s saying finally hits me. 

‘Hang on. I’m transforming into a woman?’ My voice is garbled and broken, a cracking sound that’s barely got any heft behind it at all.

‘I told you, don’t worry about the changes. If you really want to switch back, I’ll be happy to take your powers away.’

‘Of course I want to go back. I’m a man, not a woman. You’ve got no right to do this to me. I’ll go—’ I struggle to think about what I actually can do about the situation. ‘— I’ll go to the police. I’ll tell them all about you.’

It’s ludicrous, and I realize that as soon as the words leave my mouth. As if the police would even take the time to listen to my claims. That a magical stripper is transforming me into a woman. The very idea is totally outrageous.

‘Oh please!’ She says, sarcasm dripping from every word. ‘Please don’t tell the cops on me! Whatever will I do? They’ll no doubt lock me up and throw away the key. I’ll be in prison forever!’

‘Look, I don’t care about you mocking me, just stop whatever is happening to me.’

There’s a soft moan, an incredibly sexy sound. I can’t help it, I’m getting turned on by the voice in my fucking head. ‘I can’t stop it,’ she whispers. ‘I can only reverse it. If you want. Oh fuck Clark I wish you were here. I need someone to push parts of themselves into me. Ughh if Wes hadn’t been with you, I’d have fucked your brains out in the club. He would have enjoyed it too much though, the pig.’

‘This is insane,’ I say. There’s a warm sensation across my chest now. I look down, and see that my flesh is expanding. It’s subtle and soft and slow, but it really feels as though breasts are growing there. I whip my hands down, touching my skin.

As I do, I wipe away the hair that had been growing on my pecs. In its place is the same supremely soft and silky skin that I’ve now got on my face. Jesus fucking Christ this is unreal.

‘It might seem shocking right now,’ she continues, ‘but soon you’re going to realize just how lucky you are to be going through this. You see, once, a long time ago, I used to be a man. And let me tell you, women have all the fun. Life is just better from the female perspective. Here’s my tip for you. Tomorrow morning, when your transformation is complete, head down to the store. Buy yourself a ripe peach. Take a bite. Then have a think about whether or not you want to go back to the way you were. And if you ever need to talk, after tomorrow, all you need to do is think about me. And I’ll be right here with you, just like I am now.’

I let her finish what she’s saying, mostly because I’m enjoy touching my chest so much all of a sudden. 

Things are starting to feel very very different. Very, very good. 

‘Is it meant to feel…good?’ I ask, suddenly breathless.

‘Oh for sure,’ comes the reply. ‘And it’s going to get even better. Tonight’s going to be an interesting one for you, Clark. You might have some pretty intense dreams. We succubi are mistresses of dreams and sleep. They are our domain. The place in which we have total control over time and space, the place where our full powers can unfurl.’

Suddenly, I feel an intense feeling of exhaustion come over me, as though all of my energy is suddenly depleted.

‘I’m tired,’ I yawn, stretching up to the ceiling. ‘I don’t even know whether or not I’m going to bother having a shower tonight.’

‘Oh you dirty girl,’ she snarls at me. ‘You might find that you really enjoy a shower in the morning. You’re gonna have some interesting new apparatus to clean.’ And as she says apparatus she whimpers again. I imagine her eyelashes fluttering, her lips pursing together. ‘Check in with me tomorrow,’ she says. ‘And I’ll teach you how to travel in your dreams. I’ll show you how to get revenge on Wes.’

And then, she’s gone. 

I stagger, naked, through the house, each step growing harder and harder to take. It’s like I’ve got concrete boots on, like my feet are dragging along the ground. By the time I’m in my bedroom, I barely feel conscious. I topple down, and my head hits the pillow. 

And by the time it does, I’m in a strange new world.

∞ ∞ ∞

I’ve got that feeling. That feeling that I’m in a dream. I’ve had this before. I’ve never directly been able to control my dreams. Whenever I’ve become aware that I’m dreaming in the past, I always wake up.

Not this time though. This time, even though I know for sure that I’m dreaming, I can control my actions. I can lift my hands up to my face. I can think about my surroundings, take in where I am.

I can look down at the massive hard on at my groin. I can reach down and touch my cock. Run my hands up and down it.

I’m in the middle of a field, seems like. A long, rolling plain of green grass. There are crickets chirping, and the sun hangs low in the sky, a rippling orange orb. It’s unusually soft and dim though, and looking straight at it doesn’t hurt my eyes in the slightest. In fact, it’s like my eyes are being bathed in cool, clean water.

I explore my body more, and as my pleasure starts to build and grow, I slip my hand down to my balls, and to my surprise, underneath my balls, I feel a flick of something wet and slick.

I glance downward, and lift my groin up towards my face. And I see, down there, a little pink slit, peeping up at me. Then, I see the stripper. She’s crouching down on all fours, crawling through the tall, bobbing grass.

She’s totally naked, and her body glows in the sunlight. She’s so fucking hot.

‘I want your cock,’ she says. Her tongue is long and slips out of her mouth, and then she’s right there next to me, and her tongue is licking up and down the entirety of my shaft. It feels electric. That same vibrating pleasure, wrapping itself around my cock. Her tongue slips out even further, wrapping itself round me and pumping, and then, she swallows me up and I feel the type of pleasure I’ve never really felt before.

She stretches her hands up and over me, rubbing my body, stroking and caressing me. She pinches my nipples, then she slides her slippery tits over my cock and presses them together. The sensation is incredible.

The way her breasts move. That filthy smile on her face. The way she’s licking her lips. Seeing the hard tip of my dick pushing out from between those breasts. I can feel the pleasure building in me — in my balls, but also, in the place below.

In my pussy.

‘Cum on my face, Clark. Come on, please, do it. Spray your seed over me. Join the sisterhood.’

Then, even though I thought I was in control of the scenario, I feel my cock start to lengthen and pulse, and I empty a thick, huge load all over her.

But the pleasure doesn’t stop. In fact, it’s just the start. Because I feel something else, something powerful and new, wracking my body, moving through me like a tidal wave. And it’s so intense that it’s fucking terrifying.

The last thing I remember, is the look on her face as she licks my spunk from her lips, and then the feeling of her glossy fingers, as they push apart the lips of my brand new pussy.

Panting, I wake up.

I look around frantically. It feels like I’ve been pulled out of real life, and now, lying in my bed, it’s starting to feel like I’m in a dream. It’s still dark outside. I grab my phone from my bedside table and check the time. It’s two am. Still got more sleeping to do. 

Slightly nervous, I reach down to my groin. Have a jizzed again, in my bed? Have I got more cleaning up to do? Luckily, everything down there is dry. So I close my eyes, and drift off again.

The rest of my sleep is dreamless and deep.

When I finally wake in the morning, I feel, maybe for the first time in my adult life, refreshed for having slept.

You know how, almost every morning you wake up feeling like you’ve not even slept for a minute? I do. Most days, it takes me a full hour and two or three cups of coffee before I’m even close to being awake.

Not today though. Today, I feel like I can go run a fucking marathon. I feel like I can take on the world. 

It’s a few moments before I actually remember what happened to me last night. My weird, psychic communication with the stripper. Had it even been real? I remember my dream, that deeply erotic encounter with the stripper in a field of grass. I don’t normally remember my dreams, let alone have direct control over them.

When I swipe the quilt away from me, the reality of the situation hits me like a fucking steam train. Because the transformation the stripper promised me has happened. And it’s more extreme than I could have possibly imagined.

My body couldn’t be any different.

I’d been a lanky, pale, skinny guy. Now, I’m a soft, curvaceous, tanned woman. My tits are the first thing that really draws my attention. They’re incredible. The tits of a porn-star. The tits of a fucking goddess. 

They’re generously sized, sure, but there’s something about the way they rest against my body. And they’re so fucking pert. My little nipples are pointing upward, giving the shape of my breast a wonderful perkiness.

These are the kind of tits that I used to dream about as a man. The kind of tits of the kind of woman who was so far out of my fucking league that it’s a joke. Fascinated, I reach down and touch them. It’s such an unfamiliar sensation that I recoil, pulling my hand away from my quivering flesh. 

It’s amazing to see the way my breasts move. Jiggling and rippling away from my touch. And what a touch it was. It feels as though I’ve been gifted a few million more nerve endings over my chest.

I remember something that the stripper told me yesterday. That if I wanted to talk to her, I just had to think of her. So, that’s exactly what I do. I think about her body, about her face. And then I say, ‘Good morning?’

What’s happened to my voice? It’s totally changed. There’s no resonance to it any more. It’s high-pitched and thin and sounds kinda fucking cute.

Of course. It’s a woman’s voice. And I’m a woman now. 

Because of course that’s the kind of thing that really, actually happens in the real fucking world.

I feel dumb as fuck, talking into thin air. But just like last night, proving again beyond all doubt that what I’m going through seems to be real, her voice answers back.

‘Hello sister! So nice to hear from you. What an exciting day! It’s your birthday, really. You say goodbye to your old life today, and you say hello to a whole new world. A world of infinite possibility and wonder.’

As she talks, I let my hands drift down my body. I feel as though nothing’s going to top the sensation of touching my breasts. I’m so wrong though. Every fucking part of me is on fire with sensation. Even my stomach. My stomach for goodness sake!

It’s smooth and flat, and tracing my fingers over it feels wonderful.

‘Did you go get that peach yet, sister? I want you to tell me how it tastes.’

‘Not yet,’ I say. This morning, it’s me that’s moaning as I talk to her, unable to control the instant arousal that my probing investigation has unlocked in me.

‘Hey, filthy girl, are you gonna have that shower?’

‘Good idea,’ I say. I throw my legs off the bed and sit up. As I do, it’s incredible to feel the shift in weight of my breasts against my body. I’ve never really considered what it might feel like to have a woman’s body. Let’s just say it’s never really come up for consideration before.

Overall, I feel lighter. Much lighter. And more nimble somehow. When I think about how I felt just yesterday, it’s kinda horrible to think about. How did I ever used to walk around anywhere with that clunking, heavy body? 

Even the shift and roll of my ass feels more subtle, and at the same time, more powerful. It feels so weird.

When I get to the bathroom, I’m stunned to see my reflection in the mirror. Obviously, I was prepared to see a woman staring back at me, but I’m not ready for just what I look like.

The most fucked-up thing about the way I look now, is that weirdly, facially, it’s still definitely me. It’s Clark, staring back. But my face is so beautiful and feminine now, I’m not even sure whether my mother would be able to recognize me.

I wonder if Wesley would recognize me.

It’s a weird thought to pop into my head, but I know why it does. I feel desire start to build in me. And it’s not just desire for Wesley’s body. It’s a desire to get revenge. For the way he treats women. For the way he lives his life. For the scummy way he treats his staff. And I know just how I’m gonna do it. 

My eyes are gorgeous, and they’re set in the middle of an expressive, animated face. All my features from when I was a guy have been tweaked, made more iconic, more beautiful. My chin, my cheekbones, my facial structure. I take a moment to touch my face again, and I’m amazed once more by the softness, the sheer silken smoothness of my flesh. It’s wonderful.

My hair is long! I’ve always dreamed about having long hair, but I’ve never been brave enough to do it in the past. Never even close to having the confidence. It’s not just long, it’s a gorgeous bond color — none of the muddiness it used to have. It’s like pure, spun gold. I run my hand through it, thrilled at how light and silky it is between my fingers.

Come on Clark, get in the shower.

The warm water against my skin is just amazing. I feel its cleansing glow spattering against me. It’s like I’m being revitalized again. I spend longer than I normally would in th shower, rubbing the suds into my peachy skin, letting my creamy body luxuriate in the warmth.

It’s while I’m washing my groin that I first touch my pussy. Accidentally at first, mind you. But when I feel the kiss of those pouting lips against my hand, I can’t help but slip a finger or two inside myself.

I almost collapse at the sensation. It’s unbearably pleasurable. Nothing like touching my cock used to. Nothing like it at all. It’s so subtle and bombastic at the same time. Like, there’s so much nuance to the fluttering feelings it’s sending skittering round my body.

I start to push my lips even farther apart now, and I slide my fingers even further into myself. It’s wonderful. I close my eyes, and that’s when I start to touch my clit. The combination of the two types of pleasure is just ridiculous. And as I keep touching myself, starting to find the rhythm that my body wants.

Just as I feel my climax coming, there’s that voice in my head again.

‘Hey sister, I got a treat coming your way. I hope you’re having fun. I can bet that you are.’

Then, to my horror, there’s a knock at the door. I turn off the faucet and grab a towel. Even pushing the towel against my skin is unusually pleasurable — the little flecks of the fabric against me making me shiver with delight.

I approach the door and push my eye up against the peephole.

It’s a guy I don’t recognize. He’s big. Like, ripped. His muscles are pushing his clothes outward — I can see his pecs, his biceps.

And in his strong hands, he’s holding something that takes me by surprise.

A peach.

∞ ∞ ∞

The sight of this guy is making me tremble in anticipation. But I can’t open the door to him totally naked, can I? I grab a t-shirt from my wardrobe.

‘Coming,’ I cry, so that he doesn’t just turn and leave.

‘No problem,’ comes his deep-voiced reply. ‘No rush.’

There’s something about the contrast between his deep, manly voice and my delicate feminine one that’s just giving me a buzz of excitement, deep down in my belly.

The t-shirt is stupidly big on me. It kinda looks like a tent. The thing is though, you can still see the outline of my curvaceous bosom, pushing the top of the t-shirt out. 

When I open the door, I’m surprised by the way the guy looks at me. It’s very deliberate. He licks his lips and then looks me up and down, pausing slightly on my chest, and spending plenty of time lingering on my slim, lean, long legs.

‘So what’s this?’ I say, breaking the silence. ‘Peach delivery service?’

‘Ugh,’ he says, in a drawn-out voice. ‘Kinda. Normally I deliver takeaway, but this was a special delivery, courtesy of a very special customer.’ He’s got a slow, deliberate way of talking that’s kinda freaking me out.

Hang on. Is he asleep?

His eyes are fluttering, his mouth is placid and relaxed, and now that I notice, his body is kinda slumped downward. It’s exactly like the kind of pose I’d have imagined a sleepwalker to have.

‘So what do I owe you?’ I ask.

He shakes his head ponderously from side to side, eyes not leaving mine.

‘Nothing madam. But I’ve got a message for you.’

‘Go ahead.’

‘The message is that I’m a thrall of your friend from the strip club. She does what she wants with me. She fucks me when it pleases her, and uses me as a message boy. My body belongs to her. She wants me to tell you, that if it pleases you, you may use me in the same way today. To help you learn about the sensual possibilities of your new body. To unlock the deep pit of lust within you.’

I’m breathing deeper as he talks, and I can’t help but really notice how much of a hunk of meat this guy is. He’s so strong and powerful looking. Hearing him offer himself up to me like this is seriously fucking arousing.

I’m imagining having his head between my legs, imagining what his cock might look like.

‘By lying with me, you’ll learn how to manipulate the world of dreams, how to travel away from your body, how to remotely fuck men, how to extract their essence.’

‘Well that all sounds peachy,’ I say, smiling at the lumbering hunk of man.

I reach to his hand and grip the peach that he’s brought for me. It’s soft and has the slight fuzz around it. 

This morning, it feels as though my sense have all been enhanced somehow, because even just squeezing the flesh of the softly yielding fruit has a sensual, pleasurable quality that I’ve never experienced before.

I lift the fruit to my nose and take a deep breath. The scent is wonderful — a creamy, fresh, sweet aroma that feels almost intoxicating. 

‘God damn,’ I whisper, closing my eyes and breathing in even deeper. The scent is subtle, too — a nuanced thing, that keeps revealing more of itself to me. Vanilla, cardamom, even something spicy and metallic that I can’t quite put my finger on.

I brush my lips with the fuzzy surface of the peach, and shiver in pleasure. My lips are so sensitive now, it’s like I’m feeling touch in high definition.

‘Smells good?’ asks the thrall.

‘Smells perfect,’ I say. I reach past him and close the door, then I beckon him into my home.

‘Do you want me to strip off?’ the thrall asks, his voice even and confident.

‘Why not?’ I ask.

Suddenly, I hear the stripper’s voice in my head. ‘Oh, I’m so glad my little present has arrived. I hope you enjoy what he’s got to offer you. One thing I’d ask is that you don’t fuck him. Anything else is fine, but he belongs to me. If you fuck him, he’ll become your thrall. And it’s not nice to steal from friends, is it?’

The thrall pulls of his shirt. It was so tight it was almost plastered to his thick body. Now though, I can see all the muscles of his pecs and abs. They’re picked out so clearly. Fuck, this guy is built like a fucking animal. I feel desperate to run my hands over his flesh.

‘Of course,’ I say. ‘I wouldn’t dream of taking your possession.’

I watch the thrall as he shakes his pants off. Holy shit. The bulge in his pants. It’s massive. I can see the shape of his cock — it’s bent upwards, and its thick red tip peeps from the top of his tight briefs.

Almost absentmindedly, I takes a generous bite from the peach. Juice bursts into my mouth, sweet nectar coating my tongue, and instantly dripping down my chin. The taste is sensational. While it’s instantly recognizable as the flavor of a peach, there’s so much more to it. 

That vanilla is there, but I can taste cinnamon too, and earthy, spicy notes that I’ve never ever tasted before.

‘Oh my God,’ I groan.

‘Ah, the peach,’ says the stripper. ‘Always a treat. Never lets me down. There’s nothing special about that peach, Clark. You’re the special thing. You’re the reason why it tastes so damn good.’

I luxuriate in the sensation of the peach, and when I swallow the sweet chunks of the fruit, I feel a satisfaction that’s hard to describe.

Fuck. If this is what it feels like to be a woman, there’s no way that I ever want to go back to being a man.

‘Does this please you?’

I open my eyes and look at the thrall. His cock is now fully erect and dangerously long. He’s gripping the shaft with his big, meaty hand.

‘It’s pretty damn nice,’ I say, licking my lips. They’re still moist with the nectar of the peach. ‘So tell me, is being a thrall something that’s forced on you?’

I slowly walk up to the thrall, and drop down to my knees in front of him.

‘No,’ he says. ‘I had a choice. I chose my mistress. It’s a consensual process. But now, I belong totally to her.’

I marvel at the length of his shaft. I’ve never been this close to a cock before — well, at least a cock that isn’t my own. It feels so exciting to me. There’s a smell to him, too. It feels like I’m smelling pure masculinity. It’s like rich leather, earthy, and something acidic — zesty lime.

So it’s not like these thralls are made to worship succubi against their will. That’s something at least.

‘You know I’m absolutely not allowed to fuck you,’ I say. I let my fingers trail up and down the length of him. His skin is so soft and warm, but the meat beneath is so damn hard, it’s solid as rock. It would feel so good in me, in my tight little pussy. But that’s strictly off limits.

‘Of course,’ he says. ‘But I can provide you with intense pleasure, if you’ll let me.’

‘I wonder how much spunk you’ve got in those balls.’ I ponder it, stroking his ballsack, then gently pumping his cock with my slim hand. 

He lets out a low, rumbling moan that takes me by surprise.

‘There’s a lot,’ he says. ‘I’ve got a feeling I might be showing you soon.’

‘I hope so,’ I reply. I can feel my heart start to beat even faster all of a sudden. It hits me that I’m about to cross a line. Up until seriously recently, I’ve been a man. A straight man. And know, I’m about to stick a huge cock in my mouth.

I can’t control my arousal though. Because I’m not a man anymore. I’m a woman, and it seems like my sexuality has changed to line up with my new gender. But there’s a small voice in the back of my mind trying to stop me.

I ignore that voice.

The taste of the thrall’s cock is wonderful. It’s that same, rich, complex aroma that’s on the air, but so much more potent and powerful. I run my tongue over the smooth skin of the tip of him, teasing and gently nibbling him.

‘Mistress,’ he sighs, holding the back of my head, lacing his fingers through my hair. ‘You’re so skilled.’

I don’t reply — my mouth is too full of cock for that. I take as much of him into me as I possibly can, and as I do so, I feel an electric tingle in my pussy, and then, a moment later there’s a flood of wetness between my legs. I’m getting so fucking aroused by sucking this cock that I feel like I’m trembling.

My pace is slow to begin with. It’s like I’m learning a whole new skill. I wonder how it feels for him, wonder what my mouth, specifically feels like. Whether it’s as hot and wet as I want it to be.

I let him penetrate my lips, too — taking my mouth off him and pushing my lips tightly together. Then, as if reading my mind, he forces that monster cock into my mouth and I greedily suck.

As my lust grows though, I start to speed up. He’s pushing in time with my strokes, too, filling me with his manhood.

‘Will you swallow my seed?’ he asks. I find his strange way of speaking to be a serious fucking turn on — like he’s just a robot, designed for fucking, designed to please me.

I nod, even though I’ve got his cock in my mouth, and I push him as far down my throat as I can. He lets out a gurgled grunt, and then, I feel his cock explode in me — a throbbing, pulsing wave.

A moment later, my mouth is full of his thick, salty cum. I look up at his eyes, and greedily swallow it down for him. I’ve still got some of his cum on my lips, and I beckon to him.

‘Kiss me,’ I say. He comes down to meet me, and locks lips with me. He moves his mouth over me just as hungrily as I devoured his spunk, and hit thick tongue pushes into my salty mouth, twisting around my own. He’s pure lust. There’s no romance or softness here, this man just wants to fuck my mouth with his.

I start to move my hands over his body — his skin is smooth and hard, like warm marble. When our lips finally part, I say to him, ‘Now kiss my other lips. Show me what pleasure really means.’

He doesn’t even wait a second — he pushes me down onto the ground, and rips my t-shirt from my body. His cock hasn’t even gone down, and somehow, it’s still rock hard. He rubs the spunky tip over my tits and then leans in and licks my pink nipples, sucking and biting.

With each of his touches I squirm and buck. ‘You dirty, filthy fucking animal,’ I say, as he traces his tongue down my body. He kisses my belly and then, finally obeying me, he pushes his lips together and presses them against my pussy.

‘Perfect fucking pussy,’ he says. His lips are still right there, on me, and the vibrations from his speech drive me wild.

He starts to eat me, giving attention to each part of my pussy in turn. I feel like I’m cumming the whole time he’s down there — it’s pure pleasure, pure unadulterated ecstasy, as his tongue tickles my lips, the inside of my pussy, my tingling little clit.

I grab the ground, gripping tight, and as my orgasm finally breaks, I push my pussy up into his face and scream out in joy, as he shoves his tongue deep in me and pinches my clit into submission.

‘Fuck,’ I say, trembling in post-orgasmic bliss.

‘This is as nothing,’ he says, compared to what you will experience tonight.’

‘Tonight?’ I ask, confused. 

‘When you shadow-walk.’

∞ ∞ ∞

I spent the rest of the day with the Thrall meditating. I know, doesn’t sound as exciting as fucking, does it? But believe me, it is pretty fucking intense.

Before, when I was a man, I’d tried meditating a couple times. Never really got much out of it, honestly. I know it’s meant to help with stress and anxiety, maybe help you to get to know yourself, but nothing like that ever happened with me. I just ended up feeling as though I must be doing it wrong because I never unlocked any deep, hidden self-knowledge.

Meditating as a succubus though? That’s a different matter.

The thrall told me to close my eyes and focus on someone. Anyone.

‘Like anyone?’ I asked.

‘Anyone.’

I don’t know why, but the first person I thought of was Jackson Tracker — a rock singer from the nineties who I’m a big fan of. 

Almost the second I thought about Jackson, it felt as though I was leaving my body, rushing through some dark void, and then, a moment later, I was with Jackson, in his home.

It wasn’t exactly the same as if I were with him, and he appeared to me as a kind of vague, shifting cloud in human form. I knew it was him, but he was indistinct, and I couldn’t hear what he was saying.

‘If he were asleep,’ the thrall explained, ‘you’d be able to see him clearly. Not just that, you could enter his dreams, and, if you so wish, attempt to seduce him.’

‘Fuck him in his dreams?’ I asked, incredulous.

‘And it’s not like having sex in the waking world,’ he said. ‘It’s much more intense, more pleasurable, and deeply intimate in a way that a purely physical encounter could never match.

So tonight, instead of going to sleep, I’m going to find Wes, in his dreams, and drain his essence. Then, if he wants, I’m going to make him my Thrall. Maybe then, that arrogant asshole will have some respect for women.

I can barely wait for the sun to set. I’m watching from my window, and as the sun dips down below the horizon, I can feel my heart start to beat faster.

‘Now, you should start to feel something,’ says the thrall. ‘Your powers begin to blossom in the evening, when sleep rules the land.’

It’s true, I do start to feel something. My skin prickles, my eyes widen, and I start to hear things I couldn’t before. The creak of the floor. The soft breathing of my house. Birds, getting ready for the evening, and in the distance, the low rumble of cross-town traffic.

And as time passes, as the day gets darker, everything sharpens, and I start to get the vague impression that people nearby to me are sleeping, dreaming. I get snippets of their dreams, strange, disassociated nuggets — impossible scenarios in weird dark spaces.

It’s time, so I sit cross-legged on the hard wood floor, close my eyes, and tune into Wesley’s essence.

At first, with all the noise from the dreamers nearby, it’s trickier to find him. I hum and buzz through the sea of unconsciousness, drifting with intent. Eventually, after what feels like hours but most probably was just a few minutes, I feel Wesley’s presence. It’s the arrogance that draws me to him, the sense of entitlement.

To my surprise, I find that the taste of his arrogance to be intoxicating. In this dream world, I feel as though I’ve got a physical form. Exactly the same as my real body. And I can feel that phantom pussy pulse and beat with moisture.

So this is Wes’s bedroom.

This guy is seriously fucking rich. The view from his apartment is sensational — he’s so high up that the entire city is spread out like a blanket of twinkling lights. You can see the river from here, too, with shimmering reflections swimming gently in the darkness. It’s not just the view that’s expensive, either. There’s artwork up on the walls — boldly painted nude figures in bright colors. The space is huge, and his bed dominates it. His bedsheets are deep red silk, the color of ripe cherries. His big, muscular body is splayed out asleep in the bed.

I approach him. Even though I’m here, in the physical world, because is dreaming, if I wake him or touch him, I won’t actually be waking him, just joining with his dream.

As I walk to him, I catch sight of myself, reflected in the mirror above his bed. I’m naked of course, and I watch as my hefty breasts tremble and jiggle as I walk. It’s such a thrill to see my female body. I feel such a wonderful freedom and sensual energy. It crackles within me as I approach my boss.

‘Wes…’ I whisper. My voice has a powerful resonance, almost as though I’m speaking into Wes. 

Wes hears me but doesn’t fully wake up. He rolls over though, and to my delight, I notice that even though Wes is asleep, he’s already got a full erection — it strains up against the bedsheets, pushing that silky fabric up towards the ceiling.

Good boy, I think to myself.

‘Come on, big boy, wake up — you’ve got a visitor.’ I let my hand gently stroke Wes’ powerful shoulder, and as I do, I see him wake up. His eyes blink for a moment, and then, when he sees that I’m here with him, his tongue licks his lips.

‘What the?’ he says. His eyes fix on my breasts, then flick back up to my sparkling blue eyes.

‘Shhhh,’ I say, raising a finger to my lips. ‘You’re in a dream with me, Wes. I’m here to milk your cock dry. I want your cum in me.’

He groans, instantly aroused, and starts to rub his cock through the sheet with his hand.

‘Good boy,’ I say.

‘You’re hot,’ he moans. ‘I wanna fuck you.’ He’s got that same, dreamy look that the stripper’s thrall does.

‘Good,’ I reply. ‘But before that,’ I lazily rest my hand on his throbbing cock, ‘you should know that if you do cum in me, you’ll belong to me. You’ll bend to my will, and you’ll want no-one else. I’ll be your mistress, in the world of dreams, and the waking world.’ I make it so that he understands, transmitting the seriousness of the situation through the dream, straight into his conscious mind.

He pushes his dick against my hand. ‘I understand, mistress,’ he replies. 

‘Good,’ I say. I grip the sating sheets and pull them fully off his body, revealing his gorgeous form underneath. ‘You’re such a powerful man, I bet you’re always in control, aren’t you?’ I ask.

He nods. He makes no attempt to hide his hunger from me.

‘But here, in your dream, I’m in control.’ I lean in, lick up from the base of his cock, all the way up to his tip. It’s a big dick, even bigger than the thrall’s. But there’s no reason not to have a little fun. ‘And if I think your cock isn’t big enough…’ I gesture at his meat. ‘I can make it bigger.’ My eyes flash bright blue, and as I grip his cock, I feel it swell and bulge in my hand, until it’s almost stupidly big — a weapon of hard flesh.

‘It feels so good,’ he moans.

‘Just you wait,’ I say.

I hop up on top of him, straddling him between my legs, and I move my pussy so that it’s straight above his cock. I’m seeping for him, and my juices drip down onto his waiting tip. I reach down, rub my pussy juice into him, shifting my hand up and down his shaft as he moans with pleasure underneath me.

‘Fuccckkkk,’ he groans.

‘That’s the idea, silly,’ I say. It feels so good to have so much power over him. Now, as a woman, I’m holding all the cards.

I move myself down, so the tip of my pussy lips just gently kiss the tip of him. Even this feels incredible. Just knowing that I’m about to swallow him up in my hot wetness — it’s making me tremble.

‘You want me?’ I ask.

He nods.

‘How much of me?’ 

‘All of you.’ He grunts.

I push down, gently, slowly, and I feel him push me apart. His girth is so huge that I feel my pussy lips stretching for him. It’s fucking amazing. I want to plunge further down, take him straight in, but I don’t know if I can even take it.

‘Yesss,’ I his, as I keep moving slowly down, slipping down him, pushing him into me. His eyes flicker, as though the pleasure is so intense he’s lost control of his body. When I’m all the way over him, and he’s wearing me like a glove, I lean right in. My breasts push up against his chest and I whisper into his ear, ‘You belong to me now, fucker.’

I start to grind my hips, powerfully wriggle my butt downward, fucking Wes hard, gripping him with all my might. His mouth opens wide and he looks straight up, and I can feel his energy flowing into my already. I feel like I’m stuck to him, like my pussy’s clamped on, and the only way I’m gonna get off is if he cums in me.

I roll over to the side, and lock eyes with him. ‘Well, fuck me then,’ I say. He doesn’t need any more encouragement.

‘I’m not just gonna fuck you,’ he says, ‘I’m gonna destroy that little pussy with this monster fucking cock.’ 

He starts slamming into me, slipping his hand under my ass and pulling me in tight, as his cock pounds and pounds me, making juice squirt from my cunt with each powerful thrust.

‘Fuckkkk,’ I scream. The sensation is so fucking intense, so much more intimate and pleasurable than sex as a man ever was. It’s like I’m totally lost in the sensation, like we’re just one creature, fucking itself into oblivion.

‘I want to fuck you everywhere,’ he says. He pulls out, and I’m immediately hungry for him.

He flips me over, then slides his cock between my legs again, finding my hungry pink pussy. Then he squeezes into me, parting my ass cheeks, finding some new spot inside me as he rubs his finger on my clit.

‘I want a finger in my ass,’ I pant, as his rhythm increases. 

He does as I ask, pushing his finger up into me, filling me even more, as he slips the fingers of his other hand over my clitoris. The pleasure is to much for me, and I know I’m close.

‘I’m you little slut,’ I pant. ‘I’m your cum-hungry slut. I want you to fill me up, big boy. Can you do it? Can you squirt your spunk in me?’ As I speak, I start to come, my pussy tightens around the base of his cock, all my muscles contracting, starting to throb and tingle around him, making my pussy vibrate. And as he starts to come, as gouts of thick, salty spunk spray into me, my pussy milks him dry, forcing his seed up into me. And as we collapse together on the bed, it finally dawns on me — even though I own him now, he owns me, too.

∞ ∞ ∞
The next few months of Wes’ life are very interesting. You could say that the way he runs his business changes quite a bit. He goes from being a master manipulator, to a philanthropist overnight.

He stops harassing the women at work. He even starts promoting people on merit, rather than based on the size of their bust. And you know what, in time, his company becomes even more successful.

It’s my influence of course. Behind the scenes, I’m educating him, helping him to become a better man. And every night, he teaches his cum-hungry slut how to be a better woman.

Funny type of revenge, but fitting, too.

∞ ∞ ∞
Hungry for more?
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∞ ∞ ∞

Why not subscribe to my mailing list? I’ll send you a free story that’s only available through this sign-up. Not only that — I’ll keep you up to date with all my latest gender swap erotica stories and news! Sign up here: http://eepurl.com/dmEOvz.

∞ ∞ ∞

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

∞ ∞ ∞

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

 


Gal

 

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




BOOK FIVE



BEAT COP GENDER SWAP
Ever since I was a kid, I’d only ever wanted to do one thing: be a cop. My dad was a cop, his dad had been a cop. It was cops, as far back as I could remember. 

	At school, when I had been like, twelve, we’d had a career advice day. People from all kinds of different places of work had come in and set up stalls where you could go and find out about what it might be like to be a chef or an accountant. My friends had walked around the sports hall from stall to stall, making notes on each different career path. I didn’t need to do that though. I just found the stall from Malbeck County Police Department and stood there for two hours, talking to the officer about everything I would need to do to join.

	‘The great thing about becoming a police officer,’ said the young, clean shaven cop standing before me, ‘is that all you really need is a high school diploma. You don’t really need to go to college. So it’s a career path that’s open to anyone.’

	He looked so smart, so handsome. It wasn’t like I was attracted to him - not only was I kid, I was also a guy - but I could just tell anyone would look good in this uniform: a crisp, short-sleeved, light blue shirt; navy blue pants; shiny black shoes; a squat, flat police cap. It was so cool!

	‘So I can be an officer, straight out of school?’ I asked. I must have sounded so eager.

	‘That’s right, son,’ he replied. He looked down at my name badge, ‘But look Taylor, that’s not to say that you wouldn’t get something out of college. Personally, I went to college and got a degree in law enforcement. It’s worth putting in the effort and time, because you can earn much more money, and climb the tree even faster.’

	‘Will it help me get the bad guys?’ I asked.

	‘Something like that,’ he replied, with a broad, white-toothed smile.

	So, I put in the time. Three years in college after high school. Thousands of dollars of debt. At times it felt like I was studying a law degree, not a law enforcement degree. I’m not a natural student, to be honest, and I found the work in college to be very hard. It stretched me to my academic limit. But at the same time, it was super-exciting, and I could see just why it would be so useful for a police officer. Ethics, procedure, even a background in forensic science. It was an aspiring police officer’s dream course. I lapped it up.

	While I worked on my mind, I made sure not to neglect my body. I got quite seriously into working out. Not just for the sake of it, either. I didn’t care so much about looking good. The most important thing for me was that my body worked as well as it could. I wanted to be in absolute peak physical condition. I worked every part of my body to the absolute limit: my arms, my legs, my core. I made sure that I worked on cardio the most ruthlessly, mixing between running, cross training and the rowing machine. It felt great to see my body change, developing in ways that I’d never experienced before.

	My best friend at college was a guy called Grant. He was in my Law Enforcement course, and in fact he wanted to be a detective, too. We bonded over our lifelong dream of working in the police force, and we developed a friendly rivalry, not just in the classroom, but in the gym too. No matter how hard I worked, Grant somehow managed to push just that little bit harder, bench press a little bit more, find a way to shave a few extra seconds off his 10km run times.

	One Friday night, in the campus bar, we were chatting about our career prospects over a couple beers. The place was buzzing. It was near the start of the semester, and all the new freshmen had just started. They sit in booths around tables, sipping on their beers with doe-eyed innocence.

	‘These freshmen don’t know what’s hit them, huh?’ Grant picked up his beer glass in his massive right hand.

	‘Tell me about it,’ I replied. ‘You remember starting? How strange and intimidating everything was?’

	‘Intimidating?’ he looked confused. ‘I was just excited by everything.’ His big blue eyes gave a sympathetic look. ‘But I guess I can understand how people find it intimidating. There’s lots to learn.’

	Grant and I were very different people. I was what you might describe as naturally cautious, I guess, whereas Grant was quite the opposite - naturally reckless. Maybe that was why he always found a way to do better than me physically, he was wiling to push his body to the absolute limit, whereas I always held back that final 10%, just in case of injury or something else.

	‘Hey Grant, what would you do if you don’t manage to get into the police training academy?’ I asked. It was something I thought about all the time. I get nervous about not achieving my goal. I feel as though it’s the most important thing in my life.

	‘Don’t manage to get into the training academy?’ he asked, confused. He reached up and scratched his short blond hair. ‘Honestly I never even think about it. In my mind, there’s just zero chance of that ever happening. I always think that keeping positive, visually good outcomes, makes those outcomes way more likely to come true. Like the other day, when I set my new PB in the 15km race we ran. I just knew that I was gonna beat my old time, I repeated it in my head so many times before we started the run. And so it happened. I don’t even let doubt come into my mind.’

	He chugged half his beer in one massive gulp. Damn he was such a big guy. Not fat, nothing could be further from the truth. He was just huge. Six foot four (which was two inches taller than me) and loaded with so much lean muscle that it was hard to believe he was human sometimes, and not some kind of classical sculpture.

	‘What about you Taylor,’ he asked me, ‘what would you do if you don’t manage to get into the training academy?’

	‘Hmmm,’ I said, trying to pretend it wasn’t the millionth time I’d considered this possibility. ‘Well, I’d do absolutely anything I could to get in. I’d find some loophole, some trick which would get me in. It’s my life. It’s all I’ve ever wanted.’

	‘Sure,’ he said, grinning, ‘but what about after that? If every trick you can think of fails, and there’s no way you can get in. What would you do?’

	I took a long, slow drink from my beer, letting the crisp cool liquid play over my tongue before swallowing it down.

	‘You know what?’ I said, ‘I really don’t know. I guess I have no plan B.’

∞ ∞ ∞
The letter, when it came from the academy told me that due to over subscription, I wouldn’t be able to attend for the near future. I stared at the piece of paper with a grim feeling of disbelief. Even though I’d thought about this happening a million times, I just couldn’t accept that it was actually happening to me.

	In a kind of strange, disconnected rage, I rang the admissions hotline to try to work out what I had done wrong. Had I filled in my application form incorrectly? Were my qualifications less useful than I had thought? Was there something intrinsic about me that meant I wouldn’t make a good officer, and somehow the admissions process had worked that out?

	‘I’m terribly sorry sir,’ the voice at the end of the phone said to me, ‘but we’ve had record numbers of applications this year, and for your demographic group in particular, we’re unbelievably over-subscribed.’

	‘So if I apply next year, is there a chance?’

	‘Maybe if you apply to a different force. The thing is sir, we’re very keen to recruit female officers here in Malbeck County. Women are very under-represented in the department, so we’re doing everything we can to encourage more ladies into the force.’

	What the heck? I was going to fail at my lifelong dream just because of my gender? This was the most unfair, ridiculous thing I’d ever heard.

	‘So you’re telling me that because I’m a man, I can’t be a cop? You’re not taking any guys into the training corps this years?’

	‘It’s not as simple as that,’ she said. She sounded sympathetic, and not at all frustrated by my increasingly emotional questions. ‘You see, we did take some men this year, just a drastically reduced number. And don’t feel as though it’s anything personal. I can see your qualifications here, and your application form. And honestly, you would be a perfect fit for us, under normal circumstances.’

	How did she think that this would make me feel better. Being told that I’d done everything right, but just because of some chance bit of luck, I wasn’t going to be allowed to train as a cop.

	‘If anything,’ she continued, ‘you’re actually over-qualified. You’d make an excellent detective. Or maybe a forensic investigator. Have you considered applying for either of those careers? You wouldn’t have to do your time on the street then, you could start at a much more lucrative level.’

	Didn’t she get it? I didn’t want to be a forensic investigator or some desk-bound captain. I wanted to be a beat cop. Out on the street, working hard to reduce crime and protect people. 

	‘No,’ I said. ‘Look, thanks for explaining the situation to me. I just, well, I don’t know what I’m going to do now.’

	Shortly after the call, I got a message from Grant. Obviously, he had been one of the lucky ones. He’s got into the academy. When I replied, telling him that I hadn’t gotten in, it took him a long time to reply. He commiserated, and told me that at least now I had the chance to actually make a decent wage. But I could tell that he knew how devastated I must have been.

	Later that night, alone in my dorm room, I had something akin to a crisis. I’d had a whiskey or two, I’ll admit that. And I was listening to the blues pretty loudly. I was caught in a repetitive thought loop, thinking back to the conversation I’d had with Grant a year ago about what we’d do if we didn’t get into the training corps. Back then, it had been easy to say that I’d do anything I could do to fight for the chance to become a cop. But in reality, what was I meant to do? Change my fricking gender? 

	No, I have to say that I was particularly attached to my gender. I’d never even wondered what it might be like to be a girl. But the more I drank, the more I thought about it. I put on leadbelly and I got out my guitar, strumming along to the complicated rhythms, howling along to the lyrics.

	If only I’d been born a woman, I found myself thinking. Life would have been so simple for me. I could have easily got into the academy, easily aced my tests. Life would be good. These days, things were much better for women too. What would I even lose by being the other gender. Probably nothing. 

	I carried on singing, loudly screaming out, ‘In the pines, in the pines, where the sun don’t ever shine, I’d shiver the whole night through.’ I took another swig from the square glass, and waited for the next song to start. Then, to my surprise, I heard a heavy knock at my door.

	Who on earth could this be?

∞ ∞ ∞

I didn’t have so many friends in my dorm block. I mostly kept myself to myself for the most part. I’d always thought that while I was at home I should either be studying or working out. I guess the irony of the situation was that even if I hadn’t studied at all, I’d still be in the same predicament I found myself in: unable to start the only work I’d ever been interested in.

I put my guitar down to the side and turned my music down before kicking my chair away from my desk and walking to the door. I looked at my watch - damn it was late, almost midnight. I hadn’t even really noticed the passing of time.

I opened the door and saw a familiar face. I didn’t know her name, but I saw this girl around all the time. I guess the main reason I’d noticed her was because she was drop-dead gorgeous. Exactly the kind of girl I’d have been interested in - if I’d ever made any time for a romantic life, that is. She was quite short - petite, I guess you could have called her - and she was pretty curvy. Not overweight at all, mind, just, you know, she had bumps in all the right places. She had dark hair in a short bob (although it was tied back at the moment) and her eyes were a beautiful caramel color, thickly lashed and wide.

‘Hello?’ I said. I sounded way drunker than I felt. I wondered if that meant that I was actually more drunk than I’d realized.

‘Um,’ she said, clearly nervous, ‘I was just wondering if you would mind turning the music down? It’s just, it’s getting late and I was hoping to get some sleep.’ She was wearing the cutest pajamas I’d ever seen. Pink sweat pants covered in little red hearts and 

‘Get some sleep?’ I asked, trying to be flirtatious. ‘It’s Friday night. Shouldn’t you be getting ready to go out?’

‘Not exactly,’ she said. ‘I’m kinda a homebody. Don’t like to get out too much. Um,’ she looked at my eyes, ‘Are you OK? You look kinda … weepy.’

Well. I had been crying. But it felt like it was kinda rude of her to bring it up. I mean, it wasn’t exactly normal to go around a guys room and accuse him of being a wimp, was it?

‘I’m Ok,’ I said, ‘I just had a hard day -’ I was about to go on, when this strange upsurge of emotion took me off guard. It must have been the booze, but I found myself doubling over and just bawling, like, letting fat tears stream down my face. I could feel the moisture pooling under my chin and I wiped at my skin with the cuff of my shirt.

‘You don’t seem OK,’ she said.

‘I’m not,’ I sighed.

‘Hey,’ she said, ‘why don’t I come in? Bed can wait a few minutes.’ She looked past me, at my desk. ‘You can give me a shot of whiskey to say thank you? My name’s Kendra, by the way.’

I nodded and she came in. Over the next half hour or so, I explained my situation to her. I told her I’d always wanted to be a cop, and I detailed all of the hard work I’d done to make that dream become reality, only to have it all snatched away from me at the last minute.

‘And you only want to be a cop in, what did you say the place was called, Malbeck County? She took another sip of the golden liquid in the bottom of her tumbler.

I nodded again. ‘It’s where I grew up. It’s where my father was a cop, and his father before him. I’ve been telling everyone I know that I’m gonna join the force my whole life. I don’t even know how I’m ever gonna show my face back there, I’m so ashamed.’

‘Well,’ she said, ‘there’s only one thing for it. We’re gonna have to make you eligible for the work.’

‘What do you mean?’ I asked, ‘I told you, they’re only taking on women at the moment. I’m not gonna chop my dick off. -’

‘I don’t think that’ll be necessary,’ she replied, with a wicked glint in her eye. Come to my room, let’s have some fun. It might not be exactly what you want, but it might just be what you need.’

I’d never been into any other dorm room in the block, and I was surprised to see that her space was actually laid out quite differently to mine. It was also a heck of a lot nicer. I’d not really bothered to decorate the space in my room, but she had all kinds of stuff on the walls: a big golden poster of a man and a woman kissing in bed, a huge black and white print of Bridget Bardot, timetables. She also had a bookshelf which she’d stuffed with books, their spines out. They looked kind of academic - they weren’t the kind of thing that you’d relax with on the couch after a hard day of work.

‘Nice books,’ I said, not really knowing what to say.

‘You’re into gender identity and feminization?’ she asked with a mischievous smile.

‘Oh, is that what they’re about?’ I asked.

‘That’s it,’ she said, ‘I’m doing a course on gender studies. That’s partly why I find your situation so interesting. It’s so weird to find a man unable to take a job because of his gender, rather than the other way around.’

I let out a confused grunt and took another sip of the whiskey I’d brought through from my room. I looked up and saw that on the top of her cupboard that there were a selection of different hard liquors. Hmmm, I needn’t have brought my whiskey with me after all.

‘So,’ she said, ‘for a bit of fun, why don’t we see how you’d look as a girl?’

‘What?’ I must have looked totally shocked, because she kind of winced.

‘You must have thought about it,’ she replied, ‘you know, crossdressing. Seeing if you could pass as a girl? Applying for the job again, but, you know, giving yourself a fighting chance?’

‘Ugh, I don’t think that I could actually pass for a girl,’ I said, trying not to smirk.

‘No,’ she said, ‘not right now. You’re far too manly. Way too masculine.’

Was she flirting with me?

She continued, ‘But I promise you, with a little love and attention, we can have you looking very, very feminine indeed.’

It must have been the whiskey. Maybe it was the weird sense of sudden freedom I had, as though I’d been released from all the expectations of my life. But for whatever reason, I found myself smiling, and then nodding. This was turning into quite the evening.

‘So do you want me to strip?’ I asked. I sounded very tipsy now. It was fun being inside my brain when I was drunk. It was like I didn’t have any filter on anything I said. As soon as a thought popped into my brain, I let it fall straight out of my mouth.

‘Well,’ she said, ‘it’d be convenient.’ Huh. She was going with it. ‘If you open up my wardrobe, you can stand behind it for some privacy. Because you might as well strip down all the way down. We can start you out with a pair of my panties.’

OK, I was the one who was shocked, now.

‘Panties?’ I asked with a snicker. ‘Do I really need to wear panties to feel like a -’ I stopped myself. ‘Hey what the fuck, why not?’

So I stepped behind the open wardrobe and started to take off my clothes. There was a full-length mirror in the wardrobe door which shielded me from Kendra. I looked at my body as I pulled my shirt up and over my head. I wasn’t bad looking. I had warm brown eyes - not as big as Kendra’s, but nice, in their own way. I kept my brown hair cropped short, kinda like a military buzz cut. I had hollow cheeks and high cheek bones, and short, dark stubble covered my chin and jaw.

I loosened my belt and slipped off my pants, and then paused a moment. On the other side of the door, I could hear Kendra rustling around in her clothes drawers.

‘Hmmm,’ she said, ‘I’m struggling here. You’re quite a bit larger than me. I think that whatever I give you, it might be a little tight on you. How well endowed are you?’

What was up this girl? I’d never met anyone like her. I mean, who asks a stranger a question like that? But I decided to just go with it.

‘Average to large,’ I replied. I pulled down my underwear and looked at my manhood. Honestly it was more like a large. It was thick and long, but I didn’t want to seem like I was boasting or something. Plus I wanted her to believe me.

‘Hmmm, average to large,’ she pondered, ‘why don’t you try theses on for size?’ She thrust her hand around the side of the wardrobe. She was clasping something frilly and black between her finger tips. Whatever it was dangled there for a moment. I took hold of it.

It was a thong. A black, lacy thong.

‘I guess I’m committed now,’ I said.

It was actually quite tricky to get into the delicate fabric. I was a slim guy, but it was tough to get it past my thighs.

‘This feels weird,’ I said, and I wasn’t joking. The fabric was very tight, pushing my cock up against my body. It kinda made my junk look even bigger though, as though it was struggling to get out. The fabric at the back felt even weirder! How did women do it? Just have a string up between their ass cheeks all day long? I guess not everyone wore a thong all the time, but honestly I didn’t get it. When I looked at my reflection though, I kinda got it.

I looked pretty fucking sexy.

‘You mind if I take a look?’ said Kendra. ‘I’ve never seen a guy in woman’s underwear before.’

Did I mind? Not me. Not good old drunken Taylor.

‘Knock yourself out!’ I said, slurring my words a little.

She whipped the door back closed and looked at me.

‘Holy shit!’ she exclaimed, ‘you look so sexy!’

‘You think?’ I slurred. ‘You think the thong suits me?’ I did a little pirouette for her, so that she could see me from every angle. I did actually feel pretty hot myself. I know I was wearing a pair of women’s panties, but it still felt very manly.

‘Come on though, why don’t you try this on?’ She was holding a red dress. ‘My mom bought this for me a year ago and the size is way too big for me. I think it might fit you pretty well though.’

I took the dress from her and tried to work out how I was meant to put it on. I’d have found it difficult even at the best of times, but right now, feeling pretty darn wasted, I couldn’t begin to understand how the damned thing worked.

‘So is this the arm hole?’ I asked.

Kendra laughed.

‘That’s the bottom, dumb-dumb. Here, let me help you out. We haven’t got all night - I still need to get to sleep at some point.’

She helped me into the dress. I’d made the classic mistake of not bothering to undo the zipper at the back. I think that had made it more difficult for me to understand. When it was over my head and round my body, Kendra reached round and pulled the zipper up.

‘Oh my,’ she said, ‘you are looking good. I don’t know whether you would exactly pass for a girl, but it’s definitely a start.

I moved the door so that I could see myself in the mirror. When I saw my reflection, even though I was drunk, I gasped.

‘I actually look pretty good,’ I said. I wasn’t lying.

The red dress didn’t exactly fit me - it was too large around the bust and too tight around the waist - but even so, having the red fabric hugging my body made me look like amazing. There was a definite feminine quality to me.

‘I’ve got another idea,’ said Kendra, rummaging again in her wardrobe. ‘Put these on.’ She handed me a weird scrap of dark gray fabric. I unraveled it.

‘Hey, is this -’

‘They’re tights.’ She finished for me. ‘They should be a little easier to understand.’

‘Hmmm,’ I said, turning the fabric over in my hands a few times, ‘I dunno. Which way round do they go?’

It was tricky to work out which was the inside and which was the outside. 

‘Hang on,’ I said, ‘I’ve worked it out.’ I stretched the tights out and dipped my toes into them, before pulling them up my legs. They felt, well they felt tight. But also, they gave my legs a strange cooling sensation. As I waved my legs through the air, it felt as though there was a gentle breeze moving across my body.

‘Feels nice, actually,’ I said. ‘Why don’t guys wear these all the time?’ I asked.

‘Well,’ said Kendra, ‘it’s probably because it makes them look like that.’ She gestured toward the mirror. I followed her movement and looked at myself. I almost laughed with surprise. God damn I looked so weird.

While I was looking at myself, I didn’t notice, but Kendra was taking a sneaky photo of me.

‘Hey!’ I said, ‘delete that photo.’ I didn’t sound too serious though, try as I might. I was actually having a pretty good time.

I started to fuck around, pulling feminine poses and strutting about, with my hands on my hips and my butt out to the side.

‘Oh wow, work it girl!’ Kendra said, laughing a little and pouring us some more drinks. ‘I think I should make you a pina colada! Or maybe a daquiri? Have you ever had a cosmo?’

‘I don’t know what any of those things are,’ I said, trying to talk as femininely as possible, ‘but I want them all, and I want them now.’ I batted my eyelashes.

‘Um, I don’t really keep all the ingredients for complicated cocktails in my dorm room,’ she said, a  little deflated. ‘But I do have a very special ingredients tray I’d like to share with you.’ She handed me a simple tumbler of straight whiskey.

‘Oh yeah?’

She pulled open a drawer of her wardrobe and removed what looked like a little scarlet briefcase. She opened up the briefcase and showed me what was inside. It was like a collection of stationery or something, like an artist’s palate.

‘It’s makeup!’ she said. ‘Wanna play?’

For some reason, the makeup seemed like it would be crossing a line. I felt suddenly woozy. I must have looked strange, because Kendra pulled a concerned face.

‘You OK hun?’ she asked?

I think that’s the last thing I remember of that night.

 

When I woke the next morning, I had to take a moment before I realized that I wasn’t in my room. I blinked and looked around and then saw Kendra lying down on the ground. She had covered herself in a coat or something. She must have not had any spare blankets.

I felt weird, like I wasn’t quite myself.

‘Kendra?’ I moaned. Kendra didn’t reply.

It wasn’t just that I wasn’t myself, I was seriously hungover. Like, monumentally, biblically hungover. I felt like someone had taken an ax to my head! Not just that, like someone had totally dried me out, sucked all the moisture out of my body and replaced it with dust. There was another sensation, too, a sensation that didn’t remind me of any other hangover I’d ever had. It was like I’d been heavily sweating or something, on my face. 

I wiped a finger over the skin of my cheek and was surprised to find that there wasn’t actually any sweat on there, just some kind of powdery, sticky film. What was that?

Before I had too much time to think about it, Kendra made a noise.

‘Ughhhh,’ she said. ‘Are you awake?’

‘I’m awake,’ I said, ‘but I don’t know if I’m alive.’

Kendra let out a low, ironical laugh.

‘You’re alive, champ,’ she said. She looked up at me from the ground and smiled. ‘And you’re looking more fabulous than ever.’

That’s when it all came rushing back to me. The rejection, the phone call, the drinking, the crossdressing. I guess that’s what it had been. I lifted the covers and looked down at my body. I was still wearing the dress and the tights.

That’s when I saw my fingers. My fingernails were painted a bright, lacquered crimson. I held them up. The color made my fingers look more feminine and thin. There were definitely parts of me that could pass for female right now.

‘I forgot that you put nail varnish on me,’ I said.

‘Not just nail varnish,’ she said. She did something on her phone and then I heard my handset vibrate. ‘Look at that,’ she replied.

To be honest, I didn’t even know that we’d exchanged contact details. It felt as thought I’d gone from having no friends at all in my dorm to having a best friend of sorts. It felt good, it was just a real shame that I’d only managed to make a friend right at the end of my college career. Now, we were both going to go back to our lives, Kendra probably as a hot shot academic somewhere, and me as a … well, I don’t know. Maybe I’d end up as a salesman or something. I dunno. Maybe I’d just be street sweeper. What do law enforcement officers end up being when they can’t patrol the streets anymore? Maybe I’d just end up as a mall cop. 

I picked up my phone and flicked to whatsapp. Maybe private security actually wouldn’t be so much of a bad choice for me after all. I mean, I could maybe do some good. OK, it wasn’t anything like being an actual cop, but I could still protect - 

HOLY SHIT. Was that me?

The photo was unreal. It obviously was me, but I was in full, female makeup. It was a full job, but the makeup was subtle. I was pulling a pouty face, and my lips looked huge and succulent with the lipstick Kendra had chosen for me - a pale red. She’d applied it perfectly, all the way to the edge of my lips. She must have put foundation on me or something, because my skin look incredible in the photo - even and smooth and creamy. My eyelashes looked long and dark, and they emphasized my dark brown eyes beautifully. My eyes looked wider and prettier than ever. I think she’d put some eye shadow on, too, but it was hard to tell because the job she’d done was so subtle and good. If I’d had longer hair and my chin wasn’t as hard, I really could almost have passed for a woman.

‘That’s pretty incredible.’ I said.

‘So what do you think?’ she replied. ‘We gonna send a new application Taylor? Although I guess that we couldn’t use that name on the form. What do you feel like for your female name?’

‘What about Taylor Swift?’ I said.

‘Of course!’ she replied, ‘Taylor is a unisex name. For some reason I had a bit of a brain fog about that.’

I felt like I was getting carried away though. Last night it had seemed like a fun idea to send an application form through as a woman, but this morning, in the cold light of a very hungover morning, I wasn’t sure how much a good idea it actually was.  It felt a little disrespectful, as thought I was mocking the law enforcement culture.

‘I don’t know if we should do it,’ I said. ‘It’s not like I actually am I woman. If somehow I manage to trick them into letting me enroll in the academy, I just won’t be able to go, anyway.’

‘Look,’ said Kendra, pulling herself up onto her butt and crossing her legs, ‘let me worry about that. It would be really interesting to me, from a gender studies perspective, to have a female you enroll at the academy. It would fit very nicely into some research that I’m doing at the moment. And you know, I actually get paid for the research. And some of that money is definitely available for my research subjects.’

‘You’ll pay me to apply?’ I asked, mildly incredulous.

‘Yep,’ she replied. ‘Plus, I think if we can trick them into taking you, I’m confident that I know a way of getting you a slot at the job, for real.’ 

I thought about it for a minute, then got up from the bed. I looked at my reflection in the mirror and to my horror, I saw that I was still in the makeup from last night. Kendra saw my expression and smiled.

‘Oh yeah, let’s get that stuff off your face for now. We’ve gotta protect your skin now that you’re a girl.’

‘I’m not a girl, Kendra,’ I said, in a kind of jokey but firm voice.

‘Sure,’ she said, ‘not yet anyway.’ She giggled.

It was a strange day. Kendra and I grabbed some breakfast and then got down to work: fabricating the life of the female version of me. In a lot of ways, the female Taylor had had a pretty similar upbringing to me. In fact, I was kinda surprised by just how similar the application for was to the one I’d sent just a couple months ago. It was something I’d never really thought about before, but I guess in reality, on paper, men and women were pretty damn similar. I didn’t even change my personal statement so much. 

Before too long, we’d completed the form. It that was left was to attach a headshot. So, after carefully removing the makeup from my face, I was sitting in front of Kendra again as she re-applied it. This time, I had the opportunity to remember the process. The smooth feeling of the big fluffy brush against my cheeks; the strange, sticky pull of the mascara brush; the waxy poke of the the lipstick against my mouth. Then, in under fifteen minutes, I looked even more feminine than I had last night.

‘You’re really good at this,’ I said. It was one thing to see a photograph of myself as a girl on a phone, another to see my face as my expressions changed subtly as I spoke, to see my smile accentuated by lipstick, my eyes happily shining, made more gorgeous by the mascara.

‘Thank you. Now, I don’t really know what we can do about the hair,’ she said, clearly deep in thought. ‘Hang on, why don’t you put this on - maybe your hair is long enough to make this work.’

She handing me a thick black hairband. 

‘If you just keep it close to the brow,’ she said, putting it onto my hair, ‘then maybe it will…’ She smiled. ‘That’s it! It looks OK. Passable. You could definitely pass for having longer hair. But I’ve got an idea. I’ll set the camera up to take a photo after ten seconds -’

She set up a little tripod and put her phone on it, then fiddled with the things settings.

‘OK,’ you just smile,’ she said, ‘I’ll handle the rest.’

So that’s what I did. She crouched down behind me, and threw her long, glossy hair over my shoulder, so that it looked as though I had a ponytail. She remained crouching behind me for about a minute or so, quietly giggling, as though we were in on a secret together.

The photo was actually convincing. Kendra’s hair was close enough in color to mine so that is looked as though I had actual long hair. And you know what? If I hadn’t known it was me in the picture, and that I was definitely, 100% a man, and I wasn’t scrutinizing every single tiny element of the photograph, I would have just looked straight at this photo, thoguht - oh, that’s a girl, and carried on.

‘Fantastic!’ squealed Kendra. ‘Let’s send this bad boy.’

‘Bad girl,’ I corrected.

So I attached the documents required, and sent the email off. I’d never felt so nervous. It felt like I was breaking some big law. I guess I was, in a sense. I was pretending to be someone I wasn’t. I had no idea just how much my life was about to change.

∞ ∞ ∞

The first time I applied to be a police officer, I’d waited months for the state to get back in touch with me. Almost four months to be exact. This time though, I barely had to wait four days. Also, when the male version of me had applied for the job, I’d gotten a letter back. Old fashioned snail mail. This time though, it was an email that dropped into my inbox.

I got the email when I was in a bar with Grant, drowning my sorrows again. It was the end of our time at college and we had both been packing our belongings to head off to the next chapter in our lives. It had been a bittersweet week for Grant, and just a plain old bitter week for me.

So when the email came, I didn’t really know how to react. Grant glanced up from his glass and must have known something was up, because he gave me a funny old look. 

‘Everything OK?’ he said, genuine concern in his voice.

‘You’re not gonna believe this,’ I said, ‘but I’ve just got an email from Malbeck county. They’re going to give me a chance at the academy!’

‘You’re kidding!’ he said. ‘That’s incredible news, Taylor. That’s wild. What did you do? You found a way for them to reconsider you?’

Now, of course, I hadn’t told Grant about what I’d gotten up to with Kendra, and I felt as though most likely it wouldn’t be such a fantastic idea. I don’t think I can imagine Grant understanding just how depressed and desperate I’d been on the night that I’d done those weird things with Kendra.

‘I sent them an email,’ I said, ‘just telling them how keen I was, how I was willing to basically work for nothing, making sure they knew it was totally the dream of my entire life.’ It felt weird to be lying to Grant - he’d always been a great friend to me, and I couldn’t remember a time I’d actually ever lied to him.

‘Let’s see their reply,’ he said, grabbing at my phone. For a moment, I felt an icy spike of fear, worried that something about the wording of the email would give away the secret - that I’d sent my application as a woman. But the thing is, my name was the same on both applications: Taylor. I thought I’d be safe. So I gave him the phone and waited to see if I was going to be found out. Luckily, I wasn’t.

‘Well,’ he said, giving me back my phone and holding up his glass, ‘whatever you did, however you got into the fucking place, I think it’s time to celebrate, don’t you?’

I held up my glass to meet Grant’s and clinked them together. Then we downed the beer together and went to the bar to get another.

Going out drinking with Grant had a very different feel to how it had been getting drunk with Kendra the other night. It’s weird, but even though I’d known Grant for years, I didn’t feel as close to him as I had in one night to Kendra. I think it’s because Grant always took everything so seriously. If I had to describe Grant’s sense of humor, I think I would have probably used the phrase, ‘non-existent.’

Kendra on the other hand, had immediately drawn me close with her emotional openness and self-deprecating sense of humor. I’d never felt threatened by her, even though I’d totally opened up in a way that I hadn’t really ever done with anyone else. Even though on the page, there had been no difference between the masculine me and feminine me, I think out in the wild, there was a whole world of difference. And I know that I had technically still been a guy while I was with Kendra, but there was something about the experience which I feel as though had opened up a kind of feminine font in me.

So I partied with Grant as a man, and we ended up in a nightclub with music pumping and lasers playing a strange tinkling show above our heads. Grant was grinding away with some girl while I slumped against the wall and sent a text message to Kendra. I’d been waiting for the right time to send it all evening, and now that Grant was getting busy, I felt as though it was as good a time as any.

I clicked send and went to the bathroom, stopping to look for just a moment at the two doors on offer. Gents and Ladies. How weird that the fake person who’d gotten into Malbeck academy would actually use the ladies’ bathroom. I wondered what female public bathroom was actually like. Maybe it was a secret world in there - you know, marble sink fittings, beautiful, gleaming toilets, perfume dispensers, glistening, clear cut glass mirrors.

Most likely though, it was exactly the same as the gents. 

I didn’t have long to wait for a reply from Kendra, either. She seemed excited. Her first message was just about thirty exclamation points. Then, she followed that one up with:

∞ ∞ ∞

Congratulations Taylor! I’m so proud of you - you rock, girl! This is gonna be so great for my research. And guess what, I’ve got the perfect thing to make this situation even more interesting. Swing by my room tomorrow and we’ll order it together.

∞ ∞ ∞

What did she have to order? I replied, asking her what she meant, but she continued to be coy and mysterious, telling me to wait and see, and that all would be made clear. The final message she sent me was even more mysterious.

∞ ∞ ∞

Stop whatsapping me and enjoy your night out. It might be your last ever as a man!

∞ ∞ ∞

She must have made a typo or have meant something that I wasn’t picking up on. Nevermind. I decided to take her advice, so I went back to the crowded dancefloor to find Grant. He was still with the same girl, but they weren’t just grinding anymore. They had their arms around each other and their lips were linked in a passionate kiss. I watched them for a minute or two, as their hands explored each others bodies. Then, I had a strange realization. I wasn’t just fascinated. I was just jealous.

But it wasn’t Grant that I was jealous of - it was the girl.

She was held so closely to my massive friend’s chest - his powerful arms gripping her like a vice. The shape she made as she was pushed up against him was beautiful and strange, squashed up like a folded piece of paper. I could tell by the way she was moving that she was seriously turned on, and the way she let her hands play over his body made me think instantly of lovemaking.

I let my eyes scan the rest of the dancefloor, scoping out the writhing bodies as the crowd danced, trying to see if there was anyone that maybe I could make a move on. But I was feeling confused - I’d never wanted to dance up on a guy before, and the strange desire was causing me worry. Was I turning gay? Had I always been gay? Maybe because I’d failed to get into the academy as a guy, I’d lost my personality, lost my past.

Nah, I was just being over-dramatic. I felt pretty much the same as I had a few days ago - there was no need for me to worry about my sexuality. I should just tell Grant I was leaving and then head home. All of a sudden, I didn’t feel like drinking any more.

I looked again at my friend as he danced with the girl, his hand now riding up her pale, slim thigh, and decided against disturbing them. Grant was probably gonna be with her all night anyway, and I didn’t want to cock block my best friend. So finally, feeling a mixture of reluctance and relief, I decided to head home.

The queue at the taxi rank looked to be half an hour long, so I started the long walk back. AS I walked, I found myself wondering about my night, about my life, about what exactly Kendra was going to show me tomorrow. But I also thought, in huge detail, about what Grant and his girl were going to do that night. I imagined their two bodies slipping over each other, as Grant pushed her down into his soft mattress, and then, overcome by lust, picking her up and fucking her against the wall like an animal. The more I imagined the situation, the hotter I felt. Soon it dawned on me that my dick was growing in my pants, and before I got home, I was practically bent over, trying to hide my powerful erection from any late-night wanderers I might walk past.

What was happening to me? I was fully hard, imagining I was a woman, fantasizing about my best friend fucking me, totally dominating me. When I got home, I got into bed fully clothed, turned off my light, and hoped for normal dreams. 

∞ ∞ ∞

I must have forgotten to turn on my alarm last night, because rather than wake to the sound of dance music from my phone, it was the insistent beat of a hand on my front door that roused me from my sleep.

‘Taylor!’ It was Kendra’s voice, muffled slightly by the thin wood board of my dorm room door. ‘Taylor open up, it’s late already! I’ve got stuff to do!’

I groaned an indefinite response and rolled out of bed. Oh yeah, I was still fully clothed from the night before. I looked at my phone on my bedside table, and saw that it was already almost eleven o’clock. Not super-late, especially as I didn’t have anything specific I was doing that day (other than seeing Kendra).

I opened the door and she looked pleased to see me, her warm red lips parting in a friendly smile.

‘Glad you’re in!’ she said. ‘I hate pounding on guys doors for hours.’ She was holding her right hand behind your back, as though she was hiding something from me.

‘Is it something you do regularly?’ I asked dryly.

‘Oh all the time,’ she said, ‘you know me, it’s the smell you see, it drives me wild. One whiff, and I have to track down a man - any man.’

‘Sure,’ I said. ‘Anyway, what’s up?’

‘That’s funny, coming from you,’ she said. She pointed down at my pants, and to my horror, I saw that I had an erection. 

‘Oh my God!’ I said with surprise, ‘I’m so sorry, I didn’t know, I just -’

‘Don’t sweat it, big boy,’ she said, with remarkable calmness, ‘I get it, it’s morning wood, right? Not because of me?’

What had I been thinking of? I thought back to the weird dream I was having when I’d been woken by Kendra. To my horror, I remembered that the dream hadn’t been about Kendra at all. It had been about Grant. 

God damn it.

‘You know what,’ I said, ‘it wasn’t about you.’

Was that a look of disappointment?

‘Oh well, a girl can but dream, eh?’ she said. ‘Anyway, it would never have worked out between us, I’m an academic and you’re a physical guy, you know? Opposites do attract, but I think in our case they don’t.’

Huh, she really did like me. Although Kendra was really hot, for some reason I just wasn’t feeling it with her. It just kinda felt more like she was a sister or something rather than a potential love interest. Having said that though, until recently I would have said that Grant was like a brother to me. But now my feelings toward him were anything but brotherly.

‘It’s not that I don’t think you’re beautiful -’ I started.

Kendra gave me a sassy, faux-shocked look.

‘It’s just that you see me as more of a friend,’ she finished for me. ‘I can’t believe I’ve been friend-zoned.’

I didn’t know what to say. Luckily, I didn’t have to say anything. Kendra seemed intent on doing enough talking for both of us.

‘So anyway,’ she continued, clearly excited, ‘don’t worry about all that stuff. I know I said yesterday that I found something to order? Well, I kinda ordered it last night cause I got over-excited. And I paid just a little bit extra to get next day delivery and, well, here it is.’

She smiled, making her eyes into little upwards-pointing crescents, and she pulled her right hand out from behind her back. She was holding a small, orange tub - it looked like a prescription pill bottle.

‘You got me meds?’ I asked.

She pushed past me into my room and sat at my desk, before swiveling the chair round and looking at me.

‘These aren’t just meds,’ she said, ‘this is the single most powerful tub of chemicals and hormones in the world.’

‘Hormones?’

‘Look,’ she said, ‘how much do you want to get into the training academy? How much do you want to be a cop in your home state?’

Why has she even asking me? She knew what the answer was - I’d spent hours the other night talking to her about my life and my ambition. Hell, I’d even dressed up in her clothes - dressed up as a woman - to prove just how serious about my career I was.

‘I want it more than anything else,’ I said, ‘it’s all I’ve ever wanted. You know that.’

‘Right. But what would you do? Is there anything at all you wouldn’t do?’

I shook my head.

‘No. I would do anything. Anything that didn’t involve harming someone else that is.’

She smiled again, wider than before. She shook the bottle, and I heard a rattle inside it. It wasn’t the rattle of many pills though. It sounded more like there was a single pill inside the tub, smacking hard into the plastic.

‘Good,’ she said. ‘But I wonder, would you actually be willing to give up your gender for your dream?’

‘Give up my gender? What are you talking about?’

‘This pill,’ she said, ‘is the culmination of years of research. Not many people know about it - it’s still in the testing phase, but my position at the university gives me special access to certain resources not available to the general public. This treatment is one of those resources.’

‘What is it?’

‘Like I said, it’s a mixture of chemicals and hormones that have a drastic effect on a man’s gender.’

‘Only a man’s gender?’ 

‘That’s right, it’s specific to men. It would have no effect at all on me, for example.’

Why was I even talking about this. There wasn’t any pill that could change your gender. That’s why people who wanted to transition had to go through a long process of hormone therapy, before undergoing a painful surgical procedure. The whole thing could take years, after all.

‘Come on,’ I said, ‘there’s no such pill.’

‘I promise you,’ she replied, ‘there is, and this is it. You just wash this thing down with some water and within twenty-four hours you will begin to transform into a woman. And soon, you’ll be eligible to start at the academy with the new intake of recruits. And then you’ll be a cop.’

Was she really telling me to switch gender? I was a man, it’s what I’d always been. I’d never so much as questioned my gender at all. 

‘I’m not sure,’ I said. ‘It feels a bit extreme to change my gender. I mean, what will I tell my parents?’ Did I want to be a man more than I wanted to be a cop? Anyway, most likely her pill wouldn’t work anyway. It would be just a load of nonsense. 

‘What will you tell them if you’re not a cop?’

She had a point. My dad. His dad. My whole family were lawmen in Malbeck county, as far back as I knew. It would break my father’s heart to learn that I hadn’t even gotten into the academy. I wondered what he would think if I showed up as a girl. He wouldn’t understand, that’s for sure. My dad is what you might call an old-fashioned guy, with a very clear appreciation of the traditional family unit.

My mom though - maybe she would understand. She’d always told me that she’d love me no matter what, that she’d support me no matter what kind of lifestyle choices I made. I often though when I was younger that she was like, putting the ground work in in case I came out as gay or anything, but mainly, her attitude had just meant that I’d been way more open with her than I’d ever been with my dad.

‘Is the change reversible?’ I asked. ‘Is there any way to go back if I regret it?’

‘Yes,’ she said. ‘There’s a corresponding pill. But you can only take each pill once. So if you change back to a man, there’s no flipping back again, so you have to be sure. I think you should do it? What have you got to lose? Way I see it, you’ve got everything to gain.’

I held out my hand and she thrust the pot into it. I opened the lid, gently unscrewing it, than tipped out a single pink pill onto my palm. It was small, so small that it seemed almost impossible to believe that this tiny thing would really be able to totally change someone’s gender.

‘So I just take this, drink some water, and that’s it?’

‘That’s it.’

So what if I decided to do it, to become a girl? How bad would it actually be? What would change in my life? I guess I’d have periods. Huh - how was that the first thing that I thought of? I wouldn’t have a dick any more. I wondered what would happen to my dick. Would it just fall off? Would it shrivel up? Would it curl up and tuck itself into my body?

What about my balls? For some reason I could kinda imagine my dick becoming a pussy. But my balls were something totally different. I guess maybe the female equivalent of balls were the ovaries. But they were all the way on the inside, not hanging low like the male equivalent.

‘I’d need a whole new wardrobe,’ I stammered. ‘Like, I have nothing that I’d be able to wear if I were a girl,’ I continued.

‘You don’t need to worry about that at all,’ she replied. ‘I’ll be glad to lend you everything you need. I’ll even take you shopping if you want, pick out a couple of pieces that you really want. I guess you’ll need something special for heading to the academy for the first time.’

I felt my hope starting to grow. She was talking about the academy with such certainty, as though this stupid pill was really going to work, as though I really could be a cop. Maybe it would work.

‘Are there any side effects?’ I said, my voice trembling a little.

Kendra’s face dropped a little.

‘Unfortunately,’ she replied, ‘there are.’

I felt the familiar sensation of my hope being dashed against the rocks of misfortune.

‘Oh,’ I said, ‘I probably should leave it then.’ I held my hand toward Kendra, offering her the pill back.

‘The main side effect,’ she said, ‘is pleasure. The actual transformation itself feels really, really good. Some test subjects say that it’s intensely sexual, like you’re body is fucking itself to change gender. And it doesn’t really stop when you’ve transformed. From the paper that I read, lust is intensified. Like, you get really horny. And you always want more. Sex, that is.’

‘That doesn’t sound so bad,’ I said. ‘I don’t mind pleasure. And being horny, well, that’s kinda normal for me anyway.’

‘So,’ she said, with a sudden concentration, ‘it doesn’t seem as though there’s much of a downside for you.’

It’s true. The more I thought about it, the more I felt as though I was desperate to try this thing. Even just to see if it would work.

‘Nothing bad’s going to happen, is it?’ I asked.

‘Well,’ said Kendra, ‘I can’t promise that. Something bad happens to everyone eventually, right? But it won’t happen because of this pill, that much I can guarantee.’

‘OK,’ I said. ‘I’m gonna do it. Fuck, this is insane.’

Kendra pulled a bottle of water from her pocket. ‘I brought this for you, just in case.’

I put the pill in my mouth. It was sweet. I lifted the opening of the bottle to my lips and in less than a second, I’d swallowed the unusual pill and I felt it slip down my throat.

Kendra clapped her hands together.

‘This is so exciting!’

But it didn’t feel exciting to me. It felt terrifying.

 

For the first couple of hours after I took the pill, I felt pretty normal. The changes started to happen shortly after I took my first bite with lunch.

Kendra wanted to stay with me all day, to make sure that she could make notes on all the changes that my body was going to go through. She literally had a little book, and every five minutes she’d scratch something down.

I’d been peeking, and up until now, it had all been - Everything Normal.

We had come to a burger bar. I’d wanted comforting food, and there was nothing more comforting and normal seeming than a good old-fashioned cheeseburger. From the very first bite though, things hadn’t seemed quite right.

‘You know what,’ I said, ‘this is the tastiest burger that I think I’ve ever eaten.’

We were at some no-name diner. The kind of place that was pretty damn uninspiring normally when it came to food. Every other time I’d been here, I’d barely even noticed the food. It was cheap and it was pretty cheerful, and as a student, that was a pretty important consideration.

‘Really?’ said Kendra. She took a bite of her own burger. ‘I dunno, seems kinda normal to me. Boring, in fact.’

I took another bite. This as really fucking good.

‘No way!’ I said, incredulous. ‘This thing is like a symphony in my mouth. The firm, savory patty, charred and delicious - the crisp, fresh, clean lettuce - the salty American cheese - those pickles, so tangy and sweet - and don’t forget the ketchup, thick, smooth, super sweet and just amazing!’

As I spoke, I felt my throat kind of vibrating with each word as it was formed somewhere deep in my chest. 

‘I’ve got to try yours,’ Kendra said, ‘it sounds way better than mine.’ She reached across and I passed her my burger. Maybe it was kinda gross, but I didn’t think twice about it.

She took a bite, and her face looked confused. ‘Just tastes like a normal burger to me. Very uninspiring. Hang on a second…’ She narrowed her eyes, as if trying to puzzle something out. I’d been looking for any kind of sign or symptom, but amazingly, now that I was starting to change, it was Kendra who had to actually point it out to me.

‘You know what,’ she said, ‘an intensification of sensory experience is apparently one of the first symptoms of the change coming on!’ She looked stupidly excited. ‘Do you feel anything else?’ she said. ‘Anything in your throat, in your chest?’

‘No,’ I said, ‘I just feel-’ I stopped talking because I had started to find the sound of my voice suddenly fascinating. It was like I’d never heard myself speak for the first time. My voice sounded wonderful. It was rich and it was deep and it resonated thickly somewhere in my tummy. ‘Hang on, yes, I do feel something in my throat.’ And now, with every word, I felt my voice changing. It was subtle - so deeply slow and gradual. I could feel the muscles in my throat, the rings of strong cord that controlled my voice box, flexing gently, and as they did, the register of my voice lightened ever so slightly, changing my pitch. ‘Do you hear that?’ I asked, my voice brightening.

‘I do!’ said Kendra. ‘Hey, let’s get milkshakes. And apple pie! I want you to experience it all.

The apple pie was wondrous - it was like biting into Fall, with cinnamon and spice reminding me of childhood wonder and happy days at home. The milkshake on the other hand sparked sunny memories of endless summer. It was so creamy and cool and sweet - I felt like I was being propelled gently upward on a fountain of slowly building pleasure.

‘It’s amazing,’ I said, my voice now noticeably higher. That’s when I felt that strange tightening flex that had been isolated in my throat, starting to radiate its way down through the rest of my body. ‘Something’s happening,’ I said, starting to tremble with anticipation. ‘Something big. I can feel it.’

Kendra insisted that we head back to her place. ‘I want to be able to observe you in a quiet, friendly environment,’ she said, ‘plus, I might need to have a close look at your body. You know, without so many clothes on.’

Under normal circumstances, I most likely would have found something like that pretty sexy, but right now, I just wanted to find out what was gonna happen to me. So I didn’t even make a dirty comment, I just followed behind Kendra as we walked back to our dorm.

I didn’t tell Kendra, but the strange feeling of tightening was intensifying as we made our way home. In truth, I kept it to myself because I was starting to revel in the feeling. It was beginning to feel very pleasurable. It was the same kind of tightness that you kind of get during an orgasm, I guess, but it was less intense, and it was spread out across my entire body. Like it started in my chest, kind of where I imagine my heart to be, and it radiated out like the warm rays of the sun, lighting up each part of my body in turn.

Eventually, I said, ‘Kendra…’ She turned to look at me and I was in the middle of a little pleasure shudder, my eyes closed and my lashes fluttering.

‘Holy crap!’ she said. She took hold of my hand and instantly pulled away. ‘Fuck Taylor have you seen your arms?’ 

I held up my forearm in front of my eyes and I dreamily thought how beautiful my skin looked. All the tiny hairs I normally would have on there were gone. My skin wasn’t just hairless, it was as though my complexion had actually changed - I was more creamy and soft. I absent-mindedly drew a fingertip over my soft skin and sighed in pleasure. Even the lightest touch sent tingles of physical joy over my body like a sheet of electricity.

‘I look nice,’ I said. My voice sounded sleepy, like I was about to drop off.

Then I felt the waves again, the pleasure was pretty darn serious now, and it was focused around my chest this time. My pectorals were suddenly hard and tight, and as I looked down I saw something start to slowly bloom down there.

‘Look, we’re home,’ said Kendra. 

‘I feel funny,’ I said, then I let out a laugh - it didn’t really even sound much like me. But I knew I was me. I wasn’t anybody else, was I? I hadn’t changed that much, had I? My own thoughts were confusing me, so I stopped thinking. I felt a beautiful calmness of mind, as though my brain were silent and happy.

Kendra helped me past reception in the dorm, and in the elevator she held me upright as I struggled to retain my balance.

‘I’m gonna be alright, aren’t I?’ I asked. The shifting and tightening took hold of my body again, and I shuddered against my friend as she helped me to stand. I was pressing up against her, clinging onto her.

‘You’re going to be fine. Weakness and disorientation are common early on, due to the pleasure you’re experiencing right now.’

She was right - the pleasure was almost overwhelming, like I couldn’t really control myself. 

‘I trust you,’ I said.

In her room, she lay me down on her bed. Each time a wave of pleasure swept over me, I arched my back and started to let out moans. I couldn’t help it. I wasn’t in control of my body any more.

‘I’m going to take your clothes off now,’ said Kendra, ‘so that I can make notes about the change. This is so exciting, Taylor, I’ve never been in such a crazy situation. Thanks so much for letting me be with you in this incredibly important time.’

She was being nice, but honestly I didn’t even care. All I was now was my pleasure, and couldn’t help but writhe and wriggle. She took my shoes off first, then my shirt and pants. Her eyes widened with each new garment she removed, and I looked down at my body with wonder and surprise.

My chest wasn’t the flat plane it had been up until recently. No, I was developing curves. I wondered how my body was rearranging itself so quickly. Where was the extra flesh coming from? Just then, I feel as though my body answered that question - it felt as though my waist were getting slimmer, at the same time that other parts of my body were fleshing out.

‘This is incredible!’ Kendra said. She looked at my groin. ‘The change is so fast - even your cock has started to change!’ 

I looked down at my pubic hair, which was much less large and bushy than it had been before, and saw that the base of the shaft of my penis was most definitely less thick than it had been before.

Hmmmm. I found myself thinking about other penises. And one in particular. Grant’s penis. I wondered what it was like. Wondered whether he’d fucked that girl from the other night.

I started to grind my ass down into the bed. Kendra looked at me for a moment, then reached for her notebook, scratching something down.

‘How do you feel?’ she asked.

‘I feel very good,’ I replied, in my new, brighter voice. ‘In fact, I can’t think of any other time in my life that I’ve ever felt this good.’

‘Do you even know that you’re touching yourself right now?’

‘Touching myself?’ I said, and then I looked down and indeed, she was right, my hand was on my dick. I hadn’t grabbed it, instead, I was rubbing down, as though I was trying to push my dick into my own body somehow. I knew that I just wanted pleasure, and this felt like the easiest, best way to get it.

‘You’re waist is shrinking,’ she said, ‘your chest is expanding. Your hair is growing. Your face, something striking is going on with your face,’ she said. I was mildly curious about what I looked like, but honestly, I was so lost in sensation that I as finding it hard to even think about doing anything other than just being.

‘I’m sorry about touching myself,’ I said, ‘I don’t think I can stop.’ With each gentle rub on the base of my cock, I felt as though it was growing subtly smaller. But the crazy thing is that my pleasure was growing larger and larger. In an all-encompassing way, a way I’d never felt before. I wondered how much this was actually how women felt, and whether this was just a side effect of the tablet I’d taken. ‘Does it really feel this good to be a woman?’ I asked. I was rubbing my sides now, and then I touched my nipples, thrilled to feel just how sensitive they’d become. This was ludicrous.

‘It does feel good,’ said Kendra. ‘It’s been proved that women’s senses are more heightened then men’s. This is probably just your body getting used to the new sensations.’

‘Kendra,’ I said, ‘could you rub my body? I want to feel more. I want everything. It feels like ever square inch of me is on fire with pleasure, like I can’t get enough. I want more.’

Gently, she started to rub the flesh of my legs, slowly at first, then more and more forcefully. It was like a slow trickle of pleasure that ended up as powerful as a waterfall, beating down on my head, dowsing me in delight.

This time, when I ran my hands over my chest, I discovered, to my joy, that I now had real, woman’s breasts. It was incredible. The flesh was wonderfully soft and tender. I started to gently knead my tits as Kendra massaged my thighs and I felt something powerful growing in me. It started at my center, the place that all the waves of change had been building from since the start of my transformation, and it grew downwards towards my genitals. I started to shudder, more powerfully than I had all day, until I was almost screaming with incredible lust.

‘Something’s happening,’ I sighed, and the voice that emerged from my lips was a gentle whisper. There was a building of pressure in my body, and then, in a moment of shivering weakness, th whole world went dark.

∞ ∞ ∞

I guess I should have been used to waking up confused by now. But honestly, this time in Kendra’s room was the most disorientated I’d ever felt. Clearly I wasn’t in my room, but there was something else going on, a sensation that I’d never really experienced before. I wasn’t just in an unfamiliar room. I was in an unfamiliar body.

I looked around, but Kendra was nowhere to be seen. I wondered what time it was. There was light coming in around the edges of the curtains by the window, so it must be day time, but I had no real clue how long I’d been sleeping. It had been light when I fell asleep, and it was light now, so maybe it hadn’t been that long. I knew one thing though, I was hungry. Like, hungry enough to eat anything I could get my hands on.

I could go to the communal kitchen, see if I could scrounge anything from the shared fridge. I decided against it though. I was still feeling tired, like I was still recovering from waking up, and as though maybe I hadn’t quite regained consciousness entirely.

My phone buzzed and I grabbed it. There was a message from Grant, asking if I wanted to hang out before the end of the week. On Friday, we were all heading back home. Training at the academy would start shortly after that. I was gonna reply, but then thought better of it. The right thing to do just now would be to work out exactly what was going on, and try to decide

When I sat up, I remembered what was going on, because I felt the weight of my chest, what were my breasts now, shifting around as I moved my body. I looked down. Jesus Christ I was massive. Seriously well-endowed. I held the underside of my right breast and lifted it up to examine the nipple. It was a different color to the way it had been before, it was now a deep, dark caramel color.

So I guess I was a woman now. I wondered how these huge tits would actually fit in a tight blue police officer’s shirt. I mean, of course they would - they made uniforms in all shapes and sizes, but the idea seemed weird to me. Wouldn’t my breasts get in the way of stuff like marksmanship training? 

One thing I’d worried about yesterday had been losing my strength. I wondered whether I was as strong as an average girl, or whether I’d retained some of the above average strength I’d had as a man. I got up and was amazed by the sight of my body below. I moved my hips from side to side, watched the sinuous shape my curvaceous form made.

Oh yeah, Kendra had a mirror in her wardrobe. I could finally get a look at my face - see what Kendra had been talking about yesterday, when she said that the change was remarkable.

I opened the wardrobe and took a step back. My breath caught with surprise in my throat. Although the intense pleasure I’d experienced yesterday had faded, when I saw what I looked like, I felt lust bloom again in my heart. I’d never felt turned on by my own looks ever before, butt there was a first time for everything, I guess. Who in their right mind wouldn’t be turned on by the way I looked? Man or woman, I felt as though the seductive power of my new body couldn’t be constrained by gender.

I had been planning to look at my face, of course, but it was the first time I’d actually seen my new body from head to toe, and I just couldn’t believe the shape I was taking. I looked slender, but powerful, as though I’d packed all of the strength I could ever want into this slightly more compact form. My feet were shorter, and my calves were longer, less stocky. My thighs were clearly defined, but they were slimmer, leaner than they had ever been when I was a man. Now that I thought about it, my skin was actually a very different color to what it had been when I was a man. I had a mild, all over tan. 

I turned my hip, and looked at the profile of my body, the gentle bump of my ass, the toned, inward curve of my lower back. I was breathtakingly beautiful. There was such an amazing balance to my body - as though it had been perfectly planned by some divine creator. I turned back again to face the mirror and looked at my face. 

The balance and symmetry that was present in my body was also right there, in this wonderful work of art that was my face. I had a stunning look - big plump, pink lips, strong, high cheekbones, large, thickly-lashed blue eyes and soft, impossibly smooth skin.

I looked like a model. Honestly, I don’t think I can ever remember seeing such a perfectly symmetrical face. I tried out different expressions, and with the changes I put my face through, I saw that it was still me - it did still look like the picture of me that Kendra had taken the other day when she’d put makeup on me. I smiled, frowned, grinned widely and then put on a fake crying smile. With each change I was more and more convinced; it was still me, just the perfect female version of myself. Maybe this is how I actually would have come out if my chromosomes had been ever-so-slightly different.

On top of my head was a gorgeous mound of copper-gold hair. I moved my hands up, ran them through my hair, marveled at its silky smoothness. I looked like an ancient Goddess or something - there was some primal power running through me, something that I was struggling, even now, to contain.

‘Wow.’ How had I not heard Kendra come in? The click of the door hadn’t even bothered me. I was too sucked into my looks, my new body. ‘Girl, you are pretty impressive.’

‘You think?’ I asked. I was shocked by my voice. Although it had been changing yesterday, today there was something new about it. A new softness, a new relaxed quality that made me tremble with delight.

Kendra looked surprised, too.

‘Your voice sounds so different. You’re just like a totally different person now.’ Her voice trailed off, as though she were lost in thought, then she started to talk again. ‘You know, I honestly hadn’t known what to expect. This was more incredible than I could have possibly imagined.’

‘You know, I’m getting used to you seeing my naked now. It’s weird, I feel way more comfortable as a girl than I ever did as a man.’

‘Well,’ she said, with a sassy look, ‘you definitely seem comfortable. Hey, I bought you an outfit.’ She threw her bag down on the bed. ‘Why don’t you put on a pair of my underwear. I don’t think that my bras will fit you too well - you’re quite a bit bigger than me - but at least my panties should be OK.’ She retrieved a pair of lacy black panties from her wardrobe and handed them to me. ‘You know, I don’t think I’ve ever enjoyed seeing a naked girl’s form as much as I enjoy seeing yours, Taylor.’ She walked her fingers up, between my pendulous breasts, and then stroked my chin. ‘I’m not a lesbian, but damn, you are fine. Like, stupid fine. Like, ridiculously gorgeous.’

‘Thankyou,’ I whispered. There was a moment of tension between us, and then it passed. I just knew that I wasn’t into girls anymore. All I wanted, when I really thought about it, was Grant’s cock.

I wriggled into the panties Kendra had given me, and watched in the mirror as the elegant fabric fitted me. It felt so different than it had just a couple days ago. Now, rather than fighting my form, the underwear stuck right to me, emphasizing my wonderful body. 

‘I’ll help you with this,’ said Kendra, ‘it’s my comfy bra, so it’s not going to win any seduction contests, but honestly it’s the best chance you’ll have of having something that actually fits you.’

She looped the bra around my body and gently lifted it so that it cupped my breasts. It was definitely too small, because when she went to fasten it, I could see the top side of my bosom bursting out from over the top of the bra.

‘You’re a big girl,’ said Kendra. ‘Really big.’ I felt like I was gonna blush, but honestly, Kendra had already seen me totally nude both as a man and a woman. For some reason, the more clothes I put on, the more vulnerable I started to feel. 

In the bag was a short black dress and a pair of patent leather shoes. 

‘I think this should fit you,’ she said. ‘I tried to get your size right - obviously it’s difficult - you’ve been lying down, I’ve just had to do it by eye, basically, so sorry if it’ tight or loose or whatever. You can just borrow a pair of sweatpants and a vest when we’re done here, as I think it’s unlikely you’ll want to wear such a sexy dress just for like, you know, no reason.’

I took the black dress out of the bag and held it up in front of me. ‘I think it’s gonna fit,’ I said. I felt really excited, but seriously apprehensive - like I was about to lose my virginity or something. I know that sounds dumb, but honestly, it’s how I felt.

The dress was much easier to get on than the red one I’d worn the other day. The fabric must have been silk - it felt so cool and shear against my skin. I pulled it up, over my thighs and felt the wonderful sensation of a garment that seemed to be made specifically for my shape.

‘I can do up the back for you, if you like,’ said Kendra.

‘Yes please,’ I replied, ‘that would be really helpful.’

As she did up the zipper, I felt the dress tighten against my flesh, and it pulled my breasts together. It was so strange to feel my body like that, my two mounds pushing against each other in a way they never had before.

‘Does it look OK?’ I asked. ‘I don’t look ridiculous?’

‘Trust me,’ she replied, ‘you look anything but ridiculous. Here.’

She pushed the wardrobe open and I saw myself in the mirror. It was amazing. I felt my heart pounding in my chest. 

‘How the fuck do you girls ever get anything done?’ I asked. ‘It all feels so amazing, it all looks so amazing - everything, from the way a dress fits to the way your bodies feel. It’s so overwhelming.’

‘I guess I’m just used to it,’ she replied. ‘Although from time to time, there’s something that reminds me just how good it is to be a woman.’

‘It does feel good.’ With each pound of my heart, I felt something else, too. A gentle, deep throb, right between my legs. It felt like nothing else - warm, tight, wet, totally incredible.

‘Isn’t it amazing that you’ve only really done this so that you can become a cop? But it feel;s like so much of life is opening up to you, right?’

She was right. Although I was still desperate to enroll in the academy and become a police officer, but I felt a new desire open in me, a desire to enjoy living my new life as a woman.

And the first thing that I was going to, was to send a little message to a friend of mine, who I suddenly realized that I hoped to get to know as more than a friend.

∞ ∞ ∞

It had been the first time that I’d ever lied to Grant, that I could remember. I told him that even though I’d gotten into the training academy, I wouldn’t be attending. I told him that even though it was what I had always wanted, when I’d finally got my wish of a place at the academy, that it hadn’t felt right.

∞ ∞ ∞

I’m gonna go traveling, but good luck to you at the academy. I can’t wait to hear all about how happy you are, and how great life as a beat cop is for you.

∞ ∞ ∞

I sent the final message and showed the phone to Kendra. I hadn’t told her that I was planning to seduce Grant, but we’d decided together that it would be for the best for him to meet the new Taylor as a new person.

‘He wouldn’t understand such a sudden change in you,’ she said, ‘I think it’s for the best that if you do ever explain it to him, you do it in person.’

I felt as though that would be for the best, too.

Grant was very understanding in his replies, and said that we should meet up some time in the future to catch up. It felt a little strange to think that the old me, the male me, was somehow receding into the background, but I was excited to experience life as a girl now.

‘So,’ said Kendra with a sassy smile, ‘you wanna go for a coffee? See what it’s like to walk around in a sexy dress with even sexier shoes?’

I definitely did. I had to finish packing soon, because I was heading to a new apartment near the academy shortly, but right now, I felt as though going for a coffee seemed like a pretty dreamy idea.

We decided on a little independent cafe just off campus. It was a sunny day, so it seemed like a walk would be nice.

From the moment we left the dorm block, I knew that nothing was ever going to be the same again. The weird experience I’d had with tastes and flavors the other day seemed to equally extend to all my other senses. It was the first time I really feel as though I’d ever smelled flowers before. I know that sounds dumb. Maybe what I mean is that the sensations were all so powerful now that it was the first time I’d noticed smelling flowers. It was like the pollen was all around me, a gorgeous floral blanket, making me smile with every breath. And colors! Every color was so bright! It was as though someone had tweaked the saturation settings of my eyes and I was seeing all the vivid beauty in the world anew.

‘Does everything seem like, better to you?’ I asked Kendra.

‘Better?’ She seemed puzzled.

‘You know, like, the world smells better than normal, the sky looks prettier then normal, the birds sound cuter than normal?’

‘Honestly no,’ she said, ‘but I guess maybe your new female senses are kicking in. Maybe us girls just experience life a little more vividly than guys do?’

‘I wonder what coffee’s going to taste like.’ I said, with wide-eyed anticipation.

I didn’t have long to wait. The coffee house was fresh and bright, with big windows letting in shafts of clean sunlight. It smelled truly incredible in here - not only as though coffee was being brewed up, but as though someone was actually freshly roasting the beans in here, too. The dark, complex scent swirled around me and I started salivating.

‘My mouth is literally watering,’ I said, ‘like I can’t wait to taste -’ I stopped short because I’d just seen the guy behind the counter. Holy crap. It was like someone had just grabbed my genitals and given them a big, wet kiss. 

He was gorgeous. I’ve never really looked at a man in this way before - never noticed the noble line of a hard jaw, the dangerous power of big brown eyes, the strange, unknowable sexuality of thick, soft lips.

This guy was lean and tall, and he had a soft darkness to his skin tone, like he’d been sunbathing for a long time. He had hollow, stubbly cheeks and a movie-star like cleft chin. The longer I waited in the line, the more breathless I became. I couldn’t wait to talk to him, but equally, I knew I was going to be too nervous to form coherent sentences.

‘That guy,’ I whispered to Kendra, ‘is unrealistically handsome. Is he new here?’

‘Him?’ she hissed back. ‘He’s nothing that special. That’s Marco. He’s been here for ages.’

That was Marco? I’d seen Marco a thousand times and never thought anything of his looks before. But looking at him now it was like I was looking at an underwear model or something. Even the way he moved was amazing - there was a strength and grace to each powerful swish of his arm as he pumped the steam handle of his coffee machine. I imagined him gripping and twisting me like he did that machine, using his strength and certainty to make me sigh and squirt.

I felt an unfamiliar feeling. Something warm and wet was working its way through my underwear. That’s when it hit me. I had a pussy. And it was getting wet.

‘What can I get you ladies?’ Marco said with a wide grin. He polished the milk jug as he spoke.

‘I-I. I want-’ I was trying to speak but the words just weren’t coming out right. I felt like a teenager, experiencing lust for the first time, but it was more powerful than any lust I’d felt before. I felt like I should cross my legs, because surely juice was about to start dripping out of me.

Kendra stepped into the silence. ‘Two flat whites please,’ she said. ‘Sorry about my friend. She doesn’t get out much.’ They laughed and even I managed a tiny smile. In a way, this was literally the first time I’d ever left the house.

‘I’ll bring your drinks over to you.’ He said.

‘That’s very nice,’ I said, in a dreamy, confused voice. Marco must think that I was a totally brainless idiot.

We sat down, but I still couldn’t take my eyes of Marco. I watched the thin, smooth stream of coffee that gloopily poured out of the nozzle of the machine. I imagined Marco pouring that soft, creamy fluid over me and I felt my pussy tingle again.

‘I literally can’t even think,’ I said to Kendra. ‘I’m so horny. I’m just thinking about Marco covering me with cream and licking it off my tits and my ass and holy fucking shit.’ I was whispering but I guess I was being too loud because people from tables nearby were looking over at me.

‘Taylor!’ Kendra’s eyes widened with embarrassment. ‘If you can’t control yourself, why don’t you go to the ladies room and do something about it.’ She was giving me a knowing look. Was she telling me to go and masturbate? There’s no way that I could do that in a public restroom.

But the minute that I let the idea take root in my mind, I knew that it was inevitable. I needed to do something to stop this feeling of overpowering lust.

‘Do you think I could?’ I asked. I was breathing so deep now that my generous bosom was heaving up and down like crazy.

‘I think you really should,’ said Kendra, ‘because otherwise you might start hyperventilating.’

So I got up on shaky legs and made my way across the cool, bright, hip coffee house. Luckily, no one was in the ladies’ room. I thought back to the other night in the club, when I’d wondered what it would be like to go into a female toilet instead of a male. It seemed like such a long time ago, but it had only really been a few days. My life was so different now, though.

I pushed the door and stepped in. 

I was pretty unsurprised to discover that the inside of a female bathroom was basically exactly the same as the inside of a male bathroom, but just without the urinals.

Honestly though, I was only disappointed for a minute, because when I thought that I wasn’t here to actually use the toilet, but for something very different, I felt that flush of pleasure again. 

I hurried into the nearest cubicle and shut it tight. I was lucky that it was a door that went from floor to ceiling, totally blocking out any line of sight. I wanted to be as private as I could. I sat down on the toilet seat and spread my legs. There was something about being in here that I found super sexy. Just on the other side of the door were lots of people who had no idea what I was about to do. And Marco, standing behind the bar, had no idea that just thinking about him had made me want to do this.

I pulled down my black panties and let my hand just rest on the soft flat plane of flesh where cock used to be. I could feel the soft, wet lips of my pussy kissing my palm and it was a thrill like no other. I controlled my breathing. It was going to be tough to keep quiet. Even this small amount of pressure on my pussy was like a river of pleasure lapping at me.

I moved my hand up a little and let my fingers explore my brand new lips. They were delicate and fleshy, quite thick and tender. It was so much more elegant and refined than having a dick down there. The juice my body was making made the slippery flick of my fingers across my flesh feel heavenly - like was someone was running moist silk across my skin. I shuddered as I stroked inwards, gently parting the lips. I had to close my eyes and clamp my mouth tightly shut. It felt nothing like my penis had - this was a totally different experience, subtle and soft and slow-growing.

When I’d been a man, all I’d wanted to do had been to jam my dick into a pussy as quick as I possibly could. Now though, as a woman, I appreciated every tiny little movement of my hand. If I’d have just shoved my fingers inside myself, it would have been too much to handle, too quickly. It would have been too intense. No, I had to help my new flower to open up gently, giving itself up gradually.

I slipped just the tip of my finger further down, into a tight canal of flesh that seemed to suck on my digit, trying to pull it further in. The inside of me felt so hot and moist, like it was specifically designed for pleasure. As a man, I remembered wanting to envelope my dick in that warm wetness, but now, as a woman, I knew that I needing hard strength to push my lips open as wide as they could go, to make the inside walls of my opening strain and gape.

Fuck, the pleasure was getting even more intense now. I felt this teetering tremble start, like I was attached to a vibrating jackhammer. As I shuddered, I struggled to keep control of my hand, and then, giving in to the spasms, I accidentally touched the tiny nub at the top of my opening, between my lips and an image of Marco bent down at my crotch flashed through my mind. I imagined him lapping at me like a dog, licking wetly against my pussy, pushing his fingers and tongue into me, and as I finally imagined him loosening his pants and pushing his cock into me, I felt this wave of bright white light flash in front of my eyes, then little sparks of color across my vision, and finally, a crazy release of tension as my whole body rippled and jerked with pleasure.

It took me a minute or two to calm down after my orgasm - my breathing was so fast and heavy, and I felt little droplets of sweat prickling my brow.

Eventually, I straightened my dress and headed back out into the coffee shop. Kendra was waiting for me, a wicked smile on her lips.

I picked my cup up and took a short sip. The coffee tasted fantastic.

∞ ∞ ∞

My first week as a woman was also my last week as a college student. Even though the semester was over, I still found time to visit my old haunts, and see them for the first time through female eyes. There were so many little differences that I never would have thought about before. A lot of the differences are kinda just hard to describe too. I mean, how do you get across the strangely knew sensation of your arms swinging from slightly narrower shoulders? Of your legs walking under slightly wider hips? Of your buttocks rolling with a softer, yet leaner heft?

The way people reacted to me was totally different too. Let’s just say that guys really liked the way I looked now. I stopped counting the amount of wolf whistles I got. To begin with, it was a thrill to know that people were taking notice of my body, but soon I began to get a little tired of the constant attention. Honestly, if I’d been looking to just get with whoever I wanted, I would have been in heaven. But there was one specific person I wanted to seduce: Grant.

I’d spent the rest of my time going shopping, and preparing for the trip back home. Oh, I’m also not ashamed to admit that I spent a lot of time exploring my new body. Turns out, every single part of me is more sensitive than it had been before. Much more sensitive.

The journey back to Malbeck county was a strange one. Bittersweet. It was a long train ride, and I slept for much of it. But while I was awake, I reflected on the crazy change I’d gone through, not just because of my new gender, but because I was now kind of an adult.

I was lucky that a lot of my ID still worked fine for me, because my name was still the same. And I kinda looked similar enough to the male version of me in the photos that no-one even batted an eyelid when I showed my passport to my new landlord.

‘You look different,’ he said, eying me with suspicion.

‘Long hair makes a big change,’ I said, giving him my most seductive smile. I didn’t want to have to worry about this now.

‘You look great with long hair,’ he said. He was so attracted to me that he was practically licking his lips.

‘I’m glad you liked it,’ I giggled.

As I unpacked my possessions into the apartment later that day, I couldn’t help but think that it was unlikely that lecherous old guy would have been as accommodating if I had been a man. Being a girl had all sorts of benefits that were only just becoming apparent.

I felt very lucky that I had decided not to go live back at home with mom and dad. I don’t really know how they would have taken my transformation. I was going to tell them, but it was going to have to be gradual. Anyway, how did I know that I wasn’t eventually going to take the other pill and transform back into a man? Even as I thought this to myself, I felt as though it was going to be unlikely.

My apartment was in a part of town I didn’t know so well, but it was very close to the police training academy, so it was convenient. It wasn’t long before it was my day of enrollment. I wore the most sensible outfit I could - a pair of tight-fitting pants and a gray blouse. 

They checked my ID (which I’d managed to update with a new picture and gender with surprising ease!) and soon I was in a classroom, waiting for my new career to begin. This was one of the most exciting days of my life. It truly was the culmination of an entire life’s worth of training, studying, and obsessing. And sure, I was sitting here in a brand new body, but it was still me in here. I was still Taylor, even if I was a woman now.

I looked around the classroom at the other new recruits. It was a pretty major surprise to me that most of the new students were in fact women. I guess the woman on the phone had been telling the truth, they actually were trying to increase the representation of women in the force. And I was one of those women now.

Just as it felt as though the first class was gonna begin, the door opened up and a late student came in. It was Grant! Fuck man he looked incredible. His short blond hair was shining in the sunlight and his bright blue eyes looked soulful and deep. He looked even more buff than he had the last time I saw him, as though he’d been working out even more than usual. Honestly, he looked very different to the way I’d seen him as a man, and the further into the room he stepped, the deeper and more powerfully my heart was beating.

There were some other good-looking girls in the class, but I was head and shoulders the most stunning woman in here. I hoped that his appetite for pussy was as insatiable as when I’d known him as a man. That day was difficult for me to handle. I wanted to be near him, to talk to him, but at the same time, I wanted to concentrate on the class. Learning was crucial at this early stage of my training, and being a beat cop was the whole reason I’d changed my gender in the first place.

I worried a little that he’d recognize me - I did look similar to the way I had when I was a man. Every time I managed to catch his eye though, I didn’t notice any little sparks of recognition.

So, I bided my time. I waited, with my senses aflame throughout that first class, as a burly looking old-timer lectured us on the correct way to apprehend criminals. I kept sneaking looks at Grant, who was sitting to my right, and I’m sure that I caught him looking at me a couple times. I was excited for some more physical work later on, but when we broke for lunch, I decided to make a big play. I couldn’t wait for Grant to notice me, so I had to make him notice me.

I sent a text message to him. I told him that I was in town by chance, just to see my parents, and I let him know that it’s be great to catch up, and find out how his first day as a cadet had been.

He replied, agreeing to my invitation, telling me he was excited to see me. Little did he know that I was literally looking at him right now, as he sat across the lunch hall from me.

The rest of the day dragged quite a bit. It was basic self-defense in the afternoon, learning to use a baton to disarm someone with a knife. I didn’t get paired up with Grant, and he was actually doing his training in another room nearby, so I managed to concentrate pretty well on what the instructor was saying.

‘Never let your guard down,’ seemed to be the main advice we were given.

Never let your guard down. It was good advice, I guess, but I was really hoping that tonight, Grant would let his guard down. I was hoping though, that he wouldn’t feel as though he needed to use any self-defense on me.

At the end of the day in the academy I went home and treated myself to a nice long bath before heading out. This apartment didn’t actually have a shower, which was a bit of a pain under normal circumstances. But today, as I enjoyed a long soak in the tub, I knew that it was exactly what I needed. After my bath, I looked at my soft pink flesh in the mirror. I wondered if I’d ever get used to seeing myself like this - so effortlessly feminine, so beautiful and elegant.

Although I wasn’t quite as good at applying makeup as Kendra had been, I’d practiced a lot since the change. I took my time to carefully apply foundation, lipstick and just a touch of mascara. I didn’t want to overdo it - I knew that Grant preferred natural-looking girls. I was looking pretty fine.

I’d managed to buy a bra that actually fit me, and a pair of panties to match. I loved the ritual of preparing to go out. As a guy, I’d always just kind rolled out of the shower, into some jeans and a t-shirt, and then strolled straight out of the house. As a girl, there were different routines I had to go through to make sure I was ready. I’d changed so much since Kendra had dressed me up in her clothes all that time ago. 

Luckily, my hair was naturally straight, so I didn’t need straighteners, and it just seemed to fall perfectly into a pretty nice looking style. So without much more time passing, I was ready to go on my date with Grant. I guess it was the first date I’d ever been on in which only one person knew it was a date.

 

We’d agreed to meet in a bar I used to come to regularly when I’d been younger. It was an Irish bar called Paddy’s, and even though tonight was a Monday, the atmosphere was raucous. There was a band playing up on stage, an old-timey group of fiddlers and singers who were working their way through a set of folk tunes - proper old world folk, too. It felt kinda romantic.

Grant thought he was waiting for the male version of me, so I had to be the one to let him know that I was here. He leaned on the bar, facing outward, looking at the sea of happy faces who were watching the stage.

I felt an illicit thrill; I was here under false pretenses, specifically to seduce my best friend. No one in this bar had any idea what my plan was.

I got a couple of lingering looks as I entered the bar - some guys were pretty drunk already, and I had to be the only young, good-looking girl in the whole place. Grant hadn’t noticed me yet though. My eyes were laser focused on him. I weaved my way through the crowds. Just being in a place like this, full of so many men - it was driving me mad. It was like there was a hormone storm going on in my head - I kinda felt drunk. It was that same, slightly outta control feeling that I used to get after a few too many drinks, that whirly, detached sensation.

I could smell the men, too. All their musky, filthy, gorgeous odors, making me even more at the mercy of the lust I felt in my gut.

As I pushed gently past all the men here, it was almost as though they were all touching me, all laying claim to my body. In a crazy moment I thought about just starting to rub myself up against the throng, hoping that I could fuck every single one of the them, hoping that I had the stamina to satisfy every single filthy bastard in the place.

Then I remembered: I was saving myself for Grant. If he didn’t want me, or if I still wasn’t satiated, then maybe I could pick myself up some desert. From the way these guys were looking at me, I didn’t think I’d have much trouble snagging someone who might want to poke me. In fact, I kept thinking that I’d feel some wandering hands over my body, but luckily, the guys in here seemed to be keeping it respectful.

Shortly, I was standing right by Grant. My heart was pumping and pounding in my ribcage like mad - I’d never felt this nervous in my life. Now that I was closer, I could actually smell Grant, specifically. I realized that I’d known this smell for years, but I’d never really noticed it before.

It was such a complex scent. It was strong, and ridiculously masculine, with a kind of rust, metallic core. But around that core of metal was a mixture of spice and flowers, like the pollen I’d smelled the other day, but earthy an with a sweet undercurrent. I didn’t want to stop breathing him in. I think I must have closed my eyes while this was going on, because I heard a voice from the darkness.

‘Are you OK, ma’am?’

It was Grant. My eyes snapped open and I looked at him with surprise.

‘I’m fine thank you.’

He was looking at me with genuine concern, and honestly, it was one of the most beautiful expressions I’d ever seen on a face.

‘Good,’ he gave me a nod and turned away to face the bar.

I leaned in and put my hand on his arm for just a moment. 

‘Sorry,’ I said, ‘but I was just wondering, are you here for the band?’ In that tiny moment, that little split second when I touched his arm, I felt so much: of course, the warmth of his body, radiating from within him. I felt his strength, the muscular heft of his arm. I felt his shirt - smooth and silky and clean. But most of all, I felt the familiar feeling of closeness, a love which I’d had for him ever since we’d met - all that time ago.

‘Here for the band? No, not exactly,’ he said with a smile, ‘although I do like Irish folk music. No, I’m here to meet a friend. He should be here any minute.’

What was I gonna say? I’d come here originally thinking that I wasn’t gonna tell Grant what had happened to me. But now that I was here, looking at him in his honest face, I found that I couldn’t really face the thought of being dishonest to him. The longer I stayed near him though, the stronger that feeling of reckless abandon grew.

‘You want to dance?’ I asked, flashing him a grin.

He looked me up and down for the first time, taking in my appearance fully. I wondered what he thought of me, I wondered if he finally recognized me - if he could tell that it was me, Taylor, his old friend?

‘Hey, don’t I know you?’ he said, with a quizzical look in his eye.

Oh shit, he had recognized me. He knew that I was meant to be a man, that I wasn’t the woman I was pretending to be.

‘I don’t think so -’ I started.

‘No, I do recognize you. Are you in the new class of cadets in the Malbeck county police academy?’

Holy shit. Ok, this wasn’t as bad as him realizing that I used to be a man. Was it?

‘Oh yeah,’ I said nervously, ‘that’s me. I guess you do recognize me.’ In a way, it was good that he recognized me. Out of all those girls at the academy today, I must have made some kind of impression on him. And I was willing to guess that it must be a good impression. I was pretty hot, if I do say so myself.

‘What’s your name?’ he asked.

I paused for a beat, then said, ‘Taylor.’

He grinned. ‘You’re kidding?’

‘Uh, no.’ I replied, trying to play it as natural as I possibly could.

‘That’s the name of the person I’m meeting.’

I smiled sweetly, ‘So I guess you are meant to be meeting me!’

He let out another laugh and his soft eyes sparkled.

‘I wish I was,’ he said. ‘Say, do you want a drink? Maybe we can have a little chat until the other Taylor arrives.’

‘You know,’ I said, ‘that sounds great. Shall we get a booth, maybe somewhere a little more quiet? I like Irish fiddling as much as the next guy…I mean gal, but I can barely hear myself speak over all this.’

Grant nodded.

A few minutes later we were all cozy in a plush little booth at the side of the bar.

‘I just need to keep an eye out for Taylor,’ he said, ‘but maybe he won’t mind. You know, he was gonna attend the academy, too.’ He said.

‘Oh really? Another wannabe cop?’

‘Not a wannabe,’ said Grant, ‘Taylor is the best damn student of policing I ever knew.’ I felt a sudden pound in my chest. Did Grant really think that I was that good of a student?

‘Oh yeah?’ I tried not to seem to excited by this.

‘Oh absolutely. And the guy is built like a long distance athlete - he was a shoe-in for the academy. For some reason, it took him two tries to actually get in. Must have been a bureaucratic mix up or something, because there’s no way they don’t take him on. Guy’s a machine.’

I couldn’t help it, I was smiling from ear to ear.

‘He sounds nice,’ I said.

‘Man, why am I just talking about my friend when I’m sitting here with an absolutely gorgeous girl who happens to be a classmate of mine? Talk about nerdy.’

‘Hey don’t worry about it,’ I said, ‘I think it’s sweet.’

‘That’s lucky.’ Grant said.

I took my phone out of my a small black bag I’d bought a couple days ago, and laid it on the booth table in front of us. I’d had an idea about how I could break this all to Grant. I was having trouble just coming out and saying it. 

‘Why don’t you send him a text message,’ I said, ‘see if he’s gonna be late or anything.’ My voice was trembling. ‘Don’t you think it’s about time you got to the bottom of this?’

‘If you don’t mind,’ he replied, ‘I think that’s a good idea.’

He took out his phone and tapped something into a message before hitting send. A second after he sent the message, my phone vibrated and the screen lit up.

‘Huh,’ said Grant, ‘that’s weird. You got a message just as I sent the other Taylor one.’

I picked up my phone.

‘Weird,’ I said, ‘it’s from you.’

I passed him my handset. As he read the message, I watched as his expression change from one of confusion to apprehension.

‘What’s going on? You’ve taken Taylor’s phone?’

‘No Grant. I’m sorry I haven’t told you sooner, but, it’s me. Taylor. I’m your friend. I’ve just been changed.’

‘What? Bullshit. What is this, some kind of prank?’

He looked around the bar, as if searching for hidden cameras or microphones.

‘It’s not a prank,’ I said. 

Over the next twenty minutes or so, I gradually explained everything that had happened to me since I’d first gotten the news from the academy. The roller-coaster of emotions I’d been on, the weird experiences I’d had. Grant didn’t say much at all. He was eying me with caution, still trying to work out whether I was pranking him or not. But there was something else in his expression, too - I think it was recognition.

‘And then I decided I was gonna have to tell you,’ I said, ‘and now here we are, sitting together in this dingy booth.’

‘Here we are,’ he said. He drained the rest of his drink. ‘You know what,’ he said, ‘I’m choosing to believe you. If this is a prank, if a load of guys from the academy are about to burst out and call me a moron, then fine, whatever. But there’s something about the way you look,’ he held a big hand up to my chin, ‘you really do remind me of Taylor.’

‘That’s because it’s me,’ I said, softly. ‘I’m still your friend, still the guy who’s looked up to you ever since we met. Just, now I’m a girl.’

His expression softened and I glanced down at his lips. They were soft and red and so close to mine.

‘You’re -’ he paused, swallowed, kept hold of my chin, ‘you’re a very pretty girl.’

I moved closer, until the wonderful scent of his skin was so intense I could barely take it.

‘I’m yours,’ I whispered, and then, I felt his lips on mine, at first hesitant, then, hungry and strong, pushing hard, desperate for my mouth. I felt a rush of pleasure and adrenaline, mingling in my heart to make me melt into his arms, and then, just as I thought I was going to pass out with desire, he pulled away.

‘No!’ he said, ‘This is wrong.’

‘I’m sorry,’ I said.

‘No, it’s fine,’ he replied gently, wiping his mouth with the back of his wrist. ‘It’s just, a big change, that’s all.’

‘It’s OK, I understand. I’m a freak. I’m disgusting.’

‘No, you’re not. You’re anything but disgusting.’

‘Please don’t leave me,’ I said, ‘I just feel so vulnerable.’

He sighed. ‘OK, but let’s get out of here. Let’s go to my place. We can have a coffee, cool off. I’m here for you, I just need some time to adjust. This is a crazy situation.’

‘OK,’ I said. I felt sad that Grant hadn’t just given in to his passion. It had felt so good, so right to me. When he said that it had felt wrong, I felt my heart breaking.

As we began the walk to his, I felt a strong urge to put my arm around Grant, to snuggle up to him for support. I held my hand out towards him, and then, feeling ashamed, I pulled it back to my side.

 

Grant’s apartment wasn’t so far from the bar. When we arrived, it felt to me as though Grant was doing everything he possibly could to make the atmosphere as un-romantic as possible. He went around switching every single light switch in the place, make sure that it was almost as bright as daylight in here. Then, for some reason he flipped on some late night sports radio station which was reporting on a couple football games in shouted fashion.

‘I hope you don’t mind the radio,’ said Grant, boiling some water. ‘I just wanted to catch up on the latest scores.’

‘No problem,’ I said. I sat on a couch in the middle of Grant’s lounge. There was a small coffee table in front of me, and across the room was his huge OLED television. Grant loved sports, and he liked to be able to watch the NFL in super high definition.

I sat in silence while Grant brewed the coffee. I didn’t really know what to say. I felt as though there was some weird, invisible forcefield between the two of us. Normally, I’d be feeling super relaxed in Grant’s room. But not today.

Eventually, after an unusually long amount of time, Grant came walking in, holding two cups of coffee by their handles in the same huge hand. He was still wearing his jacket. It was like he wanted as many layers of clothing between him and me as possible.

He laid my coffee down on the table in front of me then sat on the other couch, on the other side of the room.

‘You’re a long way away.’ I said, meekly.

‘Oh yeah,’ he replied. He made a token shuffle towards me, hardly closing the gap at all. In the background, an angry sounding man on the radio raged about some team or other’s losing streak.

Grant took a sip from his coffee. It was still steaming though. I guess he was trying to chug it down as quickly as possible, so that he would sober up.

‘You seem thirsty,’ I said.

‘Yep.’ He also seemed really fucking awkward.

‘You know it’s still me in here.’ I said. ‘Like, you don’t have to worry or be anxious around me.’

He almost spat out his coffee with a wry laugh.

‘Oh really? It’s still you in there?’

I nodded.

‘This is gonna take some serious getting used to,’ he said, taking another sip of his coffee. ‘Everything about you is different, but the same. It’s so hard to explain. Like your voice. When I really listen carefully, it’s so obviously you, the old Taylor, the male Taylor. But at the same time, it’s so fricking different. It’s like, musical or something.’

‘Do you like it?’ Maybe it was a stupid thing to say. Grant scoffed.

‘What does it matter whether I like it or not. It’s just a voice.’ But he seemed prickly. He was obviously trying to repress feelings. But I didn’t know why. I felt the same way. Why couldn’t we just be together?

There was another moment of silence and then Grant said, ‘So, what’s it like, being a woman?’

I wasn’t really prepared for the question. It took me by surprise.

‘That’s a hard one,’ I said. It was my turn to sip my coffee. ‘Honestly, it’s crazy. Physically, the change is overwhelming. Obviously my body is totally different. All my parts feel good though.’ 

I couldn’t help but notice that he looked over at me when I said the word parts.

‘It’s totally convincing,’ he said. ‘You know, you look just like a woman.’

‘I am a woman,’ I said. ‘I don’t know how else to tell you. Even my mind is different. My senses are different. I can smell people. I can smell you. It’s an amazing experience.’

‘You can smell me?’

‘Mmmhmm.’ I nodded.

‘What do I smell like?’ He was looking at me with hunger again. I decided to take a chance. I stood from the couch and walked over to him. He seemed a little uncomfortable, but wasn’t telling me to stop or anything. I got real close and I knelt down and I moved my head so that my nose was right up against him, then I took a long, deep breath. I closed my eyes and when I opened them I was looking right into the beautiful blue of his.

‘You smell of sex.’ I said. I looked down at his crotch, and I could see his excitement. ‘Why don’t you let me show you who I am now?’ I asked. ‘I think maybe then you’ll be able to understand what it is I’ve been through.’

He didn’t say a word, but I could tell from his eyes that he wanted me. I thought about all the other women Grant had fucked. I wanted to be the very, very best.

I stood close to him and carefully slipped my shoes off, one at a time. I lifted my right leg and pushed it onto his thigh, then I lifted the hem of my dress and then gripped the top of my tights. I pulled them down, exposing the bare flesh of my leg. I heard a soft sound from Grant and then I took my leg off him. It was hard not to stare at his groin. There was clearly something hard and thick in there.

I reached up to my back. Grant’s eyes were fixed on my face. He had a hard, eager look. I wanted him so badly.

‘So you’re-’ he paused for a moment, ‘totally female now?’

Rather than answer him, I pulled down the small zipper at the back of my dress, and let the fabric fall down over my bosom.

‘One hundred percent,’ I said. Then I reached around, and unclipped my tight little bra. My breasts bobbed down with a reassuring jiggle, that strange sensation which I was only just now getting to know. ‘What do you think?’ I asked. ‘Am I womanly enough for you?’

He nodded, seemingly unable to say a word.

I moved my hand slowly up so that the tips of my fingers touched the skin just under my nipple. ‘Feels real, too.’ I said. I started to gently massage my flesh. ‘You wanna check?’

He nodded.

I let my dress fall entirely to the floor. 

‘You’re beautiful,’ he whispered. ‘I can’t believe I’m saying this Taylor, but you’re beautiful.’

‘Thank you,’ I said. I leaned in close, then straddle him as he sat, with a leg on each side of his. ‘Now touch me, Grant.’

He moved his hands tentatively so they were just under each of my breasts, and then me touched me. He was warm and his hands were softer than I had imagined. I felt a great wave of pleasure start to radiate out from each of the pendulous mounds of flesh as he started to stroke them. I let my ass sit gently down into his lap and felt the hard, upwards bulge of his cock straining against my body.

‘Hungry boy,’ I said.

He snarled, a bestial, animalistic sound, and then moved his head up to my chest, fully taking my left nipple into his mouth. He sucked gently and then, with a mischievous look, he bit down tenderly on my flesh. I shuddered - it was a pleasure unlike any other. I hadn’t really played with my tits that much, and to have a man use his mouth on me like this was just incredible.

‘That feels good,’ I said. 

He hooked his hand around my body and grabbed my ass. He was ridiculously strong. He rubbed his hands all over me, taking huge handfuls of me, squeezing my flesh, making me feel desperate for more.

‘I want to eat all of you,’ he said, and without waiting for a response, he yanked my panties, hard. The fabric tore away and he flung it across the room like the garbage it was. Then, with a grunt, he lifted me up and pushed me down onto the ground. I felt my naked back against the hard floor, felt the polished wood against my soft buttocks. A moment later, his thick head was between my legs and his tongue was hungrily lapping. His tongue felt so warm and strong and slick, like it had been specially designed to give me pleasure. It slithered over my clit and I groaned.

‘You’re so wet!’ he cried, then got back to his work. It was like he was totally in control of my body, of my pleasure, like he was a puppeteer, pulling my strings, making me dance to his tune. He lapped up, down, around and around, flicking playfully over my entrance and then, I felt something at the nape of my hole, a finger, then two and they pushed their way into my pussy, forcing my lips apart and making me shake.

‘I want your cock,’ I said. I found his hardness with my hand and felt him through his jeans. ‘I want this in me, I want to swallow it up - I want your skin, I want your flesh, I want your spunk.’

He straightened up, kneeling on the floor and looked down at me.

‘I’m gonna give it to you,’ he said. He threw his jacket off, undid his shirt. I marveled at the chiseled shape of his ripped torso, watched as his muscles rippled under his skin. He was a machine, built for fucking. While I watched him, my fingers crawled to my pussy. I couldn’t stop touching myself. I fucked my slit as he undid the buttons.

‘You horny fucking bitch,’ he said.

When he pulled the waist of his jeans down, his cock sprung up like an iron rod from inside. Before he had time to do anything, I bent up to meet it and started to kiss and lick his manhood.

‘I want you so much,’ I said, ‘I belong to you. You can fuck me however you want.’ I took the tip of his meat into my mouth and started to suck. I was salivating so much that my spit was pouring down his shaft. He moaned with pleasure and then grabbed me.

‘I’m gonna fuck you like a dog,’ he said, then lifted and bent me over so that I was on all fours. My puss was seeping, and when I felt the tip of his cock push slowly into me, I heard a slick, moist slurp as my body accepted him into me.

‘So fucking wet,’ he moaned, ‘so fucking warm and wet and good. Your pussy is incredible.’ His dick felt strong and thick and like it was pushing my insides apart and he slid in deeper and then he was fucking me, pounding over and over into my body. I shook with each thrust and felt my tits swing beneath my chest. I moved my legs further apart and wriggled back against him. I wanted him further in, and then, he reached over and grabbed my tits and pulled me back and his dick was further in me. I was kneeling up with him jammed inside me and he just fucked me and fucked me, now holding my hands back behind me and angling himself so that he hit some secret spot inside my cunt. I felt his other hand snaking round my torso and with a single, feather-light touch on my clit I felt the beginnings of a powerful orgasm. My body was racked with it - I squealed and felt my muscles contract, and then, he began to unload in me, his spunk mixing with my fluids, and I knew that this pleasure was all I wanted from life.

∞ ∞ ∞
Over the next few months in the academy, Grant and I got to know each other in a whole new way. As we trained together, we learned everything there was to know about each other’s bodies and souls.

We kept our love secret from our instructors, as much as we could. It was difficult, because as things progressed, I became sure that the respect and passion I had for Grant were most definitely turning into true adoration.

I never once thought about getting back in touch with Kendra to switch back to my old gender. I felt so happy and natural as a woman. And there were other benefits too: I’ve always thought that female officers have the very best uniforms. It wasn’t exactly the way I’d always dreamed of become a beat cop, but I was so insanely happy with life that I wouldn’t have it any other way.




BOOK SIX



GEEK TO FREAK GENDER SWAP
‘What do you mean there’s a girl joining our gaming group?’

	Eugene pushed his thick glasses up his nose and took a big gulp of air. ‘I mean, you doofus, that a girl’s joining our gaming group. She was the only person in the meetup who showed any interest whatsoever in the campaign setting.’ I knew it. The campaign setting was a problem.

	‘Because the campaign setting is dumb,’ I countered. I didn’t need to push my glasses up my nose. They were securely hooked behind my ears. Score one for me.

	‘The campaign setting is not dumb,’ said Eugene, the volume of his voice rising slightly as he wrinkled his nose. ‘Renaissance Florence is a fascinating period of history, one that is replete with courtly intrigue, society scandal and also lots of moments of rough and tumble violence.’

	I could feel my brain shutting down already, just at the thought of tonight’s session. I’d come to the board game shop where we played an hour early to hammer out some details with Eugene. My character was going through some turbulent times in the game, and I’d wanted to read up on the intricacies of Italian trade during the renaissance. Jesus this was boring. Our gaming group used to be great. We played all sorts of tabletop games - Dungeons and Dragons, Call of Cthulu, Cyberpunk 2020, and many many more. But ever since our last games master had had a kid, Eugene had been running a campaign in renaissance Florence. I mean, I’ve never been particularly interested in historical role play, but playing the role of a reasonably wealthy silk merchant was not exactly my idea of high-octane excitement.

	‘Listen,’ Eugene said, pushing his phone into my face, ‘never mind the campaign setting, look at the total drop-dead babe we’re going to be playing with.’

	Holy heck, he was right. The profile pic of the woman who was going to be playing with us this evening was absolutely gorgeous. She had lustrous, brunette hair, and huge, caramel eyes. I tried to say, ‘What’s her name?’ but all that came out was a vague ‘Wuuuuu?’

	‘She’s called Evangeline, you dweeb. Christ, it’s like you’ve never even seen a woman before.’

	‘Sorry,’ I said, crossing my arms to indicate I was annoyed, ‘I didn’t realize I was talking to Don Juan.’

	Eugene looked confused. ‘No Silas, you know perfectly well that my name is Eugene.’ He just didn’t get sarcasm. It was like he was incapable of understanding it. His glasses must have been an inch thick, because they made his eyes look comically large. Big pools of gray-blue, watery and weird. ‘Anyway, look at this picture of her on vacation.’ 

	‘Eugene I don’t think that’s appropriate, she hasn’t given her permission…’ I started, but before I could stop, he’d flicked his finger over the surface of his phone and a photo appeared. My God, Evangeline had a body to die for. In the pic she looked as though she’d been oiled up, and was sizzling in the summer sun, just a thin white bikini holding back her very generous bosom. As if he could read my mind, Eugene pushed his thumb and forefinger apart on the screen, zooming in on Evangeline’s cleavage. The shape of her breasts was incredible - so round, so firm, and just the most beautiful shape. We were so zoomed in that I could almost imagine the weight of them if I were to just scoop my hand underneath…

	‘Hey! Don’t get drool on my new phone!’ Eugene snapped me out of my daydream. ‘Just remember, Evangeline isn’t the focus of tonight’s session. No. Tonight, the only thing any of us is going to get balls-deep in is renaissance Florentine trade embargoes!’

	Sadly for me, I knew that Eugene was probably right.

	The gaming shop was called ‘The end of the world.’ During the day, it was populated by the sorts of people who are into collecting comics, trading card games, board games, and of course, tabletop role playing games. The first thing that really hit you when you arrived at the shop was just how bad it smelled. Look, I know, it’s a cliché, but I’ve been in enough comic and board game shops to confirm that the clientele do not look after their personal hygenie. I wish it wasn’t the case, but it just is. It’s a deceptively large space, with the walls lined with books and boxes. There were perspex covered plinths, on which painted miniatures were display. We weren’t in the front though - at the back was a hidden away gamin area. Most nights it was decked out in long tables with chairs on either side so that people could play card games. Tonight though, Thursday, was RPG night.

	Role playing games are like board games without a board. They’re like a stage play without an audience, or a script. They’re like a math lesson, but fun. Each player has a character. One of the group is the dungeon master, or DM. The DM makes up the world, and sets the players free in it. Yes, I know what you’re thinking - that’s the geekiest thing I’ve literally ever heard of. And yes, you’re right. It is.  But it’s also a heck of a lot of fun. 

	Eugene got out a tiny pouch from his pocket and tipped something from it into a small ceramic burner. 

	‘My frankincense finally arrived,’ he said, nonchalantly. You could fault Eugene on a lot of fronts, but I had to admit that he definitely got an A for effort. After he lit the tiny pyramid of aromatic powder, Eugene busied himself with the sound system. He’d sourced authentic music from 16th century Italy, and with the flick of a switch, the relaxing strains of a carefully plucked lute sounded clearly in the small place. With the lights dimmed, the music playing, and the frankincense masking the fetid stench of the other customers, I could almost forget where we actually were.

	‘Great job, Eugene,’ I said. 

	‘I’m not quite done,’ he replied, and walked to the back of his room, where his coat and bag were. ‘Now, where did I put it…?’ he mumbled as he rummaged around in the pile of fabric. But I wasn’t watching him, because a figure had just parted the curtains which blocked us off from the rest of the shop. Into our little chamber walked the most beautiful woman I’d ever seen in The End Of The World. OK, that’s damning with faint praise. Let me re-phrase that. She was maybe the best looking girl I’d ever set my eyes on. Her pictures didn’t do her justice. She was wearing a big navy duffel coat, and even with that bulky item on, it was plain to say that she had an incredible body somewhere underneath it. Her eyes were warm and sweet, her lips full and red. She was the kind of girl who made nerds swoon and geeks groan. 

	‘Um, hi,’ she said meekly. ‘I’m here for Medici madness. Is this the right place.’

	Eugene’s head whipped round like a shot. His eyes widened so far he looked like a cartoon character. ‘You are in the right place, my dear.’ OK, that was not the least creepy thing he could have said. ‘You must be Evangeline. We are charmed and delighted to welcome you to our humble parlor.’ I had a sudden, dreadful premonition: Eugene sidling up to Evangeline, kissing her a hundred times on her arm, int he way Gomez would do to Morticia Addams. Thankfully, he remained a safe distance.

	‘Happy to be here,’ she replied. ‘Sorry I’m so early, I just wanted to make sure I could find the place - I’ve never been here before.’

	‘It’s your first time?’ said Eugene, a weirdly predatory look in his eye.

	‘Yes,’ she replied, ‘and it’s my first time roleplaying, too.’

	‘Oh, don’t worry,’ said Eugene, ‘we’ll be gentle, my dear.’

	I decided it was time to step in. 

	‘Hey,’ I held out my hand, ‘I’m Silas and this is Eugene. Try to ignore him. The only reason we tolerate him is because no-one else is willing to DM.’

	She giggled. Eugene looked annoyed for a moment and then his face shifted around, as though he’d decided to not be upset. ‘Oh Silas, great joke! Evangeline, why don’t you make yourself comfortable, and we can explain the rules.’

	She reached into her backpack and pulled out the rulebook. ‘Oh, don’t worry,’ she replied, ‘I’ve been studying. I know all the rules! Maybe even a few you don’t.’

	‘I’m sure,’ Eugene said, smiling with this weird, forced expression.

	Over the next twenty minutes or so, our other two players arrived. There was Leonard, a quiet librarian who played a mercenary in the game, and Arthur, who was a primary school teacher who played an over-zealous monk. When the full party were assembled, we sat down, and all of use introduced our characters to the newcomer. The atmosphere was thick with apprehension - we’d never had a girl at our table before - it was a big step for our group. Hopefully, this would mark an era of maturity and would elevate our game to a new level of sophistication.

	‘So basically my character, Ventrucio,’ said Arthur, ‘he can actually fart at will. Like, even if he hasn’t eaten anything for two days, somehow he can manage to do these really long, drawn-out farts.’

	So sophisticated.

	Amazingly though, Evangeline didn’t seem fazed. ‘Is that actually ever useful in the game?’ she said.

	‘Oh it comes in handy all the time,’ Arthur smiled. ‘Imagine how useful it would be in real life,’ he continued, ‘total mastery over your farts. What an incredible power.’

	We just hit peak maturity.

	Eventually, we got through the cringe-fest that was the description of the other characters. Then it was my turn.

	‘Well,’ I said, ‘I play a Venetian merchant, called Sophia Di Auditore.’ I was about to continue, but Evangeline butted in.

	‘You play a female character?’ she said.

	I nodded. I felt my cheeks begin to redden.

	‘How come?’

	‘I don’t know,’ I reply, ‘maybe because I’m a man in real life. It’s a fantasy game, so I kinda try and create a charactre who’s as different from me as I can possibly imagine.’

	‘It’s cause he secretly wants to be a girl,’ said Arthur, with a snigger.

	‘That’s not it,’ I said, perhaps a little too forcefully .

	‘No, I know,’ said Evangeline. ‘I totally get it. Why not have some fun inhabiting a totally different persona?’

	She was just too good to be true. The way she looked at me, with this totally understanding expression, it was such a refreshing change from the rest of the group. 

	But what the rest of the group didn’t know is that Arthur was kinda right. I had always wondered what life would be like as a woman. It wasn’t that I had this burning desire, and I didn’t think I was trans - it wasn’t like I felt as though I’d been born into the wrong body. It was just this strong, powerful feeling of curiosity, and the fact that I’d never actually know drove me totally mad. The day I realized, aged just four, that I only had one life, that I truly would never get to experience life as a girl, was one of the saddest of my life. I’d look at myself in the mirror, imagining what my blue eyes might look like if they were a little softer, a little larger - what my lips would look like if they were a little fuller, a little redder.

	I was snapped out of my brief memory by Eugene’s nasal voice, calling us all to order. 

	‘It’s time to enter the most incredible era in the whole history of Italy. Who will climb the greasy rope of power? Who will seduce whom? Who will live? Who will die? Let’s find out.’

	And so, we did.

 

Overall, it was a good session. Eugene had quite an opressive style when it came to running a game. Things have to happen very much as he is planning them to. There’s not much room for improvisation. Evangeline, considering it was her first time ever roleplaying, did very well. She really inhabited her character (a street urchin with a penchant for art theft) and came up with lots of good ideas for the group.

	At the end of the game, when we were all packing up, to my surprise, she sidled up to me. She smelled wonderful, coconut and cream.

	‘Hey Silas.’ She’d remembered my name! I mean my actual, real name, not just the name of my character. Although I guess it would have felt weird if she’d called me Sophia…

	‘Hey there. You did great.’

	‘You think?’ Her face broke into the most adorable smile - all dimples, white teeth and sparkling eyes. ‘I was hella nervous. Like, off-the-charts nervous. But everyone was so nice to me that it all kinda just came naturally.’ She picked up her rucksack and slung it over a shoulder. Eugene came up to the two of us, almost forcing himself between us, and gave us a withering smile.

	‘Congratulations, Evangeline, congratulations.’ And then in his most beautifully hammy Italian accent, ‘Bravo! Bravissimo bella donna!’

 ‘Thank you,’ she said, a little awkwardly.

	‘Oh no,’ said Eugene, ‘thank you, Evangeline.’ The way he emphasized the word you just made my skin crawl. I could see that it wasn’t exactly having the desired effect on Evangeline, either. She looked as though she’d just smelled one of Arthur’s perfectly controlled bodily emissions.

	‘By the way, guys, you’ve gotta stop calling me Evangeline. Eva is totally fine.’

	Eugene looked as though he was being let into some kinda secret club - his eyes lit with excitement. ‘Oh great,’ he said, ‘Eva it is. And if you ever so much as hear me calling you Evangeline ever again, may Zeus strike me down with a thunderbolt.’ He held his finger aloft, as though he’d just had some kind of scientific breakthrough - the cure for cancer, solving Fermat’s last theorem.

	‘Welp,’ said Eva, ‘I’d better get going.’ Then she looked at me with a burning intensity. ‘You wanna walk me to the bus stop, Silas?’

	My heart almost stopped. Eugene’s smile was gone, replaced with a look of stunned incredulity. Before I could say a word, he butted in. ‘Um, Eva, I don’t want to be rude, but if you are looking for a truly well-informed guide to the bus-stop, you might want to consider me. I know every conceivable route to each bus-stop in the city center. I guarantee you the most efficient, safe journey imaginable.’

	‘That’s really sweet Eugene, but it looks as though you’ve got quite a lot of stuff to pack away.’ She gestured to the scattered miniatures, speakers and myriad rulebooks scattered over the surface of the large gaming table. It would most definitely take him a couple minutes at the very least to pack up. Probably more like five or ten. A look of desperation crossed Eugene’s face. 

	‘It might be worth your while to wait,’ he whined, ‘it won’t take me too long…’

	‘It’s OK,’ she said, ‘I better get going. Come on Silas, let’s take an inefficient route to the bus stop!’ 

	I grabbed my own rucksack and headed out of the shop with Eva. I couldn’t really believe it. I barely ever spent any time with women and now here I was, walking around the city center with maybe the most gorgeous woman I’d ever set eyes upon. She was smiling. The weather was good, and the sun was just starting to set behind the tips of the skyscrapers. Portland was beautiful at this time of year - when the warmth of summer started to fade into the cool, mulchy Autumn tones. I was about to say something to Eva, something romantic about the turning of the seasons and the fleeting glory of summer, when she said, ‘God damn, Eugene is a creep!’

	I laughed. ‘Yep,’ I said between chuckles, ‘he sure is.’

	‘But I can see why you put up with him. He puts a heck of a lot of work into the campaign, doesn’t he? All of the research he does - the music, the fricking incense for goodness’ sake.’ 

	‘He does,’ I reply, ‘and honestly it’s hard enough to find a DM, let alone someone who’s passionate enough to make a campaign about renaissance Florence even remotely interesting.’

	She stopped in her tracks and took hold of my hand. ‘Hey, you seem like a nice guy. Do you want to come back to my place? I’ve got some stuff I want to discuss, but in private.’ 

	What the heck? Never in a million years would I have expected her to invite me to her house. I floundered for a moment, trying to think of something to say that wouldn’t get stuck in my throat, but all I could manage was, ‘Uhhh.’

	‘I’ll take that as a yes,’ she smiled, ‘I live in Forest Park.’ Hmm, that wasn’t too far from my house. I guess I had no reason at all to say no. Not that I wanted it. But there was something weird about this situation, something unusual about the intensity of her gaze, about the insistent way she had asked me. Maybe I should refuse.

	Jesus, Silas, this is why you’re a virgin. The voice in my head was one I normally didn’t listen to - the voice of risk-taking, of dangerous behavior. This time though, I was going to listen to that voice.

	‘Sure,’ I said, ‘I’ve got no other plans.’ That didn’t sound so good. ‘I mean, I do have other plans.’

	‘You’re busy?’ she asked, her eyebrows arched in disappointment.

	‘No,’ I said. ‘I’d love to come.’

	On the bus to hers we made small talk about roleplaying and about Portland. She’d only moved her a month or so ago, and didn’t have any friends. She was working as a graphical designer at a big advertising agency downtown, but her real passion was comics.

	‘Batwoman,’ she said, with a look of hope in her eyes, ‘is the greatest superhero in the modern DC canon.’ I guess she was almost as much of a geek as I was.

	‘I really love Batwoman,’ I said. It’s true. She’s great. A truly powerful, empowered female superhero in a world of eye-candy and fan-service. It doesn’t come much more kick-ass than Batwoman. We also agree on TV shows. Game Of Thrones, yes. Any superhero TV show, no. Except maybe Daredevil. She asked me when I got into roleplaying, and I told her that I’d been doing it ever since I was a boy.

	‘And you’ve always played female characters?’ she asked, with an indecipherable look in her eye. Was it just curiosity? Was it a slight look of teasing?

	‘Yeah,’ I said, ‘even in my first game, with my dad DMing, I played a female warrior.’

	‘That’s so cool,’ she said. Then, she did something that sent a chill up and down my spine. She moved her hand right into mine, and she squeezed it. I was going to say something, but finding myself suddenly incapable of speech, I just sat there, and let my cheeks redden and redden until they must have been the color of a bright tomato.

	‘Is it OK that I’m doing that?’ she said.

	I nodded. 

	When the bus arrived at her stop, she let go of my hand and led me down onto the pavement. We walked in silence together, down roads I’d never been down, past houses I’d never seen before.

	‘I don’t know this part of town,’ I said, ‘but I only live around ten minutes away from here. I think.’

	‘Yeah,’ she replied, with a gleam in her eye, ‘it’s not such a popular neighborhood.’ As we walked further, the houses began to get more spaced out, with large stretches of what kinda looked like woodland between them. The trees seemed to shift and writhe in the early evening breeze, and soon we’d been walking for what must have been twenty minutes. I kinda felt as though I was in a dream, and as Eva took hold of my hand once more, I felt a trance settle over me - I could smell sweet jasmine, the earthy smell of the trees, and a mild, pollen-like aroma wafting on each breath of the wind.

	Finally, after I felt as though I’d walked into another world, we arrived. 

	‘This is it,’ Eva said, ‘home sweet home.’

	It must have been the oldest-looking house I’d ever seen in Portland. I mean, were we even in Portland any more? It was built from uneven sandstone bricks, plastered together with thick, coarse mortar. It had a little crooked chimney and tiny windows which seemed to almost have been forced into the brickwork after the fact. There was smoke coming from the chimney and a dull, orange light emanated from the windows with a hazy glow. Eva walked up to the front door, took a big, old-fashioned key from her pocket and slid it into the hole.

	‘This place is amazing!’ I said. ‘It looks like it’s hundreds of years old.’

	She giggled. ‘Thanks,’ she said, ‘when it became available, I just had to take it - kinda looks like a witch’s hut, doesn’t it?’

	‘All that you need is a black cat to finish the look,’ I replied. And as I finished my sentence, I saw a feline silhouette appear in one of the windows on the lowest floor of the house.

	‘There’s Inky, right on cue,’ she replied. ‘Come on, let’s go in.’ 

	The key clicked, and then, with a deep, creaky groan, the ancient wood door swung open. Instantly, a waft of cinnamon-spiced air hit my nose. This place smelled great! We walked into the entrance, and were in a little, crooked porch. Eva pushed open another door and led me into the kitchen. There was a cast-iron stove in the corner of the room, with a fire crackling away inside. The space was dimly lit, and it took me a moment to realize why - the only source of light were a few, sparse black candles, impaled on ancient-looking candlesticks. The candlesticks were covered in torrents of melted max, resolidified into strange, globular shapes. 

	‘Welcome to my humble abode,’ said Eva. She kicked off her trainers, hung up her duffel coat and headed over to the stove. ‘Care for a hot cider?’

	I love hot apple cider, and around this time of year it was always even more delicious.

	‘Sounds great!’ I said. I watched as Eva took a bottle of something or other from a cupboard. She poured a golden looking liquid into a thick-bottomed pan and slammed it down onto the stove. Then, she reached up to a wooden rack above the cookinf space. Tiny bottles with individually crafted stoppers were in the rack, and, after a few moments thought, she picked a couple and carefully measured a few drops into the fast-warming mixture.

	‘What are you putting in?’ I asked. There was a tremor in my voice that sometimes surfaced with uncertainty, and always emerged with fear.

	‘Oh you know,’ she flashed me a naughty look, ‘deadly nightshade, arsenic, a couple nerve agents, that sort of thing.’ 

	I let out an uneasy laugh.

	‘You’re not actually nervous, are you?’ she said. She reached down and took hold of the bottom edge of her sweater, before pulling it up, over her head. She was wearing a skimpy black vest top underneath, and for the first time, I saw the deep, plunging dark line of her cleavage. Her body was just outrageous. I only let my eyes play over her chest for a second, then fixed them firmly on her face. ‘It’s so warm in here,’ she said. ‘I always forget how much heat the stove pumps out.

	‘No, I’m not nervous,’ I replied, trying to sound easygoing.

	‘Good, well, I just added some cinnamon syrup, nutmeg, and a little extra alcohol.’

 Extra alcohol? I’d never had alcoholic hot apple cider before. I guess there was a first for everything.

	Soon, the concoction was bubbling away in the pan, and then, Eva poured it into two metal steins - the kinda thing you might get at an Oktoberfest. ‘I hope you enjoy,’ she said, and handed me the cup. Her eyes flashed with excitement as she took the first sip. I followed suit, and I’m pleased to say that the drink was totally delicious - it had a fresh apple taste, but a deep, spicy undertone that was hard to put my finger on. Sure, there was cinnamon and nutmeg in there, but there was something else, too. Something deep and dark and devilishly tasty. The alcohol was there, too, a swirling vortex of hedonism, tugging me down, down, down.

	‘So,’ said Eva, settling down on the deep purple couch in the corner of the room, ‘It’s time to talk. I’ve got a proposition to offer you. Something very, very special. A once in a lifetime opportunity, I guess you could say.’

	How had I ended up here, in a stranger’s house, sipping cider from a metal cup, feeling strangely relaxed and lucid, as though anything could happen.

	‘What’s the proposition?’ I asked.

	She paused a moment, took another deep sip of her drink, then licked the residue from her glossy, red lips.

	‘How would you like to know exactly how it feels to be a woman?’

	What on earth?’

	‘Um,’ I said, struggling to understand what she meant. ‘How do you-’

	She cut me off. ‘What I’m offering, Silas, is a one-time thing. I’ve got the ability, if you’ll let me, to rob you of your manhood, to give you that which you’ve always desired, to change your body, warp it into a vehicle of passion and lust; to heighten your senses, set your soul on fire, make you feel things you’ve never felt before.’

	Was I drunk already? Was a hallucinating? Was this all some crazy fricking dream? I was going to wake up any second, in my single bed in my tiny studio flat, and I was going to head to work. I subtly took hold of my left arm between my right thumb and forefinger and I squeezed as hard as I could. But I didn’t wake up.

	‘There are old things in this world,’ Eva continued. ‘Things that you wouldn’t be able to understand.’ Was it a trick of the light? Were her eyes subtly glowing? ‘I’m one of those things. I have no motive. I have no reason. I am lust.’ She reached down to her jeans, undid their zipper, and wriggled out of them. I felt a tightening in my crotch. I didn’t know what was going on, but I’d never seen a pair of legs like hers before, not in the flesh - long and tan and soft and smooth and oh so there, right in front of me. ‘I do as I will. I’ve been watching you. I’ve been watching you jerk off, thinking about boys, imagining yourself in the body of a girl.’ She slowly pulled her vest top off. She wore no bra beneath. Her naked breasts sat firm and supple on her body, quivering gently as she wriggled out of her panties. I opened my mouth to speak, but no words came. My cock was hard in my pants and I felt suddenly exposed. ‘What I offer you, virgin, is a week in the body of a beautiful woman - far more beautiful than the body I inhabit here.’ She traced a hand gently up her perfect form, from the wisp of soft, curly hair above her crotch to the lower edge of her left breast. ‘You can do what you will with that body, and so long as you obey one specific rule, you will be free to change back at the end of the week.’

	Finally, I managed to get some words out. I wasn’t even going to pretend that I didn’t want what she was offering. ‘What’s the rule?’ I asked. I felt the drink burn in my throat, and I felt more relaxed, more easygoing about what was happening here.

	‘Whatever happens, if a man cums inside your pussy, you’ll be stuck as a woman for the rest of your life. And there’s nothing you’ll be able to do about it.’

	‘What are you?’ I said. My lips were quivering, my throat suddenly dry.

	‘I told you,’ Eva said. She slowly rose to her feet. When she was up, she drained the cup of cider. Then she walked over to the stove, totally naked. I watched her perfect backside, the lines of her flank. She bent down and leaned into the pan, and as she did so, I saw the hot pink of her pussy peeping out from between her thighs. My cock throbbed in my pants. It was going crazy - I’d never had an erection like this before. It was almost starting to hurt. It felt like it was going to explode. I heard a glugging sound, and knew that Eva was draining the rest of the drink. Then she turned back round, and I saw her face - cider around her mouth and pouring down her throat, making her nipples slick and shiny - her lips were red and wet and sticky. She let a hand casually fall down to her pussy and pushed two fingers in, letting out a little moan. ‘I’m lust.’

	She drew her fingers out, and a trail of pussy spit dangled like a golden thread. She was hot and wet.

	‘OK,’ I said, giving in to the incredible feeling pumping round my body. ‘I want it. What do I have to do? What do I have to give you?’

	‘Just give me your seed.’ She said.

	With that, she fell down to all fours, and crawled towards me, rubbing her belly on the floor like some snake or toad, and then she reared up in front of me and bit hard onto the fabric of my pants, before tearing it away. And then my cock was in that hot mouth and she was sucking me hard and it felt good and her head bobbed up and down and she slurped and sucked and in seconds the pleasure was far too much for me to take and I gripped the arms of the chair and I came hard and she swallowed it down hungrily and she looked up at me, wiped her mouth and said, ‘It is done.’

∞ ∞ ∞

I woke with a start. How had I gotten home? Where was I? The room was dark and it took me a couple moments to realize that I was in fact back in my own home. I had this foggy, hazy feeling, as though I couldn’t quite remember something important. What had happened last night? The last thing I remember was climbing into the bus with Eva. No, we’d talked, too, I remembered that. And she’d held my freaking hand. But all my memories after that seemed to be hiding, just on the edge of my perception, as though they were trying to avoid being uncovered by my brain.

Something swam up from my subconscious as I blindly fumbled for my phone on the bedside table. I think it must have been a dream I’d had last night - but that was almost impossible. I never dream. Like ever. Well, the only times I can ever remember have dreamed are the first few nights of being in a new place. Like, if I was on vacation when I’d been a kid, or if I’d just moved house, then I’d dream, like batshit crazy stuff, for the first couple days. But other than that - nothing. This dream that was coming back to me now, it was super vivid. 

I’d been at a bar. Somewhere downtown, in a city like I imagine New York to be - grimy, glamorous, full of beautiful people. I remember a purple glow, neon from a sign behind the bar. I remember the reflections from curved liquor tumblers, the clink of ice on glass. There had been smoke and the scent of jasmine, and strange characters asking strange questions to a backdrop of jazz, discordant, jumpy sounds and the distant laughter of groups of women. 

Thinking back to the dream made me shiver - the main thread of the night-time reverie was lost somewhere in the curled avenues of my sleeping brain. I manged to grasp my phone, and I pulled the screen sleepily toward my face. 

Holy shit! It was half past eleven! I was severely late for work. It was the first time ever. God damn, I had like, twenty missed calls - all from the same number. Eugene. Something I forgot to mention is that Eugene is also my boss. I work at Portland’s first and only fantasy and sci-fi bookshop, Giant Tales. I was a huge fan of all types of speculative fiction - from George R R Martin to Iain M Banks. I was the science fiction buyer, which was a pretty big responsibility. 

Oh crap, a rep from Penguin was coming in today! They were due in at noon, thank God, but by the time I had managed to have a shower and get into work, I’d definitely have missed them. 

So I broke one of the most important rules I live by. I didn’t shower! In fact, I didn’t even change my underwear. I just pulled on a pair of slacks and a red and black checked shirt, grabbed my glasses and headed out of the place. No time for breakfast - I’d be able to have a snack later on. 

It was a pretty morning - the sun was out, lighting the reddening leaves in the trees with an autumnal glow. I grabbed my phone - I needed to send Eugene a text to let him know what was going on, but as I held it up, I realized that I couldn’t read the letters and numbers on the screen. It was all a blur, like I wasn’t even wearing my glasses at all. But they were right there on my face, I could feel their weight on my nose. Had my eyesight got even worse, again? It had deteriorated slowly over the years, and my prescription had needed to change a few times in my adult life, but I’d never noticed such a dramatic change as this, literally overnight. 

Maybe they were just dirty. I plucked them off the bridge of my nose and took out a cloth I always kept in my pocket. I was about to give them a polish, when I stopped dead in my tracks. My eyesight was perfect. Without my glasses. What the heck?

It wasn’t just crystal clear, either. It was as though I could see color for the first time. In fact, if anything, it was a little too gaudy, a little too saturated for me to fully take in. The surface of almost every item I could see glowed with an ethereal intensity. The leaves, falling from the trees were nuggets of gold, crimson and tangerine light, careening this way and that, down to the tufted clumps of emerald green grass, sprouted through clods of richly red earth - above the grass grew the deep brown, almost black trunks of the trees, stretching upward lazily towards the sky, an incandescent plane of humming blue, painting the infinity of the universe with the color of life.

It was too much for me to take. What was going on? I felt my breathing get heavier, as if my body needed more oxygen to process all this extra information. I almost felt as though I was going to need to sit down on the side of the street, but I managed to regain composure and straighten up. I put my glasses in my pocket and composed a text message to Eugene, apologizing for lateness and saying I wasn’t feeling so good but I was coming in.

It’s a shame I was so stressed about my commute to work, because it spoiled what would have been an incredible walk. It was as though I was seeing the world for the first time - as though some dark shroud had been lifted from in front of my eyes. And the more I walked, the more I realized that it wasn’t just my vision - I could hear things more clearly, could smell the rich scent of decomposing leaves. It was an overwhelming experience, and I felt something like pure joy in my heart.

When I finally arrived at the store, despite my anxiety, I almost felt happy. Then I saw moody Eugene. He sat behind the front counter (which was my spot normally) and had a look of thunder on his face.

I pushed the front door open, and his face changed. He looked almost excited, then confused. There was something different about him. His face looked stronger, his features almost handsome in the morning light. What was going on with my eyesight? If Eugene was starting to look good to me, something must be seriously wrong with my brain.

‘Silas?’ he said. 

‘I’m so sorry Eugene,’ I replied. I was ready for him to tear into me, tell me that I was abusing our friendship and our special bond, but he didn’t. 

‘Don’t worry,’ he said, ‘these things happen. You don’t look ill, though.’

Damn, he was on to me.

‘I feel pretty rough,’ I replied, ‘like that feeling before a cold really takes grip, you know?’

‘Silas, you look exceedingly well. Like, extremely well. You look different.’

I did? I was about to reply, when I had a sudden urge to look at myself in the mirror. It struck me that I hadn’t even bothered to check my hair this morning. Maybe it suited me to not style it. I normally used a prodigious amount of gel to stick my hair down to my head, making it  more manageable than the curly mass it would otherwise spring into. I was about to excuse myself, saying I needed to head to the staff toilets, but before I could say anything, Eugene stopped me.

‘So what happened last night?’

‘Last night?’ I replied, slightly confused.

‘With Eva! God damn Silas you can be dumb sometimes.’

What had happened? I thought back and slowly, things started to swim up through the murk of my memories. That strange house. That black cat. Warm apple cider. An offer…

Oh my God. I remembered it all. Her body, her words, the feeling of her mouth on my cock. But I couldn’t tell Eugene. He’d never believe me. 

‘Oh not much,’ I replied, doing my best to not give away my lies. I’d never been the best liar. In fact, I was awful at it. ‘We walked to the bus stop together. She was complimentary about the game. Said she had fun. We got on the same bus - turns out we live quite close to each other. She likes comics. Batwoman.’ It’s best to mix some truth in with the lie, I knew that much at least.

‘Sounds like you got on pretty well,’ he said, with a slight suspicious twinge.

‘She’s cool,’ I said, looking down at the ground. I could feel my cheeks start to redden.

‘She’s a stone-cold fox,’ said Eugene. ‘You know it, I know it, every man who’s ever seen her knows it.’ 

I kept quiet. Somewhere in my head, Eva’s words resonated. It is done. But I wasn’t a woman. It must have all been a big joke. Or maybe I’d just hallucinated it all. Or that dream - maybe my waking life had bled into my dream. That’s when I remembered, in that purple neon soaked dream, I’d been the one being seduced by men. I’d been the gorgeous, glamorous woman, confident and powerful, waiting for handsome men to throw themselves at me. It had felt good - seriously good. As I remembered that sensation of being watched, of being lusted after, the strangest sensation swept over my body. It was a wave of hot, throbbing energy. It started somewhere deep inside me, somewhere close to the core of my being, and it grew and hummed until I felt like it was consuming each part of my body in turn. I tried to keep a neutral face, but I must have been struggling, because Eugene asked, ‘Are you OK, Silas?’

I nodded, tried to speak but couldn’t.

‘You want to go to the bathroom?’ he asked.

I nodded again, and made my way through the dingy little bookstore. Past the classic sci-fi shelves, through to the horror corridor (the horrordor) up the stairs to the staff room, shaking a little, and then finally through the door into the rest room. I sat down on the toilet, and waited for the sensation to go. It swept through my body three times, growing in intensity with each wave. And then, it was gone. I took in my surroundings. It was a small rest room, and someone had scrawled ‘Reading shelves prejudice’ above the door frame. The mirror was cracked and old, the enamel of the sink was chipped. There wasn’t much money in niche bookselling, and whatever money did come into the business wasn’t spent on doing up the facilities for the benefit of the staff.

When I felt safe and secure on my feet, I stood and looked at myself in the mirror. The crack down its center made it a tricky to get an unbroken picture of my face, but from what I could tell, I looked a little…off. Like, I wasn’t quite myself. Was my hair longer than it had been? It was hard to tell, because I hardly ever saw it without the gel I normally slathered it in. I took hold of one of the tousled curls and tugged it. It definitely seemed to be slightly longer than it had been. And was it slightly lighter in color? Like, there was a touch of gold to it. It was still brown, like it had always been, but there was something definitely more sunny to it. My eyes, too. They were definitely different. It was as though my iris had slightly increased in size. They were the same blue color, but maybe just slightly less muddy than they’d been before, like someone had wiped the dirt out of them. Maybe it was just because I’d taken my glasses off. I didn’t normally get the chance to see my eyes in crystal clear high definition, without the pane of my glasses in the way. Maybe this was what they’d always looked like.

Was my forehead smoother? I know that’s a weird thing to think, but I reached up to touch my skin, and discovered that yes, it had changed. It was less waxy, less oily. It felt cool and almost powdery. It felt…good. Like the soft skin of a woman. My hand traced down my nose, as I marveled at the new softness of my face, then made its way to the skin above my top lip. I hadn’t shaved in a couple days, and my stubble was definitely noticeable. But I found that when I touched it, it didn’t feel prickly, like it normally would. It was soft, like the fluffy hair that had first grown from my face as I entered adolescence. Then, I started to get worried. Because when I pushed against the stubble, when I wiped my finger across my skin, the stubble came away with it!

I’d left a perfectly hairless stripe across my face. Not just from under my nose, but across my cheek, too. I experimentally dragged another finger in a different part of my face, and I found the same thing happened, over and over again. There was no way I’d be able to go down like this, with a half cleanly shaved face, and half stubbly one. So I put my whole hand on my skin, starting with my neck, then dragging it up, wiping the stubble away from my flesh, pulling each individual thin hair out its pore, wiping my face entirely clean. I was left with a thin film of fluff on my hand. My heart was beating fast in my chest and I felt that same weak strangeness come over my body. I fought it, turned on the cold tap, washed the fluff off my hand, then I splashed my face with the cold water, trying desperately to wake up, to get out of this bizarre situation. But of course I wasn’t dreaming. This was real life. 

OK, Silas, I thought. What would Sophia Di Auditore do? My fictional character in our roleplaying game. A charming, confident, up-and-coming merchant. The more I thought about it, the more I realized it was pretty much the most irrelevant question I could have asked myself. Instead, I washed my face again, then dried it.

My chin, my jaw, it was different. My cheeks, they were different too. More elegant, more subtle, less harsh, less masculine. It was was as though someone had airbrushed my face. I suddenly thought, with a thrill of excitement, that if someone had seen this face for the very first time, they might struggle to tell whether it was the face of a man or a woman. I experimentally pouted my lips a little, as though I was preparing to give someone a little kiss, and that’s when it hit me. For the first time in my life, I felt pretty. Not just pretty…gorgeous. I let that sink in for a second. All those years, wondering what it was like - maybe it was all about to be revealed to me.

After another minute or two, just admiring my new look, I made my way back down through the store to see Eugene smiling and chatting with a customer.

‘I guess he must have rolled a natural twenty on his initiative check,’ said Eugene, before the two of them creased up into a nerdy guffaw. He caught sight of me over the customer’s shoulder and his jaw just hung open for a second. I almost thought he was about to start drooling, but as soon as he realized what he was doing, his mouth snapped shut and he looked back at the customer, before wordlessly finishing the transaction. I approached the counter and the customer shuffled off, gripping a freshly bought copy of some dungeons and dragons manual or other.

‘Are you feeling better?’ Eugene said, with a bizarre tone in his voice I’d never heard before.

‘Yes thank you.’ My voice sounded different for God’s sake! It wasn’t exactly higher in pitch, but it had a smooth, even quality which hadn’t been there before. As I spoke, Eugene’s bottom lip quivered a touch. He looked weirdly cute. I would have liked to reach out and give him a cuddle. But that would have been inappropriate.

‘Well you certainly look…better. Hey, you even had time to shave up there. Did you bring your razor with you?’

Damn - I was going to have to come up with another lie.

‘Yep,’ I said, ‘I always carry my razor with me - you know that.’

He looked puzzled for a second and then just kinda shrugged and nodded. I took my place next to him, and told him sorry one more time. As he walked past to the office, he brushed up against me. I had a sudden desire to rub up against him, to push my body into his. It was such a strong urge that I had to fight it with all my might. I gripped my shirt as hard as I could, restraining myself. Eugene turned and looked at me. He had pretty high cheekbones. I’d never really noticed that before.

‘Silas,’ he said, ‘we’re still on for tonight, aren’t we?’

Oh man, I’d completely forgotten. I was meeting Eugene after work to talk through some new character concepts for a new campaign he was thinking of running. I had this sudden, excited feeling, as though something strange and terrible was going to happen that evening. Something that would change my life for ever. As I thought about meeting him, my heart beat faster, stronger in my chest. I looked at him and felt the sensation growing in my chest, until it was the crashing thump of a bass drum.

‘Oh yes,’ I said, ‘we are most definitely on.’

∞ ∞ ∞

It was a strange day at work. I’d never experienced the kind of lingering looks that I received from guys that day before. It was crazy. They’d come up with their purchases as they always did, but then as soon as they caught my eye, it was as though something in their brains just broke. They would kinda look at me in the same way the Eugene had - confusion, fascination, and then, I think, desire.

Toward the end of the day, a very attractive guy came in. Yes, good-looking geeks do exist. They are real. This guy was tall, well over six foot, and he had broad shoulders. He looked as though he was pretty in to working out, and I couldn’t help but notice that his muscular arms were straining the fabric of his shirt. On second thoughts, I did recognize this guy - he often bought miniatures for a particular tabletop wargame that I’d played when I was younger, but wasn’t that interested in these days. Her played at The End Of The World from time to time.

When he caught my eye, he looked stunned and said, ‘Hey, are you new here?’ 

I don’t know why, but I nodded. I felt suddenly as though I was a brand new person, so in a sense I didn’t feel as thought I was lying at all.

‘I thought so,’ he said, ‘I would have definitely remembered someone like you.’ 

I wondered what he meant by that. I’d obviously made a strong impression. What surprised me the most about the interaction was that when he put his selection down on the counter (a rather expensive, hard-bound rules expansion for the game) he looked kind of sheepish, as though he was embarrassed by what he was buying.

I decided to put his mind at ease.

‘Nice selection,’ I said. He instantly relaxed. ‘Of course when I used to play, my favorite were always the Ratmen - I just loved overwhelming my opponents with sheer force of numbers.’

‘Oh my God,’ he replied, ‘you used to play Blood Hammer?’

I nodded. I felt this sudden, intense hunger for this guy in front of me - an image flashed through my mind: me lying spreadeagled on a gaming table, miniatures scattered across the floor, the young stud, with his face buried in my crotch, hungrily lapping at my flesh. My cheeks reddened and burned, I cough and told him the price of his purchase. I watched the muscular roll of his buttocks as he left the bookstore. 

There was a feeling in my crotch, familiar but weirdly different. What would normally be the stiffening of my dick felt strangely odd. The feeling passed though, and soon, it was the end of the day. I hadn’t seen Eugene all afternoon, and it turned out that he’d left shortly after I’d arrived. Another member of staff was going to lock up, so I put on my coat and headed home.

The walk back felt very different to my walk in that morning. Rather than feeling nervous about the strange feelings in my body, I was now embracing the change. I felt confident that something amazing was happening to me, and I was sure that it was all Eva’s doing. I thought about going round her place before I went home to mine, to ask her exactly how this was all happening, but I realized that even though I could kinda remember walking with her to her house, I didn’t actually know the way. I’d lived in Forest Park for coming up to five years, and I thought I knew it well, but I guess I didn’t, really.

With each step I took, I tried to get a firmer grasp on how my body felt. There was a litheness to my limbs that I’d never felt before, as though my muscles were loosening and lengthening, becoming more lean and soft. I felt lighter, as though weight had slipped off my body and that’s when I realized that my pants were on the verge of falling down. I felt grateful to be wearing a belt - stopped for a moment and tightened it by three holes! I’d lost like, an entire inch off my waistline. And I hadn’t exactly been chubby beforehand. But of course it made sense. If I really was going to transform into a dangerously attractive woman, then I was going to have to have the slim hips to match.

I’d decided now that my hair was definitely longer. I reached up and tousled it with my fingers - it was forming into longer ringlets. I gave one an experimental tug and pulled it in front of my field of view. To my amazement, I saw that my hair was blond. Not like, you know, sandy, or light brown, this was basically platinum blond, like straw or sunlight. It was thrilling to me. I’d obviously never dyed my hair in my life. Well, I say obviously - plenty of guys dye their hair, I just never felt confident enough to do it. Seriously excited, I took  out my phone and held it up. I tapped the camera button and then flipped it to selfie mode. I was not prepared for the sight that met me. 

My hair was gorgeous. It was almost down to my shoulders, and as I’d noticed, it was now a bright blond color. The amazing thing about it was that it wasn’t dried out and lifeless, as a lot of dyed hair can feel, particularly when it’s bleached this kind of color. No, my hair was full of volume, was silky and smooth, was a total pleasure to touch. Below my wavy hairline was a smooth forehead - my skin was flawless now - I could barely see a pore, let alone a blemish. My eyes, still technically similar in shade to my old color, were now lighter, brighter, a fuller blue. They looked almost unreal, as though someone had dipped a paintbrush into blue paint and slathered it into my irises. My lashes were thicker and fuller and darker than they’d been, as though they’d been daubed with mascara. My nose was straighter, smaller - my bones must have been freaking shifting and shortening in my face. It was incredible that it hadn’t been hurting me, this dramatic transformation.

I took hold of my hair and moved it away from the side of my face - true enough, my cheekbones were higher, more pronounced, but also more delicate. Even my ears were different! My previously large, slightly dangling lobes - the part of my body that I’d probably hated the most - were now beautifully shaped and small. My ears were pretty now. I couldn’t help it - I broke into a smile. It lit up my whole face in a way my smile never had in the past. My mouth was generous now, my lips pouty and red, my lips white and bright and perfectly straight.

I couldn’t believe it. I tried out a few different facial expressions. I must have looked pretty weird, standing in the middle of the sidewalk, grinning and frowning, scowling and laughing. My face was so expressive now, as though my soul was speaking directly through my features. I felt so god-damn happy I couldn’t believe it. I didn’t want my walk home to take too long, so I pocketed my phone again and carried on.

I had an hour or so before Eugene was due to arrive. To be honest, I couldn’t quite imagine how he was going to react to the changes I’d been through. Maybe I should cancel the get together. It was going to be super-awkward. But realistically, Eugene lived on the other side of town - he was almost certainly already en route to me. So I did what any guy in the middle of a transformation into a woman would do: I went into the bathroom and started to strip.

I was glad to be in my own bathroom - I’d wanted to examine myself in work, but I never found the right moment. I wondered what I was going to look like now - I wondered just how far all of the changes had gone. Was my penis going to be different? Was I really going to have a pussy? I felt like I would know if something like that had happened. Surely I’d feel something - pain or discomfort. Anything at all?

I began by undoing the buttons of my shirt. Before I’d even started though, I notice the smooth skin of my over my shoulders, and then, as the buttons came apart in my fingers, I saw how beautifully scalloped my clavicles were, how wonderfully sweeping my flesh was. I undid further, before untucking the lower edge of the shirt from my pants. Something was going on with my pecs. I didn’t have tits, but there were definitely little fatty deposits under my skin. It was pretty much the only part of my body on which it felt as though any fat at all was present. I moved to touch the tiny fatty lumps, and I accidentally touched my nipple. Holy christ they were sensitive! I felt my legs buckle at the knee and I almost fell down onto the floor right then and there. It wasn’t like any other time I’d touched my nipple. I mean, we all experiment with different parts of our body, right? I’d tried to stimulate my nipples before, after reading somewhere or other that they’re meant to be sensitive for men before. But honestly, it had never done anything for me. Now though, I deliberately teased the tip of my nipple with my index finger, and I felt a bunch of electrict tingles fizz round my body. It was like I’d finally woken up after a whole life of being asleep.

I couldn’t wait any longer. I unbuckled my belt and unbuttoned the top of my pants. Within seconds, they were down by my feet, and I was standing in front of the mirror in just a pair of briefs. My legs! They were stunning - slender and totally hairless, smooth as the skin of a baby. I ran my hand up and down my left leg, scarcely able to believe it, then I did the same with my right. My skin felt so warm, too, like there was a little furnace inside me. I kicked off my pants and took off my socks. My feet were so dainty and delicate, my nails were all perfectly pearlescent and shiny, like I’d just had a pedicure. I hitched up the sides of my briefs experimentally, and saw to my surprise that there was still most definitely a penis in there. I know what you’re thinking: how could he not just feel it? That’s the weird thing - I just couldn’t. I turned round and looked at myself from behind. The shape of my back was dramatic. It was lean and muscular in the way that a healthy woman’s back would be, and there were those two sexy indentations above my buttocks that used to drive me wild when I thought about girls.

I grabbed the sides of my briefs and pulled them inwards, so it looked somewhat as though I was wearing a pair of panties, and I was amazed by my ass - it was perfectly round, shaped like a peach - a gorgeous thing to behold. I can’t tell yu how beautiful I was looking, how feminine. But my body was so much more than the sum of its parts - the way all of the distinct elements fit together so wonderfully, the gorgeous skin even of just the inside of my elbows, of the backs of my knees, it was all so beautiful, so smooth, so silky and soft, I just wanted to slip into the bath and wash myself for hours. 

I knew what was coming next. I tucked my thumbs under the band of my boxers. I was about to slip them down, when suddenly, loudly, I heard a knock at the front door. Huh - this was way too early to be Eugene. I waited a moment for whoever it was to go away, but there was a second knock, louder, more insistent, and then, shortly afterwards, a third. Then, the sound of a muffled voice.

‘Silas, open up. It’s Eugene. Something’s terribly wrong.’

∞ ∞ ∞

I threw my clothes back on and made a bee-line for the front door. The sight that greeted me when I opened the door was a surprise to say the least.

	‘Eugene?’ I asked, with total disbelief.

	‘It’s me,’ he hissed, ‘just, let me in, OK?’

	It certainly didn’t look like him. The figure in front of me was a hulking slab of a man - easily an entire foot taller than Eugene had been, and so muscular that his clothes were torn and stretched over his bulging flesh. His arms rippled as he clasped his hands together in a mock prayer. He had long, dark black hair, and it was matted, stuck down to his skin with a layer of glistening sweat. He smelled too, of something strong and dark, a musky aroma that overpowered me, making me flinch, and then, once I’d gotten used to it, I felt as though it was intoxicating me, making me feel relaxed, receptive, happy.

	‘What happened to you?’ I asked. Any doubt I might have had that it was Eugene evaporated when he lifted his face up to look at me. He had the same eyes, changed slightly, wider, brighter, more intensely colored, more full of life. When he saw me, the look of panic momentarily lift his face.

	‘What happened to me?’ He replied, ‘I think the question is, what happened to you?’

	I felt my cheeks redden. I didn’t know what had happened to Eugene, but I did know one thing - I liked it.

	‘Never mind that now,’ I said, ‘come in and tell me what the problem is.’ My voice was very different now - it was definitely pitched higher. It sounded like a woman’s voice.

	Eugene stepped through the front door and I got him a towel.

	‘I feel crazy,’ he said, as he dabbed his face, drying himself off. ‘Like my body is on fire, like my metabolism has completely changed. And I’m hungry, I’m so, so hungry!’

	‘Take a seat, Eugene.’ I gestured towards a seat in the kitchen. I didn’t do a huge amount of cooking at home, but I think I had something in the freezer I could make for him - no-one deserved to go hungry. I had to admit, I’d never seen Eugene eat more than like, half a sandwich in one sitting. ‘Do you want something to eat?’

	He looked up at me as though I was totally crazy. ‘No, are you nuts?’ he asked.

	‘You literally just said that you were hungry?’ 

	‘Not for food,’ he said, ‘it’s something else, it’s this need inside me, for something, and I don’t know what.’

	‘So what happened?’ I said. I watched every movement of each of his muscles as he shifted in his seat. Fuck. What had happened to him? It was like someone had pumped him full of something or other - inflated with air. But it wasn’t air. I could tell just from the way he was sitting that he was seriously strong.

	‘Eva happened.’

	‘Eva?’ I asked the question, but I felt as though I’d already known the answer.

	‘After I saw you at work, I started getting weird feelings. Like,’ and he looked up at me, a tinge of incredulity in his face, ‘I couldn’t get you out of my head.’ His voice was different, too. It was deeper than it had been before, and it had lost all of its whiny, nasal quality. I guess it was different because of the physical changes his body had been through - his chest was deeper and more resonant, and he was stronger, with a thicker throat. It made sense that the voice from that ripped body would be smooth, deep, and seriously sexy.

	‘You couldn’t get me out of your head?’ I asked, giving him the most innocent expression I could. But the thoughts going through my head were anything but innocent. That hunger that he’d described before, I knew exactly what he’d meant, because I felt it too.’

	‘That’s not the point,’ he said, anxiety in his eyes, ‘Anyway, I left work early because I was worried about seeing you again, and when I got off the bus, I happened to bump into Eva. Apparently she lives in the same neighborhood as me.’

	That wasn’t possible. I was about to say something, but I kept my mouth shut. I just wanted to hear what he had to say.

	‘She asked me whether I wanted to come back to her place. It was early in the day, and she was looking so gorgeous that I figured she was the perfect thing to take my mind off you. So I went back to her house. It was a weird little place, in a part of the neighborhood I hadn’t seen before.’

	‘Oh really?’ I asked, trying not to give anything away, trying to seem as though things were just totally normal.

	‘Yeah. Kinda rickety and old, like it was about to fall down. She took me in and gave me some cherry liquor and started saying all kinds of weird things to me.’ He started to look shaken, as though he was remembering some traumatic event. ‘But the weirdest thing, was that she knew things about me. Things about my childhood. She knew my innermost desires, and the things I’ve always wanted.’

	‘What have you always wanted?’ I said. I leaned in closer. The atmosphere seemed to suddenly thicken, as though the very air was vibrating between us, bringing us in closer to each other.

	‘To be dumb.’ He replied. He looked up at me with those big eyes, those wonderfully expressive eyes. ‘I just wanted to be normal. Not a nerd. I just want to be a dumb jock, muscular, strong, interested in sports, not fantasy roleplay and science-fiction.’

	I was shocked. I never knew that he had such a deep level of self-hatred. I’d always thought Eugene was totally happy with who he was. I’d thought he was proud of his interests and hobbies. Maybe he was, on the surface. ‘I had no idea,’ I said. Instinctively, I laid my hand down on his shoulder, letting him know that whatever had happened to him, I was still his friend.

	‘She told me that she could unlock it in me, transform me into a jock. A stud she called it. She told me she’d make me strong, make me dumb, and, she said, that I’d be incredible in the sack.’ He sighed, clasped his hands together. ‘How could I say no? I can already feel the change in me. I can feel myself getting dumber. It’s terrifying, but not for the reason I was expecting. It’s terrifying because I love how it feels. I feel less neurotic, less worried. I feel happier.’ He looked up, and sure enough, he was smiling. He looked happy.

	‘How did she do it?’ I asked. ‘How did she make the change.’

	‘I had to do something,’ he said. ‘First, she took her clothes off. She lay on a table, covered in black candles and incense. She stretched her legs, and I had to kiss her pussy, lick it, taste her. She told me how to use my tongue, taught me how she liked to be touched. And when she came, I felt the change in me.’

	I couldn’t help it, my breathing was getting more and more intense, more heavy and hot. As we spoke, I could feel my body shifting - I felt my chest tighten, something strange happen between my legs.

	‘Have you looked at your body?’ I asked. ‘Have you seen yourself?’

	‘No,’ he replied. He looked worried.

	‘Because you look beautiful.’

	He let out a snort. ‘Beautiful huh? Then why do I feel so weird. Like I’m inbetween two things.’ Then he gave me a worried look. ‘There’s one more thing I asked her about. And I’m scared to check it.’

	‘What’s that?’ I replied. I was so close to him I could feel the heat coming off his body.

	‘My dick,’ he said, almost whispering, ‘I told her that I wanted a massive dick.’

	I felt the hunger again in me, like the one thing I needed was the one thing that only he could supply to me.

	‘How does it feel?’ I asked.

	‘I’m scared to look,’ he replied, ‘it feels kinda tight, and like it hurts. Like there’s not enough space in my pants for it. Like it’s been pumped up, like the rest of my body. Like all it would take for me to make it rip through my clothes is one extra-horny thought.’

	‘I can check it for you,’ I said, ‘if you like.’

	He looked nervous. ‘I’m not sure.’ He’d been focusing on the table in front of him so much, he’d barely looked at me. It was as though he was scared to take me in, to acknowledge the changes that had been going on in me, the ones that so strangely mirrored the ones he was going through. When he finally looked up, with a look of boyish apprehension in face, he looked shocked again. ‘Holy shit, Silas, when did you grow breasts?’ 

	I looked down at my chest, and sure enough, the little fatty deposits had ballooned into huge, tender breasts. They must have just bloomed right this minute, because it was the first time I’d noticed them. Now that I was aware though, I could feel my flesh, pushing against the tight fabric of my shirt, desperately trying to split it.

	‘Oh my!’ I cried, and then, eager to show Silas just how gorgeous my body was, I decided to tell a little white lie, ‘it’s so painful!’ I exclaimed, ‘I have to take my shirt off, right this instant. Don’t look!’ But before he had the chance to look away, I’d undone the first button. I could see the dark valley of my cleavage, as the two mounds rubbed against each other. They were so heavy - how did women get anything done with these things! I carried on unbuttoning, and soon, my tits were more relaxed - I felt them throb though - they were getting bigger, right before my eyes.

	‘Fuuuck,’ said Eugene, unable to tear his eyes away.

	‘How bad does it look?’ I said. I was still waiting to fully reveal my boobs to him. Each half of the shirt barely covered each of my tits. With each breath I took, a little more of my skin was revealed, as my heaving chest seemed to want to shrug of the material.

	‘Not…bad,’ said Eugene. There was a really weird look on his face now, a dreamy expression, like he was losing some battle against reason. ‘My cock hurts,’ he said.

	I wanted him so badly.

	‘Let me see it,’ I said, ‘but I won’t touch it. We don’t want to do anything we’ll regret. We’re friends remember?’

	He nodded. I leaned in, reached for his belt and loosened it. There was something thick and fat down his pants. It was pushing up so hard against his slacks that it was making it difficult to undo the buckle on his belt. I was about to say something, but he got in there first.

	‘Can I touch your tits?’ he said. I was so close to him.

	‘Do you think that’s a good idea?’ I asked. 

	‘I just…want to make sure they don’t hurt. I want to make sure there’s nothing weird about them.’

	‘Well OK,’ I replied. As I continued to struggle to unbutton his belt, he reached out deliberately towards my mountainous bosom. I heard him let out a slow, tortured breath as he grazed the smooth skin of my body, and he groaned as my shirt opened fully. I could feel whatever was in his pants flex and tense, pushing upwards with almighty strength. Then, I felt his cool hands against my skin. He moved over my breasts gently, as if he were a doctor, examining a patient. But it didn’t feel clinical, it was one of the most deeply erotic experiences I’d ever had.

	You can’t let him cum in you, I thought. I remembered back to what Eva had told me. This should only be a week long experience, inhabiting this new body. I could stray close to the edge, but I mustn’t step over it.

	‘Let’s see what’s happened to your cock,’ I said, as I finally managed to get the belt loose enough to open up his pants. He wriggled out of his pants, and they fell to the floor as he continued to sit on the chair. There was obviously something huge in his boxers, it was as though some great, curved beast was hiding in there, pushing up with its backbone against the roof of his underwear. I thought of the back of some huge whale, slipping against the surface of the ocean. ‘Looks swollen,’ I whispered. ‘Is it tender?’

	He just nodded. He couldn’t take his eyes of my breasts.

	‘Before we go any further,’ I said, ‘I think you should take a look at my dick, too. Because I feel something weird going on down there. I wonder whether the same magic that’s been affecting you has changed my privates, too?’

	I stood up, and shrugged off my shirt. I was going to get my pants straight off, but I couldn’t help giving my breasts an experimental squeeze. They were so warm and soft, and as I touched them, I felt a flood of chemical burst around my body. I was seriously aroused. I tried to hide it from Eugene. But he said something I wasn’t expecting.

	‘Did you just wet your pants?’

	What? I looked down at my crotch, and sure enough, there was an expanding ring of dark wetness. But it didn’t feel as though I’d pissed myself.

	‘I don’t..think so…’ I said. I slid off my own belt, dropped my pants, and stood there in front of him in my soaking wet briefs. Had the transformation somehow made me lose control of my bladder? I slid my hand down my briefs, expecting to feel my dick, covered in piss, but that’s not what I discovered at all.

 

The first thing that was different was the feel of my pubic hair. It was soft, silky almost, like kind of flaxen fluff. It wasn’t as long and tufty as it had been before - in fact I’d say that it was quite closely cropped to my skin. I continued to push my hand down, nearing the start of the root of my  cock. But it wasn’t there. 

My mouth must have opened wide, because Eugene said, ‘What is it? What’s the matter?’

‘I think my cock is gone,’ I said. My voice sounded fully feminine now, a richly musical sound. It was wonderful. 

I grabbed my briefs, and pulled them down, letting them fall to the floor.

‘Fucking hell,’ said Eugene.

I looked down. My cock wasn’t there. In its place, a little hump. I pushed my hand down, exploring the hump, and I found that it split into two soft lips, just underneath the base of my hair. I gently pushed the lips apart, experimenting with the soft wetness I’ve discovered down there. It felt wonderful! Each tiny caress caused light, muscular contractions. I put my slender fingers into the entrance of my cleft and dipped them into the honey I found there. I lifted my fingers up to my face, smelling my liquid, and then, suddenly overcome with desire, I began to lick it from my fingers. As I licked, my pussy lips began to pound. Fuck, I needed something inside me, something warm and hard, anything! I couldn’t believe that this is what it felt like to be a woman. It was wonderful!

‘What’s going on?’ Eugene asked, his eyes wide. But I couldn’t stop, I just ignored him. I started to plunge my fingers into myself, as hard as I could, parting the lips and feeling the folds of my insides grip and slip around me. Oh my god this was amazing. It was so much better than anything I’d experienced as a man. By chance, one of my fingers grazed my clitoris, sending lightning bolts of ecstasy rocking through me. Fuuuuck. I was a woman. I groaned. 

No! The voice in my head said, you have to stop.

I looked over at Eugene. His cock was now sticking out of the top of his briefs. The thing was fucking huge. It sat there like a weapon, thick and long and meaty, ending in a fat, pink head. It was the sexiest thing I’d ever seen in my life.

No, Silas, a voice in my head said, you’re a man, and you’re not gay! Don’t forget who you are!

But there was another voice, as well, the voice of my pussy. Fill me up, it said. You know you want to.

‘I don’t know what came over me,’  I said, pulling my hand away from my opening. I knew that the liquid in my pants was the natural lubricant my body was making. It felt slick down my legs, like there was a waterfall at my center, coating my body with fresh, mountain water. I walked to Eugene, and placed a warm, wet hand on the bulge in his pants. I was so close to touching the skin of his cock that I felt as though I was about to have a heart attack. ‘Does it hurt?’ I asked. My breasts were so big now that my arm was rubbing against the right one as I reached past.

‘It feels good when you touch it,’ he said, ‘it feels real good.’ He wanted me, I could tell. Having this new body made me confident. I could feel his lust for me, like a smell. I wondered if all women knew when men were hot for them. This was an incredible feeling.

‘OK, well, I’m going to see what it feels like to hold.’ I slipped my hand through the slit in the front of his boxer shorts. As my hand touched the warm, hard flesh of his cock, I took a moment to cast my eyes over his beautiful body, his now incredibly rugged and handsome face. He looked like a God. I wondered what was going through his mind, what he was thinking. I wondered whether any of the mental changes he’d talked about were taking effect.

‘You wanna suck it, don’t you, slut?’ he said. ‘You like the way my cock feels, don’t you?’ Holy fuck - I guess I’d got my answer.

‘I do,’ I said, ‘I do wanna suck it.’ I tightened my grip around his meat. It was so big that I could barely fit my hand around it. I carefully rolled the briefs down, so that the whole of his monstrous organ was out in the open. It lay there, throbbing, looking painfully erect.

‘Fucking kiss it,’ he said, insistently. I didn’t need to be told twice. As I neared his dick with me mouth, I noticed a smell I’d never experienced before - it was a dark, deep aroma, like something you’d find deep beneath the earth - something primal and powerful, and I surrendered to it. It was a little kiss at first, a tiny peck really. Then another. I couldn’t believe I was kissing Eugene’s cock, and I couldn’t believe just how much I was enjoying it. The kisses got longer, more lingering, and I splayed my lips wider, letting my tongue touch the bumpy surface of his organ, and then, without realizing it, I was fully enveloping his meat with my mouth. I closed my mouth, and let out a moan, because it felt incredible, like there were little pleasure receptors in my mouth and they were tingled with delight.

‘That’s it, baby,’ he said. I tried to stuff all his dick into my mouth, but I couldn’t, there was just no way I could. I felt him surging upward, trying to get more of it in there, but it was just too big, and I found that I was almost gagging - but it still felt incredible, so exciting to have this filthy cock in my mouth.

‘You wanna get fucked in your new pussy by your best friend, don’t you, you little slut?’ He said. It felt like Eugene had completely transformed now, like he was a different person entirely, taken over by lust and strength.

Suddenly, he grabbed my shoulders, and lifted me up as though I didn’t weigh anything at all. It was a thrill to be thrown around like this. He dumped me down on the kitchen table, and and stood so that he was inches away from my pussy with his cock. 

‘Answer me, you bimbo,’ he said. With each breath, his huge body heaved up and down.

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

‘Please, more,’ I cried, ‘please…’

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

‘Is that what you want?’ he demanded.

‘Yes, I’m greedy,’ I said.

I could feel his pleasure building by the second. I wanted to give him more. Give him all of me. I wanted to suck all of the cum out of him, even though I knew I mustn’t. I felt as though my pussy was the perfect receptacle for it, like I’d been created to fit the contours of his cock perfectly.

‘You want more?’ he said.

‘Please,’ I replied.

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

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

‘Don’t come inside me,’ I said, but the voice in my head was insistent. Let him cum, it whispered, be a woman, it’s what you want.

He stopped for a moment, confused by what I’d said, but then, I decided to take the plunge.

‘I don’t care, Eugene, I want your cum in me. Please, cum for me!’

The tensing of my pussy muscles around his cock made Eugene cry out, and I felt him spasm and twitch, jerking against me a few times, then I felt the hot throb of his cock, shooting up jets of white, fertile cum, all the way past my cervix.

Fucking hell, thinking about it made me hot.

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

∞ ∞ ∞
Later that night, we curled up together in my bed. We hadn’t had any time to talk through the details of the upcoming campaign. I had a feeling I might not want to play female characters anymore.

‘Maybe you’re next character can be a guy,’ Eugene said.

‘Hey good point,’ I replied, ‘because from now on, I think I want to be called Sophia.’

He smiled, kissed my forehead, and put his huge arms round my slim frame.


BOOK SEVEN



GIRLFRIEND BODY SWAP
I’ve never been good with handling anxiety. For as long as I can remember, I’ve suffered with it. My heart starts racing, my mouth goes dry, I feel like I’m floating above my own body.

It’s not good. 

And right now, studying for my finals, I feel like I’m about to explode. 

Three years of college, all leading up to these exams. If I pass, I’ll be made for life. If I fail — well, I don’t even want to think about it.

It’s a warm day, and my dorm room is sweltering. There’s no air con in here of course. The weather is unusually warm. It’ May, but the temperature is up to seventy five degrees.

The heat isn’t helping with my anxiety. I’m trying to get information about artificial intelligence algorithms into my brain but I’m failing over and over again. I scratch my head, flipping through my textbook. I wish there was something I could do to make more brain for this information. But instead, my mind is full of useless crap about World of Warcraft and Dota.

If only I was gonna sit an exam on the history of the MMO.

There’s a knock at my door. I wonder who it could be. I’m not due any visitors. I’ve got a study date with a fellow student in a couple days, but aside from that, I can’t think who it could be.

Whoever it is, they couldn’t have picked a worse time. I’m desperately trying to study right now. Every second is precious.

I quickly check my reflection in the mirror next to the door. I’m looking fine. Just like I always do. Short, messy dark hair. Stubble. Big brown eyes. 

It’s not even like it matters what I look like. No one cares about me anyway. 

You know what? I’m not gonna answer the door. I turn back around and sit at my desk again. I’m sure this isn’t important. Whoever it is will just go away and leave me to my work.

I pick up my pencil again and start scratching out a few equations in my pad. I can just work right through this. I don’t want any distractions, thank you very much.

I’m not your typical student, you see. I keep myself to myself. I’m not really into the whole student lifestyle. I don’t drink and I certainly don’t take any drugs.

At the weekends, in the evening, instead of heading out to bars and nightclubs, I normally just boot up the PC and play games. It’s the most relaxation I get all week, and it’s the only time I’m not really working. 

My love-life? Non-existent. Even if anyone was interested, there’s just no way that I’d have time for anything like a girlfriend. I’d barely have time to go on a date right, now.

It’s not that I don’t have urges. Of course I do. I’m a red-blooded male, just as much as anyone else. I notice people, all the time. But there’s no point in thinking about it. And it’s not like us computer science nerds are exactly babe-magnets.

There’s even someone I like. You know, a girl I’ve got a crush on. Yolande. She’s a gamer, like me. And she’s in my Artificial Intelligence and Logic Programming course. She’s real cute — like, way, way, way out of my league. Her body is just to die for. I guess she must be into sports too, because you don’t get a body like hers just from lounging around playing videogames all day long.

She’s got bright blond hair, and almond-shaped blue eyes, and the shape of her smile makes me feel fluttery and weak. Honestly, she’s a perfect ten. Shame there’s no chance for anything between us. I mean, aside from everything else, I think she’d got a boyfriend.

But we do get on. Like, we’ve joked about stuff. She even shares memes from reddit with me sometimes. But I know that I’m so far into the friendzone there’s no way I’m ever getting out. I know the signs — she’s even moaned to be about her boyfriend in the past. I feel like that’s the kiss of death. She feels so close to me that she’d never want to risk our friendship, I’m sure.

It gets me annoyed sometimes. Women have all the power in our world. Like, if I decided that I wanted to be more than friends, it doesn’t matter. But if she decides it, I’ll be by her side, quicker than you can say, ‘Have some self-esteem.’ 

There have even been times when I’ve wished I was born a woman. I’d love to feel what it would be like to have that kind of power over someone. To know that men are aroused by me.

I know the reason these thoughts are all squirting through my mind. It’s stress over the upcoming exams. And my brain will do anything it can to avoid engaging with the task at hand.

There’s another knock at the door. This time it’s more insistent. Ugh. I guess I’m going to have to just get rid of whoever this is. I stand up, already bristling with irritation. Maybe if I just seem annoyed, they won’t bother me for too long.

So I put on my best irritated face and yank at the door handle. But when I open the door and see who’s waiting for me, my eyes almost pop out of my head.

‘Sorry to bother you, Martin.’ Her voice is fragile and tender.

It’s Yolande. She’s wearing yoga pants and a tight, shear pink tank. I can see every line and sweep of her perfect body. But amazingly, I find that my eyes are locked on hers. Because she’s crying.

‘You OK, Yolande?’ I ask. I hold my hand out, almost touching her arm, but I hesitate. I don’t want to make her feel uncomfortable. But when she sees me moving toward her, she leans into me, pushing her body up against mine.

‘Oh Martin!’ she sobs, ‘I’m sorry! It’s Ray. He dumped me.’

Perfect, I think to myself. There’s no way I can tell her I’m busy now. 

There’s something even more worrying and pressing though. As her hot body is pushing into me, it’s having an unwanted effect on my groin.

I hardly think it’d be appropriate in her moment of need for her to realize that I’m getting a fucking erection.

‘Oh no,’ I say, ‘I’m so sorry to hear that.’ 

She’s hugging me closer to her, really holding me tight now. It’s so fucking wrong that I’m getting this turned on being next to a crying woman for goodness’ sake, but I can’t help it. Her body just feels so good against mine. Her breasts, squeezed up into me, her arms, pulling me close to her. 

Fuck, even her smell is making me horny. I haven’t been this close to girl in… well, I don’t think I’ve ever been hugged by someone as hot as this.

‘What happened?’ I say. 

Finally, she lets go, moving back from me and looking me in the eye. ‘Do you mind if I come in? It’d be good to talk. And you’re such a great listener.’

Obviously, I have to say yes. It doesn’t matter how close to my exams I am — there’s no way that I can say no to Yolande.

I nod. My revision is momentarily forgotten.

‘Hey, I like what you’ve done with the place,’ she says. 

It suddenly strikes me that in three years I haven’t actually had any girls in my dorm room. I’ve barely brought anyone into my room, when I think about it. So I’ve decorated it kinda just how I like. 

I’ve got a big, limited edition Blade Runner poster, as well as a poster from an old, nineties videogame — System Shock. I’m kinda into cyberpunk stuff, as well as classic fantasy.

‘Oh man, you’re a System Shock fan?’ she asks, as she saunters over to the bed and sits down on it.

Fuck. Yolande is sitting on my bed. Yolande’s ass is currently sitting right on my bed.

‘Y-yea,’ I say. Honestly, I’m surprised that Yolande’s heard of System Shock. It’s a pretty obscure game. 

‘You know,’ she says, ‘Most people prefer the sequel, but I played the original a couple years ago and I thought it was way better. Really atmospheric.’ She glances over to my desk, sees my textbook lying open there with my pencil and pad right next to it. ‘Oh Martin, I’m so sorry, I’m interrupting, aren’t I?’

‘Well,’ I say, ‘I was working, but don’t worry about it. Some things are more important than AI logic.’

She smiles and it’s the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen.

‘Thank you. That means a lot to me.’

‘So what happened?’ I say. I sit down in my chair. ‘I wish I had a drink or something I could offer you. I could make you an instant coffee or tea if you like? Or get you some water.’

‘No, no.’ She shakes her head. ‘I’m fine.’

‘Ray’s an idiot.’ I say.

‘You don’t even know what happened yet,’ she says. She gives me a questioning look, her eyes narrowing slightly.

‘That’s true,’ I reply. ‘But I can’t imagine you doing anything wrong.’

‘Well,’ she says, ‘the truth is, I’m a complicated person, and what happened between Ray and me was kinda weird.’

Complicated? What did she mean by that.

‘OK.’ I say.

‘Thing is, I have problems with guys. When they get to know the real me, they always seem to lose interest. Some of them freak out. Some just never get back in touch with me. And I’ve never really had a relationship last more than a month or so.’

‘Huh, I can’t believe that,’ I say.

‘Why not?’ she says. 

There’s a weird intensity to our conversation. As though something has really changed between us. 

‘I dunno,’ I say. ‘It’s just, I guess, you know, you’re such a great girl. I can’t imagine anyone ever being put off by you.’

‘Oh believe me,’ she says, ‘it happens all the time.’

‘But you’re so gorgeous,’ I say. I can’t help it. I’m buzzing somehow. Almost like I’m intoxicated. It’s not like I’ve drunk a lot in my life, but I know how it feels to be drunk. Kinda like this. As though my inhibitions are ebbing away, being eroded by some strange force.

‘Gorgeous?’ She asks. Her eyes are sparkling at me, like twin blue fires.

‘COme on, you know you are,’ I say. ‘You’re like, the best-looking person I know. Heck, you might even be the person-looking person I’ve ever met.’

‘Stop it,’ she says, punching my arm and smiling. ‘You’re just trying to make me feel better.’

‘Nah,’ I reply. ‘I mean it. And it’s not just your looks, either. You’re super fucking nice. My only real friend in that class.’

She smiles. ‘You know, that means a lot to me. A heck of a lot more than the compliment about my looks.’

‘Well, it’s true.’

‘Hey, maybe we could so some revision together?’ She asks.

Maybe that wasn’t such a bad idea. I could take Yolande’s mind off the problem with Ray, and prepare for the exam at the same time. Maybe having her around would help with my anxiety, too.

‘OK,’ I say. ‘That could work.’

‘You know what though,’ she says, and to my utter surprise, I realize that now she’s got her hand on my thigh. ‘I’ve got an idea that could spice things up.’ My cock, which had somehow managed to calm down since our embrace, springs back to attention, the instant her soft skin touches me.

‘Wha-what do you mean?’ I ask. I’m trembling now.

‘I mean, how about, every time I get a question wrong, I take of an item of clothing. And if you get something wrong, well, I’ve got a special penalty for you. Something really surprising.’

∞ ∞ ∞

I’m sitting on my chair, trying as hard as I can to hide my raging erection. Yolande is on my bed, and all she’s got on now is her bra and panties. 

‘This is a-actually getting to be quite distracting,’ I say. I’ve been stammering basically the whole time that we’ve been playing this stripping game. It’s so difficult to concentrate. 

She drops her pink tank top down to the ground and smiles a wide smile.

Her breasts are ridiculous. She’s wearing a tiny red bra, and her huge tits are almost spilling out over the top. I can even see a sliver of her nipple. Every now and then, she pushes her arms together, and the soft flesh of her chest squeezes together and I think she’s gonna burst free of the fabric.

‘Distracting?’ she asks. ‘I think that’s the point of taking our clothes off, isn’t it?’

She says our clothes but I haven’t gotten a single item of clothing off. She’s virtually naked, and I’m fully clothed.

‘Yeah I guess so,’ I say. ‘And it has actually helped with my anxiety. I was struggling with worry before you came in.’

She smiles. ‘Now all you’re struggling with is that nice big hard-on you’ve got brewing in your pants.’

I gulp and instantly feel the prickle of sweat on my brow. I thought I’d managed to hide my growing cock from Yolande. I guess it’s more obvious that I thought. Jesus man, she must think I’m a piece of crap. Pretending to be a shoulder to cry on, when in fact all I’m thinking about is how much I want to touch her body, how much I want to run my hand over her soft, supple tits, how badly I want to taste her red lips.

‘N-no,’ I say, trying to keep the pretense up, ‘it’s just uh, a lump in my, I’ve just got big underwe…’

She laughs, a soft, musical sound. It’s beautiful, and she raises her hand to her mouth as her eyes crease up. ‘Big underwear,’ she giggles, clearly finding my bullshit to be hilarious. ‘That’s got to be the funniest excuse for an erection I’ve ever heard!’

‘OK, ok,’ I say, ‘but it’s kinda hard.’

‘I bet it is,’ she says, giving me an evil look. ‘I bet it’s really hard.’

‘No I mean,’ I say, going bright red, ‘I mean that it’s hard not to get aroused when, you know, there’s a ridiculously hot, half-naked girl sitting on my bed.’

She straightens her face. 

‘Do you want me to put my clothes back on, Martin? I don’t mind. If you can’t concentrate.’

I do not want her to put her clothes back on. ‘No, no, I can concentrate fine. And I having got a question wrong yet, have I? So it can’t be that distracting.’

‘Good,’ she says, ‘cause I’m kind of an exhibitionist. I like to be naked as much as I can possibly be. It’s just so freeing, isn’t it?’

‘Sure,’ I say. I wouldn’t describe myself as an exhibitionist in the slightest. But if Yolande likes to take all her clothes off, well, more power to her.

‘OK,’ she says, wriggling her bum down, getting comfy on my bed clothes, ‘I think I’m ready to ask you some of the harder questions now. You ready?’

I seriously doubt that there’s anything Yolande could ask me that I don’t know the answer to. It’s not that she’s dumb — far from it — I just really know my stuff. And from the way she’s been getting even elementary stuff wrong, it seems like she hasn’t put in the work on this module.

‘Fire away,’ I say. I wonder what would happen if I did get a question wrong. She said that she has an extra special punishment for me. I wouldn’t mind taking some clothes off at this point. Anything to get closer to the two of us being fully naked.

‘Define lambda abstraction.’

Lambda abstraction? Holy shit. My mind goes blank. I should know this. I really should. Lambda abstraction is like, one of those basic things which computer science is built on. I know this. I really should know this.

‘Uhhh,’ I say, trying to play for time. ‘I think it’s to do with…’

‘You think?’ she says, cruelly, toying with me like a cat with a mouse. ‘You’ve got to know this Martin, it’s pretty basic.’

I look up as I try to remember, and I feel my heart rate start to spike. That anxiety I was feeling earlier is coming back and it’s making me feel pretty bad.

‘I can’t remember,’ I say. I honestly have no clue.’

‘Oh dear,’ she replies. ‘You know, that means you’re gonna have to do a forfeit.’

I nod. ‘Just tell me what lambda abstraction is first Yolande. Because I’m freaking out. I really should know it.’

As she describes the simple concept to me, I feel as though a curtain is pulled back across my mind, and I can easily access the memory. What happened to me? Never mind. As soon as she starts talking, I breathe a sigh of relief.

‘Ugh, that’s so obvious. I guess I just had a mental block about it.’

‘Hey, it happens,’ she says. ‘But that doesn’t mean I’m letting you off.’

‘OK, OK,’ I say, holding out my hands. ‘What is it that you want me to do?’

‘Well,’ she says, flicking her hair out with a hand, ‘first, I need to tell you something about me. Something that you might find hard to believe.’

Honestly, I find the fact that she’s sitting in just her underwear in my room to be hard enough to believe. Everything feels kinda possible now.

‘Go ahead,’ I say. ‘I’m sure it won’t be that hard to believe anything you have to tell me.’

For the first time I can remember, she looks a little nervous. ‘You might struggle with this a little.’

There’s something so cute and pretty about how vulnerable she seems at this moment. Something that makes me want to protect her, look after her, and let her know that she can trust me.

‘Don’t worry,’ I say, ‘you can tell me anything.’

‘You know,’ she says, ‘I feel like there might be something between the two of us. I’d really like to go on a date with you sometime.’

A date?

‘Really?’ I reply. I barely get the word out, I’m so excited.

‘Mmmhm,’ she says. ‘I’ve kinda had a crush on you for as long as I can remember. I’ve just always been too worried to ask you out.’

I can barely believe what I’m hearing. ‘That’s crazy,’ I reply. 

‘You don’t feel the same way?’ she replies. ‘I’m sorry.’

‘No, no, no,’ I say so quickly all the words merge into one. ‘I definitely feel the same way. It’s just that you’re so far out of my league I just didn’t think you’d be interested. Plus we’re good friends so, I kinda thought that’s how you think of me.’

‘Oh,’ she says, letting her hand drop down onto my thigh again, ‘I think some very naughty things about you.’

Holy fuck. I can’t believe this is happening. It’s crazy. My cock’s going nuts in my pants, too.

Then, just when I think I can’t take it anymore, she pulls her hand back, away from my groin.

‘This time though, I’m going to tell you my secret before we start going out. Because I don’t want to get hurt again. And you mean too much to me to risk it.’

‘Of course.’ I say. I’m wracking my brain, trying to think of what she could possibly tell me that would put me off. Honestly, I can’t. ‘Go ahead and tell me.’

‘OK,’ she says. In sighs, breathes in deep, like she’s psyching herself up to tell me something big. ‘I’m a witch.’

‘Oh that’s cool,’ I say. ‘Like, a wiccan? You’re into like, saging and spells and stuff.’ I actually know quite a few wiccans. Nerd culture and new-age spirituality overlap somewhat. I can’t believe that someone would break up with someone as gorgeous and cool as Yolande just because she’s into spells and stuff.

She shakes her head. ‘No, you don’t understand. I’m like, an actual, real, bona-fide, magic weaving, devil-worshipping witch.’

My eyes narrow. Maybe she’s just crazy. Maybe that’s why people split up with her. Because she thinks she’s got magic powers.

‘OK,’ I say, with less certainty. ‘So tell me about it.’ I’m trying to be open-minded about this. To let her know that I’m not out just yet.

‘Well,’ she says, ‘I’ve known about it ever since I was a kid. It passes down, from mother to daughter. So my mom is a bad-ass witch, too. She taught me everything I know.’

‘And you worship the devil?’

She laughs. ‘Not the devil,’ she says, ‘there’s no such thing. Plus, I’m not evil. Witches aren’t. It’s more like we worship natural forces — the wind, the rain, fire, the earth. And we personify those forces in devils, creatures that represent their power. Each force has a masculine and feminine energy.’

‘OK,’ I say. It all kinda sounds like new-age mumbo-jumbo. A bit weird, for sure, but no more crazy, in some ways, than some other religions. ‘Well, I definitely respect people’s beliefs,’ I continue. ‘I find it amazing that anyone would have a problem with this, Yolande. I’m sorry you’ve experienced persecution.’

‘It’s not like that,’ she says, suddenly quiet. ‘Because it’s not just a belief I’ve got. My witchcraft, it’s real. And people find it tough to deal with.’

OK, this is a little more worrying. She actually believes that it’s real.

‘So you’ve done some spells that have actually worked?’ I say. I’m trying to give her the chance to explain that it’s all metaphorical, that she wrote a wish on a piece of paper that came true or something.

‘Every spell I do works,’ she says. ‘Look, I’m gonna show you.’

I nod. I hope this isn’t too embarrassing for her. 

She holds her hands up in front of her, and delicately moves her fingers. I don’t know whether I imagine it or not, but it almost looks as though there’s a dull white glow behind her fingers as she waves them through the air.

Then, she clicks her fingers, and I’m sure of it — there’s a spark. A tiny flash, that’s over as soon as it began. Maybe I’m just getting a migraine. But there’s a weird thickness to the air, and I can smell incense and herbs.

‘What’s that smell?’ I ask.

And then, to my horror and amazement, there’s a gentle clicking sound, and I see the fabric straps of her bra floating slipping over her shoulders. A second later, it slips down her body and off, onto her lap in front of her.

The whole thing happened without her touching it. It’s amazing, a really good trick, but I’m struggling to say anything, because I’m staring at her incredible rack, trying not to look too much like a pervert.

‘That’s a neat trick,’ I say, trying my best to look at her face.

‘It’s no trick,’ she says, breathing deep. ‘I just used the sacred magic of the air to unclip my bra.’

‘Pretty impressive,’ I say.

She sighs, and as she does so, her breasts heave up and down. ‘I can see that I’m gonna have to prove it to you some other way. In fact, I might as well just give you your punishment.’

‘And what’s that?’ I say, feeling suddenly worried. Is there a chance that it wasn’t a trick? Did she really just manipulate her bra without touching it?’

‘I’m gonna swap bodies with you. Piece by piece. And then, when you’re all good and ready, I’m gonna fuck you with your own cock. And you’re gonna like it. In fact, you’re gonna love it.’

∞ ∞ ∞

It’s so insane that it takes me a moment or two to process what she’s said. She’s going to swap bodies with me? What on earth was she talking about?

‘You’re gonna what?’ I say, trying not to sound as though I’m too disbelieving of her.

‘You heard me big boy.’ She glances down at me groin, eying the growing bulge down there. ‘Or are you too busy looking at my tits to take in anything I’ve been saying.’

‘No,’ I say, ‘I heard what you said, it’s just, you know, you’ve got to admit it’s a lot to take in.’

‘You’re going to have a lot more to take in once we’ve swapped bodies.’

I dunno why, but something about the way she says this makes a chill run down my spine. It’s sexy, but threatening too. 

‘So how are you going to swap body parts with me?’ I say.

‘Oh, it’s easy. It’s as simple as this really.’

She leans down, pushing her breasts against her legs, and then, she strokes her feet. As she does so, this strange pink glow starts to come out of her fingertips. This time, there’s no way that I’m imagining it. It’s for real. I’m watching and feeling weird about that light. But then, something really fucking weird starts. 

I feel something in my own feet. It’s a prickly heat - not unpleasant, not at all. In fact, the longer it goes on, the more pleasurable it feels.

‘Why don’t you take your socks off. Have a look at your feet.’

There’s no way that this could actually be happening.

‘Sure,’ I say. ‘I’ll take them off. Got nothing to be worried about. I’m sure my feet aren’t…’

I start to slip by socks off one by one. There. It’s my feet, same as always. No different.

Except. Um. ‘They’re all smooth,’ I say. With wonder, I start to stroke my own feet. They definitely are different. It’s subtle, but as I keep watching, I can see the shape of my feet start to shift. ‘Holy fucking shit,’ I say.

‘Look at mine,’ she says. 

It’s the darnedest thing. As I watch, I see her feet change. They seem more rugged, second by second. Her veins become more prominent. I flick my gaze back to my own feet. All the small hairs I had on the top of my feet are gone now. It’s nuts. 

‘Fucking hell,’ I say.

‘Time for more,’ she says.

‘Hey,’ I say, ‘I’m not sure. Maybe you should turn me back. I don’t know what’s going on here. Am I on some kind of drug? Did you slip me something?’

‘No no,’ she replies, ‘this is all very real. And I don’t think we should stop now. I mean, who wants to have feminine feet on a male body? Sounds a bit freaky, doesn’t it?’

‘That’s not the freaky part,’ I say. 

But before I can say anything else, she’s waving her hands over her long, slender legs. She starts down by the ankles, and that pink light is back again. The way she’s moving her hands and fingers is so methodical, so precise. At first, I thought that it was just random movement, nonsensical really. But the more I watch, the more I study those fingers, the more it becomes clear that her movements are specific and deliberate. There’s a pattern to it.

My legs start to feel warm. It’s a kind of buzzing heat that’s making me fizz. Whereas my feet had felt kind of pleasant, this is most definitely pleasure now, like someone’s stroking and caressing me, rubbing little circles into my skin. It’s kind of difficult not to make a noise.

Now, a few seconds after the prickling pleasure begins, I feel something else. It’s like the muscles under my skin are starting to move about.

‘Feels good, doesn’t it,’ she says. I look at her face and realize that she’s smiling now, a broad, generous smile from ear to ear. Her eyes are closed and she’s sighing a little. I look at her legs and see them start to become more muscular, more powerful. They’re starting to look just like my legs.

‘Fucking hell,’ I say, little out a tiny whimper. ‘This is insane. This can’t be happening.’

‘Oh,’ she says, slowly, ‘it’s happening alright.’ 

Then, before I have time to recover, before I have time to even take in the fact that my legs are smooth and slender beneath my pants, she’s moved her hands up over her body, and those pink-tinged fingertips are floating just inches above her breasts.

‘Whoa whoa whoa,’ I say, suddenly panicky, ‘stop a minute. I don’t think you should do that?’

‘Why not,’ she says. ‘Then she begins to actually touch her breasts. For a moment, I feel lusty and pervy, watching her toy with her caramel nipples, watching her skin pucker and tremble under her sensitive touch.

Then, I feel something else. It’s as though every time she touches her breasts, she’s touching me. As though I can feel the tender tracing of her fingers over my body. And it feels incredible.

‘Holy fuck Yolande,’ I say. ‘That feels —’

‘I know, it’s intense, isn’t it. It’s intimate. I’m so glad to be doing this with you. I’ve wanted to do it for so long. But no one’s ever let me. No one was ever man enough to become a woman for me.’

I’m trembling now, because the pleasure is growing. And it’s not the only thing. My chest is starting to bloom. I reach down, touch the flesh of my torso, let my hands rest on my breasts as they start to inflate and grow larger.

‘I think you’re going to like having breasts,’ she says. ‘They’re a great way to get people’s attention.’

‘This is insane,’ I say, panting. My shirt is getting tight now, and as my body shifts and changes beneath my clothes, I realize that I’m going to have to do something about it, because as my nipples strain and rub against the fabric, it almost starts to hurt.

‘My nipples are so fucking sensitive,’ I say. ‘I’m gonna need to take my top off. I’m so sorry to do this.’

‘Don’t apologize,’ she says. I look back at her and see that her chest has changed — it’s smaller, now flat, and is covered in thick, wiry hair. The kind of hair that I used to have. The weird thing is, I don’t feel as though I’m turned off by seeing a more masculine chest. 

It’s all flesh, and I find it weirdly sexy. Like I can just imagine running my hands over those hard pecs, feeling that wiry hair. I think I’d like it.

I grab the buttons of my shirt and open them up, as quick as I can, then I pull the fabric up over my shoulders.

I’ve got tits. Women’s fucking tits. This is crazy. I look down at the perfecy breasts on my chest, and I can’t help but touch. But it doesn’t feel the same as it used to. 

‘Is it meant to feel so sensitive?’ I ask. My voice is weak, and I feel almost like I’m trembling as I speak. 

‘Oh yeah,’ she says, ‘there’s certain things about a female physiognomy that you should know about. You might find that your senses are a little… heightened. Your nipples and breasts have many more nerve endings than they would have done when you were a man.’

‘It feels like it,’ I say. Each stroke of my nipple is making my dick harder and harder in my pants now. It’s incredibly intense, like a wave of tension. ‘I’m so fucking turned on,’ I say.

‘Me too,’ she replies. She stands, and I notice for the first time that she’s wearing a thong. I see the side of her ass. It’s perfect, like, fucking perfect, like a soft, beautiful peach. ‘My pussy is seeping right now, you know.’

To my surprise, she hooks her fingers over the red material of her thong and pulls it down. Jesus, her pussy looks beautiful. There’s a little strip of blond hair just above it. I can barely believe what’s going on here, but I can’t help but just go with it. It’s like someone’s erased all of my inhibitions, all my anxiety. And all I can feel is lust and acceptance.

She parts the lips of her pussy, and I see that there’s moisture there, in fact a tendril of pussy spit is trailing down, almost to the ground. I guess she really is pretty damn aroused.

‘Do you want to touch?’

I nod, wordless. She moves closer to me, and takes hold of my hand. Then, she pushes one of my fingers deep into her hot entrance. It’s so wet and warm.

‘It’s going to be yours, soon,’ she says, ‘your perfect little pussy. And I’m gonna claim your dick. I can’t wait.’ Then, she moves back. ‘So what’s next? It’s pussy last, or course. Got to save the best for last.’

‘Arms, I guess,’ I say. ‘I’d like to be able to touch you with your own fingers.’

‘You filthy fucking perv,’ she says. Then she waves her hands over her own arms, starting at the shoulder, and the transformation begins. It’s quicker this time, almost as if my body is getting used to it.

I’m still touching my breasts, and as the change starts to sweep over my hands, everything is different again. It’s like there are more nerve endings in my fingertips now, as though I’m feeling my body in high-definition. It’s crazy, and I feel as though I’m feeling for the first time in my life.

‘Shit, men get a raw deal, don’t we,’ I say.

‘There’s pluses and minuses,’ she replies in her beautiful voice. ‘For example, I’m a little stronger now.’ She holds up her hands, the hands that used to be mine. When I look at my arms, I feel suddenly grateful for the amount of press-ups I used to do. I’d take a break every hour and work out, trying to give my mind a little break and my body a wake-up call. It meant that my body was pretty well toned and powerful.

‘I never knew you were such a strong boy!’ Her voice is full of admiration. ‘I can’t wait to hold you down while I fuck you later on. It’s going to be so hot to feel you writhe and buck underneath me.’

Hearing her say those words makes me so horny I can barely contain myself. I’m about to ask her whether we can fuck, right here and now, when I see her move my hands up to her face.

She starts to move them over and around her head, and almost instantly, I feel the warm buzzing envelope my head. I feel my hair follicles expand, and my hair sprouting long and blond. The skin of my face feels tight and smooth — I touch myself as I change, feeling the incredible sensation of the warp as it happens in real time.

I run my hands through my hair, marveling as it grows. And when I look at Yolande, I can’t believe it. She’s me. My whole body. My face, my everything. The only thing that’s hers is that pink pussy that peeps out at my from between my old legs.

‘Oh this is is even hotter than I thought it would be,’ she says. But it’s not her voice anymore. It’s mine.

I feel my eyes widen and I say, ‘holy fucking shit,’ and hearing those words in her voice makes my eyes widen even more.

‘You know what,’ she says, ‘my body looks really fucking hot with a cock. I never thought it would look that good. And it definitely helps that you’ve got a really nice fucking cock.’

She moves her strong hands over my arm, squeezing gently.

‘You wanna shove that cock in me before I take it?’ I don’t get it, but I’m really aroused by the fact a man is touching me like this. Being so dominant and demanding.

I nod, powerless to talk now, swirled up in a river of lust and desire. When I nod, she smiles, and she moves over to me. She takes hold of my cock, and gently moves it towards the lips of her pouting pussy. And then, with a confident, careful movement, she engulfs my flesh with hers.

‘Time to claim what’s mine,’ she says. And she starts to move her fingers confidently around our groins.

∞ ∞ ∞

I thought I knew what intense meant until Yolande started changing my genitals. I pull out of her, and as I do, I realize that I’ve got to start thinking of her as a him now. Because their’s nothing feminine at all about the figure who’s standing in front of me right now.

A thick, long dick hangs between his legs. There’s no clue at all that he used to be a woman. I look down to my own groin, and I see to me delight, that I’ve got a beautiful pussy down there now. It used to be Yolande’s — heck, my whole body used to be hers. But now, it belongs to me.

‘Touch your pussy,’ she says. ‘Honestly, you won’t believe how good it feels.’

‘It feels naughty though,’ I reply. ‘Like, it belongs to you, doesn’t it?’

‘For now, it’s yours,’ she says. It’s weird, although she’s talking with my face and my voice, she’s using facial expressions that I’ve never seen on me before. It’s still her, somewhere, inside my body.

So I do as she asks. I slip my fingers up my thighs, marveling at how smooth and soft and hairless the skin is. When I reach my pussy I pause for a moment. The sensation is pretty fucking powerful. It’s like my whole body is connected to my pussy, as though the closer I get, the more I’m aching and groaning to be filled up.

‘Ughhh,’ I moan. She’s watching me so intently, studying my every move. She licks her lips as I move my fingers right up to the quivering lips of my pussy. I can feel the wetness pumping out of my now. And I can see that his dick is growing thick and heavy now as he watches me start to play with myself.

My pussy lips pulse as I touch them. The skin is so soft and sweet. I run the tips of two of my fingers slowly up and down the rim of my entrance. As I touch it, I can’t believe just how different it feels to how it used to feel to touch my dick. 

It’s just an entirely different experience. With a cock, all you care about is burying that thing in hot wetness. The thought of pushing between tight lips is the thing that gets you hard.

This pussy though, it’s so much more complex. I can imagine these tiny touches I’m doing now, these delicate strokes, are almost as intense as ramming into a pussy with a cock. And as I push my fingers into myself, start to stretch my open a little, start to feel the elastic, fleshy wonder of my pussy, the sensation become something else, and I bite my lip in sheer ecstasy.

‘You know I never used to touch myself like that,’ he says. ‘Even though you’re in my body, I can tell it’s still you. It’s like the masculine energy of your soul is somehow in control of the feminine impulses of my body.’

He’s got his big hand wrapped around his thick cock now, and starts to pump gently.

‘Oh this feels good,’ he says, closing his eyes. ‘Why don’t you push a couple more fingers into your pussy. I used to love it with three. It’s nowhere near as good as having a cock in me, of course. But it’ll still blow your mind.’

I do as he says, and plunge a further two fingers into myself. As my entrance widens, I can’t believe how good it feels. Like I’m complete, like something is filling me up nicely.

‘Now touch your clit,’ he says. ‘Come on, I want you to feel how good it is.’

It takes me a second to find my clit. It’s hiding under a little fleshy hood. My pussy’s so wet and slick, that my fingers just glide over the nub of my pleasure.

It’s like someone’s strapped me to a rocket and I’m blasting off into space. As soon as I touch my clit, as soon as I start to slip my fingers over it, it’s like I’m seeing stars. Like there are colors washing over my vision, making me freak out.

‘Fuck! Is it meant to feel like that?’

‘What does it feel like?’ He asks, panting with pleasure.

‘It feels like one long orgasm. Like I can’t take the fucking pleasure. Like I’m gonna explode.’

‘Yeah,’ he says. ‘That’s exactly how it’s meant to feel.’

‘Fucckkkk,’ I sigh. I’ve started to move my fingers in the way my body wants me to — tiny, gentle figures of eight, and repetitive circles. My body starts to throb to the rhythm of my desire, and with each flick of my finger, I feel all my muscles start to jerk and twitch. ‘Holy shit,’ I say, ‘something’s fucking happening.’

I stroke more and more, clenching my buttocks, feeling my arms tense too, then, there’s this wave of pleasure — it starts from my clit, and the sensation makes my hot lips tremble and pulse. The wave moves quick, radiating super fast, beating around my body, my stomach, my chest, quivering, my arms, all shaking with pleasure, and then, finally, I feel this intense pressure in my body, and then, a sweet, peaceful release, like a sigh that never ends.

‘Holy shit,’ I say. My pulse slowly returns to normal.

‘I guess you just had your first female orgasm,’ he says, a wide grin on his face. ‘Pretty fucking gnarly, huh?’

‘Gnarly,’ I sigh, my body still trembling slightly in the afterglow of my pleasure. ‘Gnarly is the right fucking word for it. Jesus.’

‘You know,’ she says, ‘I was gonna just fuck you straight away, but I think it would be way more fun to go for a walk, don’t you? Wouldn’t you like to see how people treat girls? I think you’d be pretty fucking surprised.’

Go for a walk? It didn’t exactly sound like the most fun. Especially when there’s a nice, thick hard cock in front of me. Bobbing in my face.

‘You sure you want to do that? I could just suck your cock instead. Feels pretty fucking good…’

He laughs. It’s so weird to see my own face smile and laugh like that — so free of anxiety, so carefree and happy. ‘That does sound good, and don’t worry, I’m gonna have my cock in that pretty little mouth before the day is out, but let’s go out first. Hmmm. Maybe we can do some yoga? I’ve got this new studio I’ve been going to. The instructor’s a bit of a lecherous fucker, but you might like that. Can feel pretty good to have a guy’s hands on your body.’

As he’s talking, I feel another beat of lust. As grimy and seedy as it sounds to have some smarmy yoga instructor perving over me, it’s also weirdly exciting.

‘I bet he’d fuck you, too. He’s been eying me up for months.’

‘You think?’ I ask, my heart beating fast again.

He nods, biting his sexy lip. ‘Come on, let’s get you dressed and hit the yoga studio.’

‘One problem,’ I say, ‘I’ve never done yoga before. I don’t know it.’

‘No,’ he replies. ‘But your body does.’

∞ ∞ ∞
I was not ready for how much attention I get on the way over to the yoga studio. Every single man I see at least looks me up and down. Now, admittedly, I’m wearing a skin-tight yoga outfit and my body is ridiculously sexy. But I still find it outrageous just how brazen guys seem to be. Like, one guy even takes his sunglasses off and whistles, making a big deal of looking me up and down.

I can see why this sort of stuff pisses girls off, although right now, I’m kinda getting a kick out of the novelty-factor.

Yolande is with me, showing me the way to her yoga class. Although, I guess it’s my yoga class now. I’m still kind of turned on as we walk. I feel like the only thing that could really satisfy me right now is a nice, thick cock.

The studio is behind a small white door which is built into a railway arch. The sign says Bikram Yoga.

‘What does Bikram mean,’ I ask just before Yolande is about to open the door.

‘It’s hot yoga,’ he replies. ‘Like you do the yoga in a hot, steamy room. It’s a pretty intense workout. Feels kinda transcendental at times. Like your high on drugs or something.’

‘Well,’ I say, ‘I’m willing to try anything that’ll get my pulse racing right now. Feels like I just want to experience everything.’

‘Good,’ he says, ‘because I’ve got a feeling that you’re going to enjoy this.’

The door swings open, and I’m met with an intense aroma. Spice, musk and incense. There’s music, too — soft and gentle, the rhythmic strumming of a stringed instrument I don’t know the name of. Everything seems heightened thought — like my senses have been tuned in to life, like I can hear new sounds, see new colors. I already feel like I’m in the middle of some drug trip.

We walk through a couple more doors, and then we’re in the studio. It’s steamy in here, and most definitely hot. I fight the urge to strip all my clothes straight off.

There are other people in here, maybe eight or nine girls and a couple guys. And at the top of the room is a guy, who I presume is the instructor. He’s limbering up, stretching his torso, moving his arms over his head.

As soon as I look at him, I can just sense his sexual power. This guy is a beast. His body is limber and lithe, and there’s a suppleness to his movements that is incredibly sexy. He’s strong, too — I can pick out all his muscles, and it’s wonderful to watch them all move as he starts to bend over.

Somewhere, in the back of my mind, there’s this tiny voice saying something about making sure I do enough revision, but the voice is quiet and I find it really easy to ignore.

‘OK everyone,’ the instructor says. ‘It’s time to get started. Ladies and gentlemen, let’s begin.’

As soon as he starts to call out the names of the various positions, my body reacts. It’s incredible to feel confident during the workout. I look over to my left, and I see Yolande moving my body in time. There’s sweat on his brow, and he looks really fucking sexy, too. 

In fact, everywhere I look, I feel myself tightening with lust. I hope the moisture from my pussy doesn’t soak through my panties too much.

As the workout intensifies, the instructor starts to walk around the room. We’re doing downward dog — a position in which my hands and feet are on the ground, and my ass is sticking up in the air. As the instructor moves closer to me, I do something on purpose. I weaken my pose, hoping that he notices. I’ve seen his hands wandering over the bodies of some of the other women in here. I want it to be my turn.

I see Yolande notice what I’m doing. There’s a wicked grin on his face.

‘Yolande,’ says the instructor to me in a low voice. ‘That’s not your usual form.’ 

I almost gasp as I feel his warm palm against my leg. It’s between the back of my knee and my ass. It slides up gently and I feel my arousal grow. My body is starting to ache now, and it’s not just the warmth.

He applies force to my leg, straightening me up, getting my posture just right. Even this gentle touch is intensely pleasurable.

His hand come off and he says, ‘Ladies and gentlemen, time to transition into plank now please.’

Before he moves away, I whisper to him, ‘Could I get some pointers after class? Martin and I could do with some private tuition.’

I see the instructor smile. That’s definitely lust I see in his eyes.

‘It’d be my pleasure,’ he replies.

I’ve got a feeling it’s going to be mine, too.

∞ ∞ ∞

I’m surprised by how much I enjoy the yoga session. It must be something to do with this new woman’s body I’ve got. Everything feels so pleasant. Every single stretch and pull of my muscles, it’s like my body’s breathing with pleasure as I move.

And moving in time with my breath is a real pleasure. Like everything in my body is working together for a single purpose. And it feels good.

‘So did you enjoy your first yoga session?’ Yolande is looking at me. ‘You sure looked as though you enjoyed it. Worked up a little bit of a sweat, huh?’ He’s dripping with sweat, too. Looks really good. All his muscles, picked out by it, in the warm glow of the room.

‘I loved it,’ I say. My voice surprises me again. I’d forgotten that I’ve got a woman’s voice just now. ‘It felt super relaxing, but hard work at the same time. It’s like I was tuned into something deep and primal. Like I was moving with the breath of the universe.’

‘Wow,’ he replies. ‘Really poetic. Doesn’t sound like your normal self.’

‘Well,’ I say, a smile on my face, ‘I think I might have changed a little.’

He smiles back at me. ‘Hey, well done for asking for extra tuition. I’m looking forward to out little lesson.’

‘I wouldn’t ever normally do something like this, especially since it seems like me and you might be heading towards some kind of relationship. But I’m so damn horny. And I want you involved too.’

He strokes my cheek. ‘This chat is getting me so fucking turned on, Martin. It feels weird to call you that. I guess when we see Shilo I should call you that.’

‘Shilo?’ I ask.

‘That’s the instructor’s name. I know, it’s a weird one. He’s a very spiritual guy, if you know what I mean. Might be fun to play around with, though. Plus, I’ve seen the outline of his cock quite a few times, and he’s packing a serious beast.’

I lick my lips. I can’t help it.

‘Plus, I’ve never had a threesome. I feel like it could be pretty fun.’

The rest of the class slowly filters out of the room until it’s just the two of us, and the instructor. He’s been packing up his bag, but when he sees the final couple students file out, he shoots a look over at me and heads over.

‘So you two want some help with your downward dogs?’ he says. Now that he’s up close, and I can see him clearly, I’m kinda intimidated by how handsome he is. He’s got long brown hair and eyes that are traced with laughter lines. He’s got beautiful hazel eyes, and there’s stubble on his hard cut jawline.

‘Yes please,’ I say. 

‘That would be great,’ echoes Yolande.

Shilo holds out his hand to Yolande. ‘Sorry, I didn’t catch your name?’

‘It’s Martin,’ Yolande says. It’s kinda freaky, watching the two of them talk to each other. There’s an electric tension in the air. 

‘You two are an item?’ Shilo asks. He’s obviously trying to work out what’s going on here.

I’m about to say something, when Yolande nods. ‘We’re an item, but we’ve got an open relationship. It’s kind of non-traditional.’

‘That’s so cool,’ he says, nodding. ‘Hey, just so you know,’ he says, ‘my style in one on one instruction can be a little intense. I tend to get a little intimate.’ I know exactly what he’s saying.

‘Intimate is good,’ I purr. 

‘OK. So why don’t you get into a downward dog. I’ll give you some tips. And you,’ he points at Yolande, ‘you wait a moment and I’ll tell you what to do.’

I get down on my hands and knees, and start to stretch my ass up and out, forming a textbook downward dog.

‘Really good,’ growls Shilo. ‘Your form is almost perfect you know. The lines your body makes? They’re extremely pleasing to me.’

‘I’m glad,’ I say, in time with my breath.’

‘Now, Martin, I want you to stand right up behind Yolande.’ He pauses a second. ‘And I want you to support her groin with your own.’

Fuck. Hearing him say that makes me seep with lust. 

It only takes a second, and then I feel Yolande standing behind me. He pushes his groin into my pussy, and I feel his quick-hardening cock, straining against me.

‘That’s it,’ says Shilo. He’s breathing is getting heavy. ‘Stand still there for a moment, you two. Just feel each other.’

We’re both still, as he asks, except for Yolande’s cock, which I can feel lengthening and throbbing against my pussy. The lust is almost painful now, the bulge of Yolande’s cock gently pulsing against me is driving me wild.

‘Now, I want you two to sync your breathing. Listen to each other’s bodies.’ 

I tune in to the way Yolande is moving, almost imperceptibly. I can feel his body moving gently with his breath. I wait a moment, then, at the same time as him, I breathe in.

It’s a wonderful feeling — we breath together, and with each breath, I feel more and more in tune with him, more as though we’re one creature, moving together, drawing breath, connecting to the world.

‘Now,’ Shilo says, ‘start to move together, in whatever way seems right.’

Almost before he’s stopped talking, in time with our breathing, I start to grind my pussy up and down the length of his dick. I can feel the heft of it through my skin tight yoga pants and tiny panties, and the pleasure is instant and intense.

As I start to move, Yolande starts to respond, gently pushing up and down in opposition to my grinding, making each stroke longer and more lingering. I let out a long, slow moan, and at the same moment, Yolande does the same. The two of us are in sync.

‘Good work,’ Shilo says in a low, deep voice. I glance over at him, and I can see him starting to rub his own groin. ‘Now I’m going to get you two even more in sync.

He walks over so that he’s standing right next to us. His cock is near me too, trapped in his clothes.

He lays a hand right on my perfect ass, and strokes me. His other hand, he pushes onto Yolande’s hard abs. He grips both of our waistbands, and in time with our breathing, he tugs down our clothes, so that both of us are naked from the waist down. 

My arousal intensifies, because I can feel the hard smoothness of Yolande’s dick, slipping over my fleshy lips.

‘Do you feel that?’ Shilo asks. ‘Do you feel the connection?’ He takes hold of Yolande’s cock now, and I feel him gently move the meaty rod over my pussy. Then, he squeezes the throbbing tip of the cock between the tiny lips of my pussy.

‘Fuuucckkkk,’ I moan, low and slow.

‘Good,’ Shilo says. ‘Not too far in, Martin, you’ve got to feel every inch of your girlfriend’s pussy, to learn how best to please her.’

Now shilo’s guided Yolande’s cock into me, I feel his fingers start to play with my pussy lips as Yolande starts to slip further into me, pushing my lips apart.

The pleasure is insane. Getting fucked like this is nothing like having sex as a guy. It’s like I’m opening myself up to someone else. I can feel Yolande’s pleasure increase as he plunges deeper in me. I can feel every fucking inch of that cock, that monstrous thing that’s filling me up entirely, giving me that satisfaction I’ve been craving.

My breathing is starting to get deeper and more ragged, but I realize that Yolande is breathing in time with me too.

‘I think she can handle another cock, Shilo.’ Yolande’s voice is desperate with pleasure. ‘Why don’t you see if she’ll suck your cock?’

‘Please,’ I whine. ‘Let me suck it…’

I can’t help it, I’m so overcome by the pleasure I’m experiencing, I want more. I want everything.

Shilo moves round so that he’s in front of me. ‘You’re going to have to change your position,’ he says. 

I move down so that I’m supporting my weight better, so that I can hold up my head. 

He quickly unbuckles his pants. Yolande is still pounding into me from behind, making me shake with each powerful thrust. It feels as though he’s reaching some new spot inside me, a spot that’s stupidly sensitive — as though the tip of his cock is nudging something in me that’s sending me berserk with lust.

In seconds, Shilo’s thick dick is pressing its way between my lips. The taste is exquisite — a musky, clean, earth flavor. The taste of a man. I can’t believe how much I’m enjoying being a woman, how much I’m loving using Yolande’s tight body.

As Shilo plunders my mouth, he reaches down under me and starts to fondle my tights. He’s pounding into me now, and I feel like I’m being used up by the two strong men at each end of me.

I want to scream out in ecstasy, but Shilo’s dick is filling me so fully I can’t make a sound. He’s pushing his big tip all the way down my throat. All three of us are moving in harmony now, with each pump from each man making my body shake in time with the other. 

Yolande slips her fingers over my clit and I feel my legs almost buckle and collapse under me as she finds the center of my pleasure. Something is starting to build in me, and as I feel both of the cocks abusing me, I start to moan with my mouth full, spit dripping from both set of my lips. The pleasure is so intense, the feeling is so overwhelming that an orgasm starts.

It’s so bright and so clean and so perfect, it’s like I’m finally experiencing a real orgasm. It’s like nothing I’ve ever experienced before — a full body experience that flows through me so quickly and rhythmically that I don’t know if I can take it. And as my pussy contracts and my mouth sucks even harder, I feel both cocks explode in me — thickening and lengthening, spraying cum into me, pulsing the thick white liquid into my pussy and my throat as the two men make me theirs, make me into the slut I never knew I was.

∞ ∞ ∞
Life in a relationship with Yolande is never dull. Her powers make every day a new experience, and I’m so into it, that she’s decided to teach me how to wield the power of nature myself. I’m turning into a transsexual witch, fucking whoever and whatever I please.

My exams went well, of course. With a little magical augmentation, I got almost full marks. I don’t know if I’m gonna end up working in computer science though. I mean, coding’s fun, but you know what’s more fun?

Basically anything else.

And first on the list is body-morph, pussy pounding, cock-sucking sex. No rules. No boundaries. No stopping. Ever.

∞ ∞ ∞
Hungry for more?

WANT A FREE STORY????

∞ ∞ ∞

Why not subscribe to my mailing list? I’ll send you a free story that’s only available through this sign-up. Not only that — I’ll keep you up to date with all my latest gender swap erotica stories and news! Sign up here: http://eepurl.com/dmEOvz.

∞ ∞ ∞

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

∞ ∞ ∞

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

 


Gal

 

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


BOOK EIGHT



ICE CREAM GENDER SWAP
The heat. Oh my God the heat. We’re in the middle of the most brutal heat wave to heat New York in the last thirty years. The thermometers are reaching almost 110.

I’m a construction worker, and let me tell you, I’m not having a good day. I’m up high, working on a new skyscraper on the outskirts of Manhattan.

It’s almost midday, and I’m sweating buckets. I’m not wearing a top, just my yellow day-glo vest. There’s a toolbelt looped around my waist, and tools dangle down onto my jeans. I wish I could just strip everything off — my pants, my tools, my hard-hat, my steel-capped boots.

I wish I could just lie here, in the sun, sipping on a cold drink, maybe with an ice-cream nearby. Sadly though, I’ve still got a full fucking week to work. Because it’s Monday morning, and the day’s going slow.

I grab my nailgun and start to pound nails into board. The sound rings out. I’m meant to be wearing my earphones, but it’s so damn hot, I can’t bring myself to add anything that raise my body temperature by even a tenth of a degree.

There’s one good thing about doing this job — the view is fucking incredible. I can see out across a sea of sparkling buildings, with slivers of clear blue sky peeping through between the glass and metal.

I pause for a moment, and take a chance to look out across the city. I put my nailgun down and just lie back for a moment. It’s shady here and I’ve been working all day long. Surely I can just take a couple minutes to cool down, before I get back to work. Hell, I’ll probably work better with some rest.

It’s not like it’s always been my dream to work in construction. Turns out though, finding work with an English Literature degree isn’t so easy. Sure, I can quote Shakespeare and Milton, but that doesn’t mean jack when the only language anyone seems to care about when they’re hiring is computer code.

I even tried to get work writing for video games. The only problem is, that you need experience. So in the end, I asked my friend Brad whether there were any jobs with his construction firm.

And now here I am, six months later, a whole lot fitter and stronger, but no closer to landing my dream writing gig.

As I’m lying there, the warm air moving across my skin, the shade protecting me from the brunt of the heat from the sun, I realize that I’m actually really comfortable. More comfortable than in my air-conditioned apartment. More comfortable than I’ve been since the heatwave began.

And so, I close my eyes, and the next thing I know, I’m startled from my sleep by a loud, angry noise from somewhere nearby.

‘Hey, Niko!’ It’s a gruff shout from down below — Shepherd, my boss. He’s what you might call a ball-buster.

‘Yo, Shep,’ I call out. ‘What’s up?’ My voice is so obviously tired and confused sounding. I blink my eyes, and realize quickly that lot more than just ten minutes has passed. The sun has disappeared below the horizon of the skyscrapers, and it’s much darker now than it was. It’s still hot — I haven’t quite slept all the way to the evening.

I hear pounding steps coming from below, and I scrabble to grab my nailgun, in a desperate effort to seem as though I haven’t just been slacking off for the last god-knows how long. Then a gloved hand grabs the ledge, before Shep pulls up his hulking body onto my level.

‘You working?’ he says. His strong Brooklyn accent is so harsh and guttural. But there’s something nice about the way he talks, too. He’s got serious swagger. Totally the opposite to me.

‘Course,’ I say, gesturing towards the board I’m nailing in place. I even push the gun up to the board and hammer in a nail, in a pathetic attempt to seem as though I’m working.

He grunts. ‘Funny, was a little quiet up here.’

Damnit. I’d only been looking at the view for a couple of minutes. Just trying to cool down. Shep has a seriously old-school attitude about work.

‘Yeah, I was just taking a minute to cool down. It’s a warm day.’

He gives me a look. ‘I don’t pay you to cool down.’ His eyes scan the board that I’ve been working on. ‘You know, if I didn’t know better, I’d just think that you’d been napping up here.’ Shep is so damn big, man. He’s got short stubble and big brown eyes. Wrinkles from too much smiling at the sides of his eyes. Even though it’s a boiling hot day, he’s wearing his hard hat, and his thick work gloves. But he’s not sweating. He looks as cool as a fucking cucumber.

‘Wha-what?’ I stammer. Damn I sound so fricking pathetic. ‘Nah, I was working.’

He takes a moment to size me up. Looks me up and down.

‘You know,’ he says, ‘a lot of people have very old-fashioned views about the construction industry. Lot of guys, particularly older guys, they don’t think women have any place working with heavy machinery.’

What the? What’s he talking about? 

I don’t say anything, just let his strange rant continue.

‘Not me though,’ he says, drawing in breath. ‘Because women are hard workers. They’re honest. And in my experience, they’re much less likely to do something fucked-up like fall asleep on the job.’

I mean sure, his construction company employs a higher-than-average number of women, compared to most other companies. But I have no idea what he’s getting at. I raise my hands to protest, but before I can say anything, he stops me.

‘But I know that you weren’t sleeping. I trust you.’ He looks at the work I’ve been doing all day. It’s not very impressive. ‘You know what, you’ve been working so hard, and it’s so hot, I think that you deserve an ice-cream.’

What. The. Fuck?

‘Look,’ I say, trying to work my way out of this weird situation, ‘why don’t I just stay late, do some extra work?’

He shakes his head. ‘No, Niko, don’t worry about that. Just put down your tools, get your shirt on, and join my downstairs. I’m taking you to a really special ice-cream place.’

I have no idea what’s going on. There’s zero chance that he’s not gonna wail on me. But what the fuck is he talking about? He’s gonna feed me an ice-cream?

Before I can ask him any more questions, he slips down, and heads to the elevator. I do as he asks, getting my shirt on and getting rid of my tools. I leave them in a neat pile so that I can get on with work quick tomorrow. I presume I’m finished for the day.

I pass a couple other workers on my way to the elevator. They give me weird looks, and seem to be laughing at me quietly as I walk on by. One of them, a woman with soft lines and big lips, gives me a wink.

‘Hey,’ she says, her white t-shirt drenched with the sweat of a day’s work, ‘I hear Shep’s taking you for ice-cream?’

I nod. How’s the news gotten around so quickly? Why the fuck is it even news?

She rolls her eyes up, as though remembering something wonderful. ‘Ohhh, you’re in for a wild ride. Enjoy every second, big boy.’

‘OK,’ I say, entirely confused. 

Shep is waiting for me at the bottom of the elevator. He’s taken off all his work stuff and is just wearing jeans and a white t-shirt.

‘Good to go?’ he asks.

I nod, nervous.

We walk out the site. ‘So,’ I say, ‘we’re going for ice-cream?’

He nods. ‘It’s a warm day. Everyone needs to keep cool. I thought you might appreciate it.’

‘OK,’ I say. Then I decide to confess. I figure in the long run, it might help me out. ‘You might not want to buy me an ice-cream when you find out that I did actually fall asleep today.’

He looks at me, his eyes narrow. ‘Thank you for telling me that, Niko. You’re a good guy. Even if you are a little lazy.’

I’m quiet for a second. ‘Sorry boss.’

‘Don’t worry,’ he says. ‘Luckily, I got a cure for your laziness.’

‘What do you mean?’ I say.

The heat, even in the early evening, is overwhelming. There’s something about being in a city that makes it even more unbearable. It’s humid and damp, and I feel even more sweat pricking my skin.

‘Sometimes,’ he says, ‘all it takes is a little quality time with your boss to make you buck up your ideas.’ There’s his roguish smile, so confident and broad, showing me two rows of straight white teeth.

We walk in silence through the city for half an hour, until eventually, we’re in an alley I’ve never been down before.

There’s a small hole in the wall, and a couple wooden tables set up outside it. Above the hole is a bright pink neon sign.

Nice Ice is all it says.

‘This is where you’ve brought me?’ Honestly it looks like the most dingy, weird ice cream store I’ve ever seen. It doesn’t really look like an ice cream parlor at all. More like some fucked-up back-street fishmonger.

‘Best ice-cream in the city.’ He says.

‘If that’s true,’ I reply, ‘how come there’s no queue.’ 

He grins. ‘That’s what makes it so great — it’s a really well kept secret. You’re lucky I’m letting you in on it.’

We approach the window together, and that’s when I notice that every single person sitting at the tables is female. But that’s not the weird thing. Every single one of them is stupidly good-looking. Like, off-the-charts, supermodel-level, instant fucking hard-on good-looking.

I find it hard to drag my eyes away from one particular blond. She’s wearing a top that’s so revealing her tits are almost tumbling out of it, and as she lifts her ice-cream to her mouth to take a big lick, I can feel my dick stirring in my pants.

‘Nothing like a fine piece of ass,’ Shep says, whispering so that only I can hear. I nod, but I’m still looking at the blond. She’s fucking incredible — her skin seems to be glowing, and her long, creamy legs are making me feel as horny as I can ever remember.

Eventually, as we approach the window, I look at the window.

‘Hey,’ I say, ‘they’ve only got one flavor.’ It was up there in big letters: CREAM.

‘That’s right,’ he says.

‘I kinda like strawberry,’ I say.

‘I bet you do.’

The woman behind the counter gives Shep a knowing look. ‘Shepherd,’ she says, her cute face opening up into a smile. She’s got bright, copper-colored hair and bright, ruby lips. Her nose and cheeks are covered in beautiful freckles. Fuck man, even the staff here are gorgeous.

‘Good to see you, Candice,’ Shep says.

‘Just the usual for you?’ She asks.

‘Yep,’ he replies, ‘One ice-cream, waffle cone, and one coffee.’

‘You’re not having one?’ I ask, surprised.

‘Nope. This ice-cream doesn’t exactly agree with me. Too rich. Everyone else seems to love it though.’

In just seconds, Candice has scooped up two big balls of sticky, creamy-looking ice-cream. It’s starting to melt round the edges, and the oozy treat looks good enough to eat.

‘Here you go, big boy,’ Candice says. She holds out the cone towards me and gives a sweet smile. I grab the ice cream and thank her.

I know I should wait to sit down with Shep, but when I get the ice-cream in my hand, something comes over me. It just looks so fucking good. I can’t help myself. I lift the cone to my lips, and I lick…

 

The flavor is sensational. It’s not like any other ice-cream I’ve ever tasted before. Cream doesn’t do it justice. There are hints of every other flavor imaginable in there; strawberry, chocolate, mint. As it melts in my mouth, even more layers of delicious sweet taste are revealed, as the thick liquid coats my tongue.

‘Wow, that went in quick,’ Shep says, eying me with amusement. ‘Couldn’t even wait to sit down.’

Candice is laughing. ‘Sometimes,’ she says, ‘when it’s someone’s first time, they just can’t wait, even for a second.’ Then she looks me up and down. ‘You know, you’re going to be just magnificent when you go through the change.’

I want to take the ice-cream out of my mouth to ask what she means and to answer Shep, but honestly, I just can’t. The sensation is just too intense. There’s something silky and satisfying about the feeling of this ice-cream in my mouth. It’s almost sensual. Like the cool, slippery cream is slipping down my throat and reaching all the way down to my groin.

‘You know,’ says Shep to Candice, ‘funny thing is, I haven’t even told Niko here about the change he’s gonna go through.’

What’s this change they keep talking about? What change? Once again, I consider stopping eating the ice-cream, but I realize I don’t want to. I keep licking and sucking the balls, coating my lips with sticky, sweet cream.

Candice looks surprised. ‘You haven’t told him? Wow, that’s a big play, Shep. Don’t you think you should tell him?’ Her Emerald green eyes flash with excitement. The other girl working behind the counter flicks round and looks at me.

‘This beefcake doesn’t know that he’s gonna be switching genders?’ She’s got dark black hair and ice-cold blue eyes — pale skin and dark red lips. I’m so distracted by her beauty that it takes me a second or two before I realize what she’s actually said.

I’m gonna be switching genders?

My eyes must be widening with surprise, because even though I can’t tear my lips away from the ice-cream enough for long enough to form a word, Shep eyes me with concern.

‘Dang it, Belle,’ he says to the second worker, ‘I wasn’t gonna let that little secret drop for a while. I doubt Niko’s even feeling the physical effects yet. It would have been an awesome surprise for him to experience his tits filling out without knowing why.’

My tits filling out?

And as he talks, I realize that something is happening to me. It’s that sensual feeling that I felt in my throat as the ice-cream is slipping down. But now, it’s spreading throughout my body. It’s like a cool, comfortable wave of force is rippling through my form. All the uncomfortable heat is ebbing away as the waves of pleasure tear through me.

It’s getting stronger. A buzzing, pleasurable feeling feeling now. It’s like I’m experiencing the first tremblings of an orgasm, spread out through my body. What the fuck is happening to me?

‘Still going on that ice-cream, even though you know it’s gonna make you a woman?’ asks Shep.

I want to stop, but I can’t. So as I experience another tingle of ecstasy, I nod pathetically.

‘Well, shall we go for a walk, see how it feels as you start to change?’

I don’t know what to do. Is the ice-cream magic? Why can’t I stop eating it?

I nod again, hoping that I’ll at least get some answers about what’s happening to me.

‘Great,’ Shep says. ‘Let’s take your last ever walk as a man.’

We head out of the alleyway, and back onto a better lit street. I’m still eating the ice-cream, and now, the pleasure is so intense that as I’m walking, I keep letting out these long, guttural moans. I don’t want to, but it’s overriding my better judgment.

Something else is happening now. With each step, I’m getting this pang of lust. Like I need something, but I don’t know what it is. Like I’m desperate for some release, but don’t know how I can achieve it.

‘Sorry for the little trick,’ he says. The smells of the city are getting to be super-intense. It’s like someone’s grabbed a dial inside me that corresponds to my senses, and they’ve turned it all the way up to extreme. ‘When I first found out about this ice-cream, I couldn’t believe it. It was only after I’d changed two of the laziest workers in the company into women that I started to believe it.’

We head into Central Park, into the green of the beautiful space. It’s starting to feel as though even colors are more vivid. Like the greens and the blues are burning their way onto my retinas, like it’s changing the way I see the world.

‘At Nice Ice, they told me that it wouldn’t just change the gender. They told me that it would change their personality at a fundamental level. Instead of sadness, the ice-cream would give happiness. Instead of laziness, diligence. Instead of despair, hope.’

So this ice-cream isn’t gonna just change my gender? It’s gonna change my personality?

I look at Shep and I realize that I should be furious with him. I should be fuming and raging, and I should be scared. But I realize that I don’t feel even a shred of fear. I don’t feel an ounce of rage. All I feel is pleasure and happiness.

I’ve started to chomp into the waffle cone. The crunchy, sweet pastry tastes fantastic — sugary, rich and crisp.

‘Oh you’re nearly done,’ he says. ‘We better find a bench. You don’t wanna be standing when you finish that thing, believe me.’

He points at a bench up ahead, underneath a bright green tree. The tree seems to be stooped over the bench, protecting it from the sky. Pigeons tweet in the branches, and people walk past, happily talking to each other.

We walk towards the bench, but I’m getting close to finishing the ice-cream and I can’t slow down. I hungrily devour what’s left of it, meters away from the bench.

As I finish the final bite of the cone, I feel a surge of pleasure race through me. It’s stronger than the others, and it feels almost overwhelming. In fact, it’s building right now. My legs are starting to tremble and I stop walking. Suddenly, weakness saps at my body, and I feel the ground fall away from under me. Shep’s been watching me, and he swoops in as I’m about to smack down into the path.

‘You OK?’ he asks?

My breathing is heavy and I’m surprised by how strong and commanding his arms are around me. 

‘I th-think so,’ I say, my voice cracking delicately. Is it just me, or does my voice sound different? Like, more high-pitched. They’re the first words I’ve uttered since eating the ice-cream. Could it really be true that I’m really starting to change into a woman? There’s no way that a fucking ice-cream can actually do that, right?

‘Good,’ he says. 

With his support, I make it over to the bench.

‘What’s happening to me?’ I say.

‘Well,’ Shep replies, ‘way I understand it, your body is starting to change. Internally to begin with. You’re starting to morph into the female version of yourself. It starts quick, but slows down. Normally takes a couple days for the entire process to complete.’

‘I’m going to be a woman in just a couple of days? I don’t fucking want to be a woman!’ I say, suddenly exasperated. Honestly, I don’t really know how I feel about what’s happening to me. But I know that I’m supposed to be furious about the situation. It’s not right to take someone’s gender without asking their permission, even if the early effects of the change were intensely pleasurable.

‘You telling me that you’ve never wondered once, what it might be like to be a woman?’

I think for a moment. Of course I’ve thought about it. And I know that gender is a kind of sliding scale. But I’ve never considered myself even close to being something like trans before. 

‘I’ve thought about it, of course I have. Everyone wonders what it might be like to be the other gender. But I’m a man. I don’t want to be a woman.’ But my voice is wavering. Not only is the pitch raising, but there’s no force behind my words, no real anger. Because right now, all I’m feeling is weird, trembly excitement.

‘Well look,’ he says, ‘the good news is that if you don’t like the transformation, it’s fully reversible. All it takes is a different ice-cream, and you can go back to being a man.’ He grins. ‘But no-one has decided to change back yet.’

‘I will,’ I say, suddenly defiant. ‘In fact, let’s go get the ice-cream right now. I don’t want to change.’

‘Hmm,’ he says, ‘unfortunately, it won’t work just yet. Gotta wait for the first magic to leave your system. Then you can change back.’

So I’m gonna have to go through this fucking change. I can’t believe it.

‘Whoa,’ I say, suddenly. There’s a burn now, starting from my insides, spreading out. ‘What’s going on?’

‘The initial change has begun,’ he says.

Something’s been playing on my mind. ‘Shep,’ I say, ‘if the change is so wonderful, why haven’t you been through it?’

He grins wide as possible. ‘I’m considering it. But right now, I’m appreciating the attention from my girls a little too much.’

‘Attention?’

‘Once they go through the change, they’re very appreciative. Very physically appreciative, if you know what I mean.’

‘You fuck them?’ My voice is higher still, and I’m feeling something starting to change in my body. My chest is swelling. I’m sure of it. And under my butt, it’s almost as though my muscles are shifting and twisting. And every single movement, every single change, feels incredible.

Shep grins. ‘Hey, I don’t talk about my love life.’ He says. ‘Gentlemen don’t kiss and tell.’ 

‘Well, you won’t have to worry about that with me,’ I say, breathing heavier and squirming on the bench. ‘There’s no way in a million fucking years that you’re gonna fuck me. No fucking way.’

‘Sure,’ he says. ‘But you should know, the new body you’re gonna get is going to be top of the line. Like, incredible. And it’s not just gonna be your body that changes. You’ll find that your libido increases like crazy. And my advice is, find some way to satisfy your urges. I hear that they level out after a while, but soon after the transformation, it’s difficult to control yourself. You don’t want to end up giving away your cherry to some random wino in a bar.’

My cherry? ‘I’m not a fucking virgin, Shep.’

He laughs. ‘Yeah, but you will be soon.’

Another wave and I’m leaning back into the bench, pushing my body into the wood. I writhe softly around, submitting to the sensation.

‘I better help you back to your apartment,’ says Shep. ‘Because pretty soon, you’re gonna be feeling some intense shit.’

‘I already am,’ I say.

He shakes his head. ‘Niko my friend, what you’re feeling right now is fucking nothing. I’ve seen this transformation quite a few times now, and believe me, things could get pretty messy.’

Suddenly, I feel heat. On my brow. On my shoulders, on my back.

‘Fuck,’ I say, ‘It’s hot. Everything’s hot.’

‘Come on,’ he says, suddenly more nervous sounding. ‘Let’s get you back before you start acting weird.’

‘That’s fine,’ I say, ‘but can I take my top off first. Please?’

‘Too late,’ he says.

I don’t know what comes over me on the way back to my apartment. We have to ride the subway back to my neighborhood, and the whole way, I’m pleading for Shep to strip me off, desperate to feel cooler. 

It’s not just the heat either, I have this fucked up desire for everyone to see my body as I go through the change. I want them to ogle my tits, to watch as my cock shrinks and my pussy blooms.

But he doesn’t let me. He gets me home, and even though it’s early, he gets me into bed.

‘You’ll be feeling better in the morning,’ he says. ‘Different, but definitely better.’

As I slip into sleep, my body is still burning, and I can feel myself being re-written with every single breath.

∞ ∞ ∞

Ah, sunshine. Falling on my bare body from the large windows of my high-rise apartment. 

I don’t know what the time is. I don’t know what day it is. I don’t know what I’m meant to be doing today. 

All I know is that the warmth of the sun on my body is like a tonic. I must have slept a long time, because I’ve got that dazed, dreamy feeling in my body. The feeling that comes when you’ve been rejuvenated by sleep, but haven’t quite woken up yet.

I yawn, and stretch out on the bed, and I open my eyes. 

Tits.

I’ve got fucking tits. Perfect fucking tits. Big, full, round breasts. They’re laying on my chest, looking up at me.

‘Hello, girls,’ I say, for some reason. My voice is so high-pitched and sweet. I sound like a fucking porn-star.

The weird thing isn’t that I’ve got breasts. It’s that I’m not even slightly freaking out by it. It feels like the most natural thing in the world. 

I lift a hand, place it against my right breast. As I do, I notice that my fingers are different. My fingernails are more shapely, pretty little things. They glisten and shimmer. 

I hold out my whole hand, stretching my fingers. All the little hairs on the back of my hand have disappeared. My skin is as smooth and soft as can be.

I push my fingers against the side of my breast. 

Fuck! It feels so good. Warm and yielding. I give my tit a little shove and watch with glee as the flesh jiggles and shakes against my body. 

I move my other hand to the other breast. I’m giggling now, laughing at how good everything feels. It’s crazy.

I trace my fingers over the domed flesh of my body, letting my fingers linger close to my nipples. It’s like being stroked by silk. I tremble and shake underneath my touch.

Why wasn’t my body this sensitive when I had been a man? Are the senses of men and women honestly this different? 

For a minute, I think about what evolutionary advantage crazy senses like this would have. I can’t really picture it, because I could honestly just lie here all day, caressing my bosom, and not get bored of it.

And I can’t really see how our society would advance if women just sat around touching themselves all day.

Maybe this is how it feels for all women though, I think to myself as I let my fingers slip over my nipples. 

I sigh with delight, sinking deep into my bed. As I keep my finger moving over my skin, I slowly lick the fingers on my other hand. Uuunnghh — the feeling of my warm tongue over my fingers is delicious.

There’s a strange new sensation between my legs. It’s similar to what arousal felt like when I was a man, but it’s more complicated. Before, there was just one zone of arousal, straining and filling with blood. Now, it’s as though there are hundreds of intricate parts of my anatomy, working together, throbbing with desire.

And all of a sudden, I feel moistness. A damp sensation — liquid id pouring from me.

I look down the full length of my body, stretching out luxuriously.

My hips shimmie as I shift my body around. My skin is pale and soft, like ivory underneath the slats of sun that poke through the blinds.

I run a hand up and down and then, exciting but slightly trepidatious, I part me knees.

I see a mound of soft, dark pubic hair between my legs. It’s changed color. I used to have mousy brown hair all over. Now, it seems as though my hair’s gone super dark.

I look around and see that I’m right. The hair of my head has darkened too, looks as black as midnight. I take a little between my fingers. It’s soft and glossy, and as I twirl it around my finger, I’m surprised by how good it feels. It’s like every part of me has been designed to be as seductive and sensual as possible.

I turn my attention back to the space between my legs, tiptoeing my fingers down to the strip of pubic hair. The closer I get to my groin, the more intense the feeling of pleasure. 

It’s like every fingertip touch is sending ripples of sensation across my body, like the ripples on the surface of a pond after a bird dives in.

Thinking about something plunging into me gives me a funny feeling. Suddenly, that feeling I’ve been struggling with — that longing that I can’t quite understand — becomes easy to decipher.

I want something to plunge into me. And not just once. I want something to fill me up, stretch me out, push me to my limits. 

I want a cock. A thick, hard, long cock. I want it to part the lips of my mouth, part the lips of my pussy, fill me with seed and make me scream with pleasure.

The more I think about it, the more fluid I can suddenly feel pouring from me, like cream from a cup.

I reach my hand further down. My pubic hair is different now. The texture of it. It’s soft, fluffy. Nothing like the wiry, coarse hair I used to have. It feels gorgeous. I stroke it for a moment, because I want to build the anticipation. 

Because my pussy — and I’m sure that’s what I have now — it almost buzzing in anticipation of the touch of my fingers.

I gently push further down, and suddenly, I feel the touch of my fingers against the warm, slippery skin of a pussy. I’ve got two, slick, soft lips, and I gasp as I touch them, amazed by the sensation I experience. 

It’s kind of like if I’d been touching the tip of my cock — if that tip were softer and more sensitive. The lips are wet to the touch, an I slide my fingers through my pussy spit and caress downward, sliding over the entrance to my body. There’s heat down there — a ferocious, hungry heat. It’s the heat of my sex, made  by the furnace of my heart.

I wait a moment. With my finger resting there between those soft, pliant lips, I feel as though I’m on the precipice of something. As though I’m about to dive off into something deep and dark and secret.

And I do it. 

I gently but forcefully part the lips of my brand new pussy, and with every inch that I slip slowly into myself, my eyes open wider and wider.

It’s intense. Real fucking intense. More intense than full-on sex as a man. Just having my finger in there is making me fucking squeal.

And it is a squeal. Not like any noise I’ve made as a man. But as I start to finger fuck myself more, I start to fucking speak, whisper under my breath.

‘Fuck yeah,’ I say, pushing in more. ‘Fuck my fucking pussy,’ I say. I’m imagining Shep now, against my better judgment. I imagine him holding me the fuck down and forcing his cock into me. ‘Right there,’ I moan, ‘fuck me right there. Push into my pussy.’

I grab my breast with my other hand and squeeze hard. It’s too much. The pleasure of my pussy and my chest makes me throb and spasm and I’m writhing on my bed now. 

I push my crotch upwards, bending my knees so that I’m leaning back. And I look up t my pussy, watch the way my fingers disappear into my perfect body. There’s so much liquid down there, pouring from me, making my hand slick with my honey.

‘Fuck fuck fuck,’ I say. I push another finger into me and then, by accident, I graze the top of my pussy, a soft, fleshy nub that tingles at my touch. My clit.

It’s like fire. Like flame suddenly bursts into existence, sending warming pleasure around my entire body. I touch it again — this time it’s electricity. Fuck! There’s more sensation in this tiny little nub of flesh than there had been in my entire dick.

I start to rub my finger around it in rhythmic circles as I push my slender fingers into my pussy. It’s instantly overwhelming, and as I imagine Shep’s cock probing my insides, I feel an entirely new sensation.

It’s like a burst of endorphins, a clean, clear sensation of joy. The surge of mental clarity as my body starts to buck and tremble is unbelievable, and it almost feels like I’m being propelled upwards as waves of pleasure crash onto me, as my thighs, my ass, my stomach start to clench and constrict.

‘Holy fuck!’ I scream, loud, as I give in to the pure sensation. At keeps going, building and growing as I slip another finger in me. I feel my pussy tighten around my hand as I close my eyes and liquid soaks my fingers to the bone.

I lay in bed panting, my eyes open. There are white lights playing n front of my vision, sparks flickering round, and colors vibrating on the edge of my awareness: gold, deep red, a soft, pearly white.

I’m brought out of my deep relaxation by a hollow sound.

Shit. There’s someone at my door!

I stay quiet for a second in the hope that whoever it is goes away. Because I realize that I’ve got no fucking clothes to wear. Nothing. I mean, sure I’ve got T-Shirts, but nothing else that’s gonna even remotely fit my new body.

There’s another rap at the door — even louder, more insistent. And now, to my horror, a voice.

‘Hello?’ It’s a man. Deep voice, resonant. I know it’s depraved, but just hearing a male voice drives me crazy and without even thinking, I slip two fingers back into me, amazed by how wet and slick it is inside me.

I don’t say anything, but I’m fucking myself again.

‘Is everything alright in there?’ He says.

I’m pushing my fingers deep and realize that it’s not gonna take much for me to come again. I’m already on the edge. 

‘I heard voices? Shouting.’

Whoever this guy is, he’s never gonna know that I’m in here, masturbating about the thought of him breaking in and fucking me.

In fact, I could go have a look at him. See what he’s like. And maybe I could just invite him in? Maybe he’d like me? Maybe he’d like to stick his cock in me. A stranger.

I get up from the bed, staying as quiet as I possibly can. Carefully tiptoeing. The inside of my legs are slick with dew, and I feel a little tender and unsteady on my feet.

‘Someone was shouting in there? Just want to make sure everything’s OK.’

I approach the door and I push my body up against it. It feels amazing to have the cool wood against my curvaceous form. Then, I press my eye against the peephole.

He’s a young-ish guy, with stubble and deep brown eyes. A shaved head and tight t-shirt over a muscular form.

Fuck. He’s hot. Not like, fitness model hot, but pretty god damn fucking hot. I slip my fingers into myself again as I look at him. He has no idea the reaction he’s causing in here. I imagine his hard arms circling around me, I imagine stripping his t-shirt off and licking his rock-solid abs.

And as I imagine his cock pushing into me, I let out a soft low moan and come all over my hand again. He squints at the door, trying to decide whether or not he really heard that sound. Then, clearly annoyed, he walks away.

I’m glad I didn’t invite him in. Because like Shep said, I don’t want just anyone to take my cherry.

No. I want someone experienced. Someone really fucking strong. A real man. Someone who’ll make me theirs. Someone who really knows their way around a woman. I want Shep.

 

The clothes store worker is looking at me like I’m a fricking maniac. 

And I can understand why. I’m wearing a pretty God-damn outrageous outfit. The kind of outfit that could get you in quite a bit of trouble in some of the more conservative states.

So my outfit is: a t-shirt.

My longest t-shirt. Luckily, I’m quite a bit shorter than I used to be, and the t-shirt comes down to my knees. Unluckily, it’s a joke t-shirt that my friend Kevin gave me.

It’s bright pink, and written on it in big letters is: Big Dick Energy.

Let’s just say I’ve literally never worn it before. I got some funny looks from people. Often guys would be distracted by my looks. Then they’d scan down to get a quick look at my tits (which I actually find to be pretty exciting) and they see that I’m wearing a weird t-shirt.

Then, they give me another look, a kinda lusty, sexy look. Is my t-shirt somehow suggestive? Maybe it is.

‘So we don’t really have any outfits quite like the one you’re wearing miss,’ says the worker. She’s really cute. When I’d been a guy, I’d have said that she was totally out of my league. 

Blond hair, blue eyes, cute little pink lips. She’s got perky little tits and a tight ass underneath that store outfit.

I blush. ‘Oh no, that’s good, I wouldn’t normally…’ I think for a moment, then I decide to go big with the lie. ‘OK thing is all my clothes got burned in a fire.’

Her eyes widen.

‘I’m so sorry!’ 

‘Yeah.’ I scratch my head. ‘This is my boyfriend’s shirt.’

She looks me up and down. ‘Lucky guy.’

I blush again. Is she attracted to me?

I don’t know how to respond, so I stay quiet. 

‘So,’ she says, breaking out of her deep thought, ‘what are you looking for today?’

‘I want,’ I say, trying to keep calm, ‘something super, super sexy.’

Her eyes widen. ‘Wow, people aren’t normally so honest about what they want.’

‘I can’t help it,’ I reply. ‘I want a really fucking slutty dress. Something that shows off my body. Something that’s even more revealing than this t-shirt.’ 

As I speak, I realize that I’m not exactly acting like someone who’s clothes have been burned in a house-fire, but hopefully she doesn’t think too deep about it.

And luckily, she seems too distracted by what I’m saying.

‘I think I know just the thing for you.’ She takes me by the hand and leads me through the store. We pass by hundreds of racks of clothes, of all colors and cuts. Eventually, she drags me through to this tiny little, shaded room.

It’s real dark in here.

‘Is this where you keep the sex toys?’ I ask, giggling a little.

‘Not quite,’ she says. Then she flips a switch and the lights slowly come up, until I can clearly see what’s in here.

It’s hard to tell exactly what I’m looking at. They just look like ordinary dresses to me. Maybe if I’d been a woman for longer I’d understand what it is about these clothes that is so scandalous.

The store attendant walks over to one of the rails and unhooks a hanger. It holds a red dress. Now that I get a good look at it, I see that it definitely is on the revealing side.

‘Is this the kind of thing that you’re looking for?’ she asks.

‘I’m not sure,’ I say. ‘Do you think it would look good on me?’

‘Well,’ she replies, ‘you definitely have the figure for it. It would look great on your curves. Do you want to try it on?’ She asks.

‘Sure,’ I reply. I decide to take a risk. I’m so damn turned on right now, I can feel the moisture between my legs again. I’d prefer a man, but maybe this girl is interested in getting to know me better. I decide to take a risk. ‘I could go to a changing room, but if you close the door, I could always just try the dress on in here.’

She eyes me for a second, trying to work out if I’m really suggesting what I seem to be suggesting. To try to convince her, I let my hand stray to the bottom of the t-shirt.

‘Only thing I should warn you is that I’m not wearing any underwear.’

Her cheeks redden and she looks at me, and then, silently, she pushes closed the door.

‘OK,’ she says. ‘Let’s help you out of that t-shirt.’

She moves closer, so close that I can feel the heat of her body. Then she takes hold of the lower edge of my t-shirt. He soft fingertips graze the skin of my legs and I feel a tremor of lust as she lifts the fabric up.

‘You’ve got a beautiful body,’ she says. ‘I mean, really beautiful.’

She reveals my curves, my heavy, full breasts, my hips, my flat stomach. 

There’s a full-length mirror opposite me, and I take myself in for the first time. My face is so strikingly gorgeous. Deep red lips, pale cheeks. Startlingly blue eyes and night-black hair.

‘Thank you.’ I say, quietly. 

‘You know,’ she says absentmindedly, trailing her fingers up my body. ‘I’ve never been with a girl before. I don’t really know what to do.’

She touches my entrance and I whimper with pleasure.

‘I’ve never been with a girl before,’ I say. It’s true — this body has never been touched by anyone but me. ‘But I think I just want you to kiss me. Please.’

She nods, and grabs the small of my back. Then she pushes herself into me, and her soft lips meet mine.

Fuck the sensation is intense. Her tongue pushes between my lips and finds my own, twisting and licking at my mouth, exploring me.

‘Yes,’ I whimper, between kisses, ‘now kiss my other lips.’

‘I will,’ she says, ‘I wanna worship your body. You’re like a fucking goddess.’

She drops down to her knees and spreads my legs slightly. I run my hands through her hair. ‘I want to feel your tongue inside me baby.’

First, she runs the delicate, pointed tip of her tongue up and down my thighs, and as she nears my entrance, I start to feel my body tremble. They’re spasms, making my twitch with anticipation.

Then, I breathe a sigh of relief as her hot tongue finally starts to lap at my pussy.

Fuck. The feeling of it. The thick tongue, spreading my lips. It’s like my pussy’s being given a warm bath. I pull my fingers through her hair, and as she she laps harder, more insistently, she reaches her hand round, grabs my ass, squeezes tight.

‘Lick my juicy clit,’ I say. ‘Suck it. Take it into your mouth.’ I’m moaning, whining as she moves her mouth up, takes my clit into her mouth.

It’s like I’m being enveloped in pleasure, like my body can’t take it.

‘Fuck!’ I sigh. ‘I need to lie down. I’m gonna fucking come.’

‘Lie down,’ she says. I do as she commands, stretching out on the floor.

She parts my legs, then slips fingers into me, beckoning back with her quick fingers. I feel pressure mounting inside me, like my body is bubbling over.

‘That’s so fucking good,’ I say. I push my pussy into her fingers, and then she starts to eat my clit as she finger fucks me.

I feel more liquid gushing from me, and as she works harder and faster, I start to squirm, pushing my ass down, grabbing the floor with my hand, making my knuckles white.

‘Oh shit,’ I say, ‘Oh shit!’

And then, I lose control. I wrap my hands round the back of her head and push her hard into me. She grips my thighs and pushes her tongue deep into me, so far that she seems to hit some hidden part of me, and I see fireworks, and I feel fluttering, and my body shakes and quivers as we lie together for a moment.

‘Thank you,’ I sigh, totally spent.

‘No,’ she says, ‘thank you.’

We lie like that for a few minutes.

‘You know,’ she says, sweetly, ‘you tasted so good. Like nothing else I’ve ever tasted. Clean and sweet and just delicious.’

‘I’m glad,’ I giggle. ‘That was an amazing experience, and I don’t even know your name.’

‘Best if you don’t,’ she says, ‘it’s more special that way. Now,’ she finally rises up, ‘let’s try this dress on you. I’ve got a feeling it’s gonna look fucking spectacular.’

She takes a packet from a cupboard and opens it up.

‘I figure you could do with some underwear,’ she says, a wry smile on her lips.

‘I guess that might be prudent.’ I giggle.

‘Prudent is right,’ she agrees. ‘And hygienic, too.’

She gives me a black, lacy thong, and a matching bra. I struggle a little with the bra. But the silky fabric feels incredible against my flesh. I look at my profile in the mirror, the curve of my buttocks split in two by the black thread of the thong.

The bra makes my breasts look even more magnificent. It pushes them slightly together, and raises them up into a beautiful shape.

‘Looking good,’ she says. ‘Now let’s get this dress on you.’

She collects the red fabric and pulls it over my head. It gets caught on my hair and we laugh together, then she straightens it out and lets it fall over me.

When I look at myself in the mirror, I can scarcely believe my eyes. 

The dress is incredible. Thin straps around my neck, and a deep cut between my breasts as fabric collects underneath. A wide slit up each leg, cut almost all the way to my waist. The fabric barely reaches my knees. The dress leaves almost nothing to the imagination. It’s as revealing as it is sexy.

‘Is it so bad that I wanna take that dress off you, almost as soon as I got it on you?’

I giggle again. ‘I think that means the dress is doing its job.’

Almost on cue, my phone buzzes. I scoop it up and see that it’s a message from Shep. I’ll read it in a minute. I look down at the tag for the dress. Fuck, it’s almost five hundred dollars. It’s gonna be an expensive day.

‘I should pay you,’ I say to the store attendant.

‘Oh,’ she says, ‘this one’s on the house. It’s the least I can do.’

‘Honestly?’ I ask, barely believing my luck. 

I don’t think there’s any way that if I’d been a guy, I’d be able to walk out of a clothes store with a five hundred dollar suit. No way in hell.

As I leave the store in my brand new red dress and my sexy black lingerie, the store attendant gives me one final look.

‘You know,’ she says, ‘if you ever want to hang out again, just drop by the store. It’d be great to see you.’

‘I might just take you up on that,’ I say. Then I give her a wave and head out.

I take out my phone and read Shep’s message.

∞ ∞ ∞

Drop by my place. Gotta do some checks, make sure that the transformation is healthy, that everything’s going well. I’m in all day. Shep.

∞ ∞ ∞

I read the message twice. It’s so carefully worded, no hint of any seduction. But I can read through the lines, and I can tell that Shep wants me. I tap out a reply and send it, saying that I might swing by later.

Treat em mean, Niki, I think to myself, using the female form of my name. Keep em real fucking keen.

As I head towards Shep’s guys openly stare at me in the red dress. It feels so incredible to be a woman. It’s like life has finally opened up to me. And I’m gonna take it all.

 

I’ve never been to Shep’s place before. He lives in one of the most expensive neighborhoods in Manhattan. It’s no secret that Shep’s a wealthy guy. He runs a variety of construction companies across the city, and he’s been contracted for most of the major new skyscraper constructions of the past ten years.

But I didn’t know quite how loaded he is. He must be a fucking multi-millionaire to be able to afford even a cupboard to live in in this neighborhood. And by the looks of the entranceway to his building, it’s not gonna be a cupboard that he lives in.

I pass by a concierge, waiting behind a reception desk in a lavish entrance hall. There’s marble and granite everywhere, dark black and sparkling white. Dazzling surfaces and glittering chandeliers.

‘Madame,’ says the concierge, as I’m about to saunter past. ‘Do you have an appointment?’

‘I’m here to see Shep, apartment 1301.’

The concierge is an older gentleman. He’s got bright silver hair and smooth cheeks. His eyes are a playful blue and his smile is wide and bright. 

You know what? Even this old fucking dude is turning me on. The sex change has made me into an insatiable fucking slut, and there’s nothing I can do about it.

‘Hmm. Mister McGuire is expecting a young man this afternoon. Not,’ he pauses for a second as his eyes scan up and down my body, ‘someone like you.’

‘You like the way I look, pops?’ I ask. I’m chewing on bubblegum, and stop for a moment, blowing a big pink bubble from between my lips. The old guy’s eyes widen so much for a second I think they’re gonna pop.

‘No. I mean yes. I mean…’

I walk closer to him. I blow so much air into the bubble that it bursts with a satisfying pop.

‘You wanna lift up my little skirty? See if there’s a pink pussy or a purple cock under there?’ I play with the hem of my dress. The old guy looks as though he’s about to have a heart attack.

‘Madam, I think it would be best for everyone if you were to head up to Mister McGuire’s and forget all about me down here.’

‘That’s a shame,’ I say, curling my hair round a finger. ‘Cause I’ve always wanted to ride a nice old cock. I wonder if they get thicker with age. I guess I’ll never find out.’

I can feel his eyes on my ass as I make my way across the entranceway, and press the button for the thirteenth floor. I can almost hear his lips licking as he watches me disappear into the little box.

I step into the elevator, and to my amazement, I see that I’m on the outside of the building, being propelled up.

The city slips away beneath me, and I see buildings stretch out into the distance. And below, men and women mill around the city.

It doesn’t take long for me to reach the correct floor of the building. There’s a bright-sounding bing and the double doors slide open.

I’m not prepared for the opulence of the corridor. This is one fancy fucking place. The carpet underfoot is plush and thick, the walls are papered in fancy patterns, swirling filigree and bright gold stripe. Light are dim, and there are no doors except for one right at the end of the corridor. 1301, in bright silver script.

I knock three times, loud as I can, but on this thick wood door, the knocks sound hollow and quiet.

I wait a few moments. I’m still wet from the encounter with the concierge downstairs. I can’t believe how fucking horny I am.

There’s a click, and the door swings open.

‘Well, well, well,’ says Shep. ‘This is pretty fucking good news.’

Holy shit he’s only wearing a towel. His torso is soaking wet — he must have just finished a shower. The towel is wrapped tightly around his hips, but I can see just a hint of pubic hair peeping from above the white fabric.

His body is unbelievably toned — his six-pack glistens with droplets of water and his pecs look as though they’ve been carved from stone.

‘What’s good news,’ I say, blowing another bright pink bubble.

‘Your transformation seems to have come along quicker than expected.’

I look down at my body. My breasts, my legs. ‘Yeah, it seems that way.’

‘Nice dress,’ he says, turning away from me. To my surprise and delight, he rips the towel away from his waist, and moves it up to his head, rubbing his wet hair.

My eyes fix straight on his ass — two solid hunks of muscle that slowly roll as he walks away from me, padding across the cool floorboards of his apartment.

I see something, long and thick, peeping between his legs as he walks, and I’m so distracted, I’ve forgotten to chew my gum. I’m so surprised and excited, I almost fricking swallow it.

‘Well,’ he says, looking over his shoulder, ‘aren’t you going to come in?’

I don’t say a word, I just step over the threshold of his home and close the door behind me.

‘Come into the lounge.’

I follow Shep through the corridor. He’s got pieces of art on pedestals, paintings on the wall. Just how fucking rich is this guy?

The lounge is ridiculous. He’s got a view over Soho. This place must be worth a fortune.

What’s even more ridiculous, is the fact that Shep is sitting in a big, black leather chair, and he’s completely naked.

‘Thanks for coming to my place, Niko,’ he says, grinning. 

His legs are spread wide, and my eyes drop straight down to the space between them. His cock is huge.

Not just long, thick too. I can see that it’s heavy, and it’s not even erect. It just lays there like an unfulfilled promise, ready to do some damage.

‘Now a man,’ he says, ‘wouldn’t be looking at my dick the way you are.

I tear my eyes away, lock them on his.

‘It’s pretty,’ I say, practically salivating. ‘You’ve got a pretty dick.’

He smiles. ‘I brought you here to make sure that your transformation has been completed. And you might be interested to hear what test I use to check all my female staff members.’

I stop chewing, take my bubblegum out my mouth. ‘I don’t care about any test. I know what I am. I’m a woman. I just need somewhere to put my gum.’

He laughs.

‘It’s good that you’ve taken that out. Means there’s more space in there for my dick.’

The lust hits me like a wall. My pussy tingles in my panties. I’m wet, instantly. ‘You want me to suck your dick?’ I pant.

His cock stirs. It thickens, starts to lengthen. 

‘Normally, I’m irresistible to the woman who’ve changed,’ he says. He lays his hand on his thick dick, starts to gently rub it. I put the bubblegum down in a trash can and turn towards him.

‘Irresistible, huh?’ I snake my hand under my dress, start to rub my pussy through my panties. ‘Cause I’ve found that since I changed, I’m the one who’s irresistible. If you want me to suck your cock, you better fucking beg for it. Because my mouth and my pussy is virgin territory.’ I smile. ‘And I don’t want to give my cherry to some random wino in an apartment.’

He laughs. ‘Hey, that’s not fair. I’m not a wino. I’m sober.’

I watch as his cock lengthens. He grips his hand round it, brandishing it like a weapon.

‘Why don’t you come over here and give this random sober guy’s dick a nice long kiss.’

I moan with pleasure as my pussy responds to my touch. There’s nothing I want more than to taste Shep’s cock. It’s hard to believe I was a man until just a couple days ago. I can barely remember what it felt like. All I can feel now is the hunger of my pussy, is the need of my mouth.

I bend down onto my hands and knees.

‘I’m yours,’ I say. ‘I’ll do whatever you want.’ I start to crawl over to him, the hard floor against my knees.’

I’m inches from his cock now, and I can smell him — a sharp, cold scent. Metal, lemon, the salt of the sea. It’s like nothing I ever smelled as a man. I breath in deep, close my eyes in pleasure and rest my head next to his dick.

‘You’re so much bigger than I was when I was a man,’ I say. I let my fingers rest gently on his hot meat. It’s a thrill just to touch him with my hand, and I can feel my pussy seeping through my panties.

‘I’m well endowed,’ he says. I feel him growing at my touch. I can’t believe what I’m about to do. Take a man’s cock into me. Engulf him with my flesh.

I stroke the length of him, as he gets bigger and bigger, thicker and thicker, hot and hard with lust.

‘You feel good,’ I groan. ‘I can’t wait to get you in my pussy.’

I kiss his thighs, letting out tiny whimpers and soft moans. I lift his hefty dick in my hand and smell his balls, then I kiss them, sucking gently on each one. They taste so fucking good, I can’t wait any more, and I start to lap at his manhood. He’s seriously big now, so big I’m starting to doubt I can even take him in me. What’s this monster going to do to my pussy?

I reach the tip of his cock, and as I push my sticky wet tongue against it, it’s his turn to groan now.

Then, in a moment, he’s in me. I open wide to let as much of him in as I can, and I push down gently. My throat feels pleasure as I take him in, it’s hard to describe, but as I feel his cock throbbing in me, my pussy tingles and my clit hums.

I moan as I suck and he grabs the arm-rests of his chair.

‘Fuck, Niki, that feels good. You’re a good little cock-sucking slut, aren’t you? If I didn’t know better, I’d say you’d done this before.’

I suck harder, faster, let him in deeper. I feel his hands on the back of my head, and he starts to fuck my mouth, rough and quick, taking what he needs from me.

‘Fuuuckkkk,’ he groans, and he pulls out. ‘I don’t want to come in your mouth.’ 

I’m panting, moaning with desire.

‘You gonna fuck me like a bitch?’ I ask. I tear at my dress, ripping at it.

‘Leave it on,’ he says, ‘and stay on all fours. I want to fuck you just like that, Niki. I knew you were gonna be begging me. I’ve had my eye on you for a while. Knew that you’d make a hot little fucking slut.’

He stands behind me. I look back over my shoulder at him, at the way his cock rises up. I feel a hand on each of my buttocks, and then he grabs my thong, tugging the fabric to the side.

‘You’re so fucking hot I can’t even wait to get you out of your panties.’ He tugs the fabric to the side and then I feel his fingers up against my slick, sopping wet pussy. ‘So wet for me,’ he says.

Then, something else is there. Something hard and smooth and big. His cock. He grunts and slides the tip into me and I gasp, my mouth making the shape of an ‘o’. It’s so much better than I even thought possible — such an incredible, all-encompassing sensation, like I’m being filled up.

‘Oh fuck,’ I say, ‘oh fuck, your cock, it feels so good.’

I feel a hard spank on my ass, and he pushes his dick in even deeper. I want to suck him into me, want to pull him in so far he never leaves. Then, he pulls back and fucks me hard, pushing deep and strong. He grips my waist and starts to thrust powerfully.

‘You belong to me now,’ he says, pounding my pussy rough and deep. ‘I get to fuck you whenever you want.’ I’m shaking with each thrust, so engulfed in pleasure that I don’t know where I am, who I am, what’s going on.

‘I belong to you,’ I say. ‘You can fuck me whenever you want, however you want.’

He moves faster, more slickly, his whole body rippling as he slides in and out, his cock destroying me, pushing the lips of my pussy wide apart as he fills me entirely.

‘I’m gonna fill you with cum, he says. He pulls my hair back, wrenching me and making me stick my ass further back into him, and then, with a deep, resonant growl, he pushes his cock so deep in me that I scream, and as his cock starts to throb and spurt, I feel an orgasm take control of me.

My pussy clenches round his cock, milking the cum out of him, making him cry out in pleasure. And as his hand takes mine, his fingers twining in between my own, I know that I’ve found paradise here with this rough millionaire.

‘You’re the best,’ he pants into my ear. ‘I don’t want anyone else.’

And I don’t want anything else, I think to myself.

I just want to be his woman, forever.

∞ ∞ ∞
Hungry for more?
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∞ ∞ ∞
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BOOK NINE



MEDICAL GENDER SWAP
The email landed in my inbox with all the force of an atom bomb.

∞ ∞ ∞

 My office. Now.

∞ ∞ ∞

 That’s all it said. There wasn’t even any subject line. Wow. She really wanted me. I knew it. I had known it from the moment I turned up to the very first day I turned up to this shitty job. She was the main good thing about it. My boss: Carmen Clark. She was an imposing woman, a kinda cougar I guess. She was a good few years older than me, but by Christ she was about the most desirable woman I’d ever met. She was in incredible shape - I knew that she went to the gym most mornings before hitting the phones, and she had wonderful natural features, an amazing physique, full bust, thick lips, the kind of mouth that makes you fantasize about blowjobs the instant you see it, the kind of body that made me hard just thinking about it. 

	It wasn’t just her looks, either - far from it. She was an incredibly ambitious, driven woman, who was as successful as she was tenacious. I know that some people find salespeople a little smarmy and pushy, but honestly, I personally love the personality of a successful salesperson - that desire to work out exactly what the person they are selling to wants, and find a way to give it to them. Or at least think they’re having it given to them. I found it particularly attractive in women, and I’d seen it in Carmen the very minute I’d started.

	In fact, we’d been flirting since I joined the company. She’d even ‘accidentally’ brushed up against me a couple times as she walked down the cramped corridors of the office. I think she really liked me. It helped that I was good at my job - really good. In fact, I’d landed the single biggest order in the company’s history. You see, we were only really meant to sell to normal customers, you know - grannies in houses, young, vulnerable mothers in desperate need of help with their housework. But I’d decided to take the cleaners to a business - a cleaning business, to be precise. And I got an order for a hundred units. And that was a big deal. Literally.

	What made it even more impressive, was that I’d only been at CleanTec only for a couple months. It hadn’t been the job because it had been my life’s ambition to become a vacuum cleaner and proprietary microfiber cloth salesperson. Now, I know what you’re thinking: isn’t that every young boy’s dream job? Well, maybe it is for most people, but call me crazy, I’d always wanted to be something exciting, incredible, change the world somehow. You know, the typical clichéd stuff like an astronaut or a fireman. A scientist or doctor. But I guess maybe I just didn’t have the brains for that stuff. So, since college I’d bounced from crappy job to crappy job, trying desperately to find some kinda path through life that would give me some fulfillment and success.

	And then I ended up at CleanTec. I’ve worked for plenty of questionable employers, but CleanTec have to rank up there with the absolute worst. For a start, the basic salary was an utter joke. Not even enough to cover my monthly rent and bills. This left me with nothing at all to spend on anything for myself. No clothes, no fancy food, heck - nothing to make me feel halfway human, or grown up for that matter. In order to make any kind of halfway decent salary, I’d had to bust my balls, working like a madman, desperately hawking crappy vacuum cleaners round the clock. The commission I’d earned wasn’t exactly going to set the world alight, but honestly, it made me feel good to be able to afford like, you know, just to live my life. And really, before I’d manage to land this job, life had been pretty grim for quite a while. I’d slowly burned through the meager savings I’d had, until I was on the brink of homelessness before I’d been accepted at the company.

	I couldn’t wait for the commission for my big order came through. I was due it in just a couple days. When that arrived, I’d have enough for a car, for a computer, and I’d even have enough to save up a couple months rent, so I wouldn’t even have to worry about money for a little while. And that was probably the thing I was most happy and excited about. This job had actually been one of the best things that had ever happened to me. Never mind becoming an astronaut - I was perfectly happy just being a vacuum cleaner salesperson.

	I composed a quick reply to Carmen, nothing sleazy, just a very quick, professional message letting her know that I was on my way up to see her. She worked on the sixth floor, I was down on the third. I grabbed my blazer and made my way past my colleagues toward the elevator. They all looked up at me jealously - they had all heard about my big sale. Nothing more annoying than a new, young hotshot turning up to work and smashing all the sales records that had stood for years. Man, I was getting big-headed. Come on Connor, I thought to myself, reign it in. No-one likes a big head.

	To be truthful, I’d been pretty lucky to be doing well at CleanTec. The problem with the job, the reason that it was so difficult, was that repeat orders were pretty much unheard of. Unfortunately, all our products were basically crap. I guess you could say that our vacuum cleaners suck. Sorry - I couldn’t not make that joke. The problem was, they were very underpowered. We sold them as the ‘Ultimate Vacuum Cleaner’, when in reality they were, maybe the very worst value for money you could imagine. The bottom line is, the model I’d take round to houses and businesses to demonstrate suction power, was literally totally different to the model that would turn up if they ordered it. Usually, we got away with it, but any returned items came right off our commission. And even if customers didn’t return the products, they almost never bought new packs of filters, spare parts, that kind of thing. So we were always looking for new business, all the time.

	I waited for the elevator to come down to my level, and I stared at my wrist. The one thing I was desperate to buy with the money I was about to receive was a smart watch. I’d wanted one for years, and now, maybe, finally, I was gonna be able to get my hands on one. Or get one on my hand, I should say. In the elevator, I checked my reflection. I was not looking too bad today. I was twenty-two, and in the prime of my life. I guess you could describe me as a kind of All-American looking guy - short, blond hair, bright blue eyes, a decent jawline. I had some Dutch blood in me from generations ago, and I think you could just about see it in me. I adjusted my maroon tie, making sure it hung straight. I was keen t always make a good impression on Carmen - but I knew I’d never quite be able to make as good of an impression on her as she did on me.

	Finally, there was a bing, and the elevator doors parted for me. I had a quick, dirty thought about Carmen’s legs parting for me in the same way those doors had, but I put it to the back of my mind. Even if Carmen did want to do something, she definitely liked her men professional, I was sure of that.

	I knocked three times on her office door, trying to instill the knocks with a knowing confidence, and there was barely a moment that passed before a reply came.

	‘Come in.’ Man, even her voice was so god-damn sexy. It was mellow and deep, the absolute distillation of experienced, confident, female sensuality. Here goes nothing, I thought, and I pushed the door open.

	She was sitting behind her desk, looking straight at her screen. She moved her mouse a few times, gave a double click, and then typed a few words on the keyboard. I felt like I was going to start drooling just looking at her. She was wearing this tight blazer with thick shoulderpads, but underneath, an increbly low-cut white top that showed so much of her cleavage that it was scandalous. Her eyes were a light, hazel color, and she wore square-rimmed glasses, that made her look incredibly sexy. Her hair was tightly drawn back in a pony tail. I think the thing I found so incredibly alluring about her was just how unattainable she was. I mean the thought of fucking her over her desk, on top of the couch she had in the corner, up against her boookcase, throwing that gorgeous body around like it was a doll, having those generous lips close in tight round my manhood - it was never gonna happen, right?

	‘Ah, Mr. Stevens, thank you so much for your prompt visit.’ She always spoke in this super-professional register. It would be so good to hear her talk dirty, to hear her beg her top salesperson to fuck her, to destroy her. I could imagine it so clearly. Right, time to be suave.

	‘Oh,’ I said, mustering all of my seductive prowess, ‘I take great pleasure in punctuality,’ Wow. I totally nailed it.

	She gave me a slightly puzzled expression, and then carried on, as thought I hadn’t said anything incredibly weird. ‘You seem to be setting records all over the place in this office.’

	‘You’ve got to aim for the stars, if you want to hit the big time.’ Honestly what was I saying? It was like my brain had been hijacked by someone who’s never had a conversation before.

	She stood up, showing off just how short and well-fitted her skirt was. I felt something twitch in my pants. She walked over to her printer, which had been chugging away since I’d arrived in her office. It finally finished inking and spat out a piece of paper. ‘First the largest order in the history of the company,’ I tried not to give too much of a proud grin as she spoke. She scooped up the piece of paper from the printer, and brandished it towards me. When she spoke next, her voice was like ice. ‘And now, the biggest return.’

	‘What do you mean -?’ I started to ask, before I was cut off by Carmen.

	‘There’s a very good reason we don’t do business with industry,’ she said, with a iron glare, ‘they are notorious returners of our product. Industry requires reliable, sturdy, powerful vacuum cleaners. That is not what we offer at CleanTec, and you know it well. You are guilty of chronic overselling. Look at that piece of paper - that’s the email from the poor cleaning company you sold a hundred fucking units to.’

	Suddenly I didn’t feel quite as sexy as I had done a few moments ago. Surely the company hadn’t returned all of the vacuums, had they? I cast an eye over the paper, and saw to my disgust, that that’s exactly what they’d done. Of course they had. It was just my luck. All that commission, all of that security, all of that luxury, disappeared in front of my eyes. As I scanned the documents, phrases like, ‘tremendously disappointed,’ and ‘flat out deception’ stuck out like ugly wounds. 

	I didn’t really know what to say, so I said something stupid. ‘Well that’s a bummer.’

	‘A bummer?’ Carmen said, suddenly furious. ‘A bummer is when you stub your toe. A bummer is when you spill your coffee. This isn’t a bummer. This is a fucking fuck-up. This is a disaster. This is a fucking trough full of shit that you’re trying to get me to eat. This is literally the worst thing that any employee of this company has ever done.’

	This was so fucking unfair. I was getting blamed for selling too hard? For selling too much? It wasn’t my fault that the vacuum cleaners had been returned - it was the fault of the shitty technicians who made them, the fault of the marketing department, who encouraged us to lie, it was the fault of everyone involved in this crooked, rotten company. I felt the anger bubbling up in me, and I had to struggle with all my might to put the stopper back into that bottle and calmed myself. Thankfully, I managed.

	‘So I guess I’ll just be getting my basic salary this month.’ I said. 

	Her face stretched into a look of incredulity. ‘Oh, you’re getting nothing. Not your commission, not your basic, not your expenses. Not a fucking cent.’

	A feeling of terror gripped my heart. What was she saying?

	‘So I’m fired?’ 

	‘Gross misconduct,’ she said, ‘no notice, so severance pay. Nothing.

	Just stay calm, Connor, I thought to myself. Just keep your dignity. There were so many emotions raging around my mind - anger, sure, but mainly sadness and terror. I’d felt as though I’d finally landed on my feet in this job, as though I really had a chance to drag myself out of the doldrums I’d been in for the past couple years. Now, this chance was being taken away from me. It was so cruel.

	‘I’m sorry that’s what you feel as though you have to do,’ I said.

	‘It’s a shame,’ she said, ‘you had real potential.’ 

	For some reason, this patronizing afterthought was the final straw for me. How dare she fire me and then tell me what a great employee I might have become.

	‘You know what?’ My voice changed. She could tell that something was up. ‘You can take your potential, and go fuck yourself with it.’ She looked at me with like I’d slapped her across her voice.

	‘What did you say?’ she said, voice dripping like acid.

	‘I said, that you can take your potential, and go fuck yourself with it. And while you’re at it, fuck yourself with this company, too. I’ve never worked for such a group of crooks and charlatans. You’re selling fucking useless crap to vulnerable people who don’t know any better.’

	‘How dare you?’ she said. Then, she touched a button on her phone, ‘Security,’ she said, ‘I need someone up here, there’s a disgruntled former employee up here who needs to be shown the door.’

	‘Don’t worry, I won’t make a fuss. I don’t have time to waste. I was about to send you an email - I’ve got a job, starting tomorrow morning at Home Wizard, I was just packing up my desk.’ I was lying, of course. But I wanted to try to get my own back on this heartless, sexy witch. Home Wizard were our biggest competitor, and frankly, a much better company. I saw a flicker of annoyance on her face, and then it was blank again.

	‘Well, I suppose at least the feeling is mutual, eh?’ 

	So that was that. I had no money, no job, and no way to pay my rent next week. What on earth was I going to do? 

∞ ∞ ∞

It didn’t take me long to clear my desk and head out of the office. My colleagues’ faces were much less jealous this time around. They could see that I was heading out, and as I was about to leave, I saw an email pop up on all their computers, talking about my departure from the company. They gave me a couple shifty, smug looks as I made the long walk of shame out of the office. Honestly though, I couldn’t give a damn about their snide looks. I had much more important things to deal with, namely, my impending financial crisis.

	My mind was racing as I slung my rucksack over my shoulder and walked past the security guard on the reception desk. What could I do? Obviously I needed to check all the old job websites for any new sniffs and leads. Man it was depressing to be back in this situation again. I really thought that I’d cracked it this time. It really felt as though I’d managed to snatch defeat from the jaws of victory.

	I turned right when I got out of the office, and started the walk to the subway station. I was surprised to hear the pattering sound of footsteps behind me though, coming from inside the office.  I turned to look back behind me. Huh, it was Maisy. She was a salesperson, like me - I guess like I used to be. She wasn’t an ex-salesperson, like me. 

	‘Hey Connor,’ she called out, ‘hold up a minute!’

	It was unlikely that she was following me out to torment me, wasn’t it? I mean, maybe Carmen had had a change of heart - maybe I was being welcomed back to the company with open arms. Maybe they were going to increase my pay, too - so that they could poach me away from Home Wizard. They didn’t want me shipping hundreds of units of Home Wizard vacuum cleaners (these ones actually work) for the competition.

	‘Maisy, what’s up? They giving me my job back?’

	She looked confused. Maisy was your typical country girl - originally from  Iowa, we’d shared our histories over a drink one night after I’d first started working at the company. She had freckles, straw-colored hair and bright blue eyes, like the human personification of a ray of pure sunshine. No, there was no way that Maisy would be out here to mock me.

	‘Nope.’ She said.‘ How had she managed to make that sound so positive? ‘It’s even better than that.’

	‘What  on earth could possibly be better than that?’

	She grinned, showing me her little white teeth. ‘Well, funny you should ask.’ She reached into her blazer and pulled something out, before reaching her hand out to me. It was a business card, or something that was about the same size and shape. ‘Take this - it’s my cousin’s phone number.’

	‘Is she single?’ I asked, flashing a cheeky smile. 

	‘She is,’ she replied, returning my smile with a warm one of her own, ‘but that’s not why I’m giving you her phone number, you naughty man.’

	I eyed the card, it was a simple, white, a phone number written across its center, with a small blue cross in the top right hand corner. Not even a name on it. ‘So why are you giving me her phone number, Maisy?’

	‘Well, after what just happened in there, I thought you might need some employment to tide you over. You know, until you find something else.’

	A job offer? I felt something like the feeling of a dawn breaking over me, after a long, dark winter’s night. ‘She’s looking for a salesperson?’

	‘Not exactly a salesperson. In fact, I’d say that the position she has on offer is much more laid back than the kind of work you’d be used to at CleanTec. It’s a walk in the park, to be honest.’

	‘I guess if it’s easy, then maybe the pay isn’t so good? Sorry to ask, I just need to make sure that I can cover my rent you see. I’ve got what you might call an asshole of a landlord.’

	Maisy gave me an understanding look. ‘Actually,’ she said, ‘the pay is kinda awesome. I don’t think you’ll have any trouble with your rent any time soon. And the pay is upfront. On the day you start, you get the money straight in your bank account.’

	Was this for real? There had to be some kind of catch. Then something struck me. ‘Maisy, if this job is easy and pays well, and it’s a freaking cousin of yours that has the position available, then why the heck aren’t you doing the job?’

	The question hung in the air for a moment, and Maisy had an inscrutable expression on her face. People walked past us in business suits and power suits and just ordinary clothes. The sun burned in the sky above us. It was a moment that I’ll always look back on, but there’s no way I could have known just how monumental it was until much, much later.

	‘The thing is,’ she said, ‘I’m kinda doing the job right now. It’s hard to explain. I think that you should call the number, talk to Kat, see what she has to say, and then, I strongly suggest that you just give it a try. I promise you’ll be happy with the work, and really happy with the pay.’ 

	On my way back to my apartment, I played with the little card, flipping it between my fingers, like I was a magician handling an enchanted playing card, getting ready to work the biggest trick of my career. I lived in a part of town called ‘the wolves den’ by locals. It wasn’t the most picturesque neighborhood you could imagine, that was for sure. The streets seemed to crowd in round me as I made the final part of my journey. In the middle of the day, at least it was reasonably safe round here. The problems came if I was working late and had to walk back then. Next time, I’d have to make sure…oh that’s right, I had no job anymore. There wouldn’t be a next time. I walked up the front step to my apartment building and unlocked the door.

	It was so stupidly expensive to live in the city. This place cost a small fortune, and honestly it was like a trash heap. There were bugs all over the place, and a couple times I’d actually seen rats skittering about around the entranceway. I just considered myself lucky that I’d never had a bedbug infestation. A friend of mine had described it to me once and it just sounded like a living hell. 

	I slouched down on my couch and looked around the tiny studio space. My bedroom was my kitchen, which was also my lounge. I was just living the dream. I decided that I should stop kidding myself, and I loaded up the laptop and started googling for new sales jobs in the area. I don’t know why I was holding off on calling the number on the card - it just felt weird to me - there was something fishy about the whole set up.

	After twenty minutes or so of searching, though, I started to lose hope. They were the same old jobs - commission only sales positions, and super-dodgy door-to-door stuff. Ugh, I thought I’d put all this behind me. I poured myself a beer and opened a bag of potato chips and resigned myself to the reality of the situation - I was gonna call the number, and I was gonna take whatever job was on the other end of the line, unless it was something totally mad like prostitution or medical trials.

	‘Hello?’ said the voice on the other end of the life. It was a female voice, and a very nice one - kind of sultry and summery at the same time.

	‘Is that Kat?’ I asked in the most professional tone I could manage. The television was on mute in the background, a show about men who search through old storage containers for loot.

	‘Speaking.’

	‘Kat I got this number from your cousin, Maisy, she told me that -’. Before I could finish my sentence, Kat cut me off, suddenly full of excitement.

	‘Is that Connor?’

	I replied in the affirmative.

	‘Fantastic,’ she said, ‘I’m so glad you’ve called - from what Maisy said you fit our criteria perfectly. I can’t wait to meet you.’

	Kinda sounded like I already had the job.

	‘That’s good to hear.’ I didn’t want her to think I had any doubts about the job or anything, but I had to find out what it actually entailed! ‘I just have a few questions.’

	‘Of course you do. How much did Maisy fill you in about?’ One of the men on television took a nasty-looking crowbar to the front door of another rusty storage container. The doors swung open, letting light in on trash that hadn’t seen the sun for who-knows how long.

	‘Almost nothing,’ I replied with a nervous laugh. She returned the laughter, but her laugh was full and generous, designed to put me at my ease.

	‘That sounds like Maisy! Well, I’ll let you in on the big secret. I work for a tech company called Double Ex - we specialize in adapting biological solutions to the challenges that modern life has thrown up. A lot of the work we do requires willing subjects to test new serums and drugs we’ve come up with.’

	I felt a slow, sinking feeling in my gut. I couldn’t believe it - it was a fricking medical test. My worst nightmare. I carried on listening to her as she described exactly the kind of work they did at the company, but honestly, it was as though there was cloth in my ears and fuzz in my brain - I couldn’t take any of it in. Phrases like ‘morphological alteration’ and ‘subcutaneous cellular reorganization’ swooshed straight over my head like low-flying birds.

	‘So what do you think?’ she asked, ‘’Does it all sound good to you. It’s nothing scary, I promise, and often, the side-effects are actually quite pleasant. The serum only affects one in two hundred of our participants, and you get paid whether or not you’re one of the chosen few.’

	I’d had a fear of any kind of doctor or hospital procedure ever since I was a kid. I’d had to have a tonsilectomy, and I remember the dread with which I waited for the anesthetic to work on my, the pain of the prick of the needles, the unnatural smell of the corridors, full of antiseptic chemicals and fruit baskets. I hated the idea of it, it just made my skin crawl.

	‘I’m not sure,’ I said, ‘I’ve never done medical trials before. You just hear these horror stories from time to time, there was something about someone’s head swelling up or something.’ When I get nervous, I tend to just blurt out the most stupid crap. Honestly, I was trying to keep as professional as possible, but I just felt totally out of control right now.

	‘Ah, yes, I remember that case,’ said Kat, suddenly concerned. ‘It was a mess, to be honest, very poorly run, with none of the usual safety protocols which are industry standard practice. Our trials and in fact, everything we do here at Double Ex, is all perfectly safe.’

	I felt slightly reassured, but I couldn’t get this feeling of danger out of my mind, like I was about to take a step into an unknown world. Then, the television caught my eye, it was a commercial. These types of commercials had become freakishly common, ever since the financial crash, a few years ago. It was a ‘sell-your-gold’ company. An impoverished-looking man trading what looked like his family jewelery. The commercial cut to the guy holding massive stacks of cash, sitting in a fancy new house. Suddenly, my own financial situation was brought into ultra-clear focus.

	‘What’s the pay?’ I said. Hadn’t Maisy said that it was all upfront or something insane. Surely I must have misheard that.

	‘Well, it’s a lump sum, all paid up front.’

	This sounded good. I mean, I’d obviously prefer a salary, for a little security.

	‘Then, if you are one of the one in two hundred, that react as we hope, that have the morphological transformation that the serum is intended to produce, then you are paid a monthly fee, so that we can continue to monitor your development. And that monthly fee will last for the rest of your life.’

	This sounded to good to be true. What was that saying? If it sounds to good to be true, it probably is. That was probably wise advice. But right now, I had another phrase going round my head: if it sounds too good to be true, do it!

 ‘What’s the upfront fee?’ I said. ‘Don’t want to be pushy, it’s just that I need to make sure I’ve got my rent covered for the month.’

	‘Oh no, I completely understand. Of course you need to know how much you’re getting paid. The upfront fee is $100,000. And then if you make it through, we’ll pay you $1,800 per month, for the rest of your life.’

	I thought I’d misheard. A hundred grand? For one days work? Paid upfront? For a procedure that should be totally safe, that just involved me drinking some kinda potion? I was not going to have to worry about my rent for quite some time! And I could even get a few things for myself. My heart was beating faster. I was smiling like a lunatic, and I must have sounded like it, too. I thought back to the commercial, the guy with the stacks of cash. That was gonna be me, in real life.

	‘So what do you think?’ she asked. ‘Are you tempted?’

	‘Just tell me where and when, and I’ll be there.’

∞ ∞ ∞

Two days later, I was outside the offices of Double Ex, looking at my phone screen to make sure this was the right place. I was in the financial district of town - a part of the city I never really came to. It was mostly people in expensive looking suits, carrying briefcases and the like. 

	I’d spent the last couple days nervous, sitting around my apartment. I basically tried to find out as much as I could about Double Ex from the internet. I was surprised to discover that there really wasn’t much on there at all. Their homepage was slick looking enough, but there was scant information about the actual company. It was just mainly a photo gallery of the doctors and scientists who work for the company. They all looked very healthy and pretty. They were all women, which I guess shouldn’t be something to remark about, but for some reason I noticed it. It did a quick flick through and quickly found Kat. She was totally gorgeous - like a supermodel - ridiculously high cheekbones, sculpted features, like a statue from antiquity. She had bright green eyes, of a color I’d never seen in eyes before - it was like looking at bright spring leaves. Wow. Way out of my league, of course.

	Honestly though, I’d say that she was way out of the league of basically every man in the universe. Because the truth is that women are just overall more beautiful than men, aren’t they? If an alien came down to our planet and wanted to see the best looking human on the surface of the earth, you can bet that we’d offer a woman. The curves, the softness, the vibrancy of a good-looking woman were just things that you couldn’t feel in the male contingent of our species.

	When I hadn’t been fantasizing about the female scientists working at Double Ex, I’d been working through a kind of homework sheet Kat had given me. It was a list of bizarre stuff that I had to do before turning up at the company. Most of it was innocuous enough, stuff like, ‘Eat three meals a day,’ and ‘Drink at least two liters of water each day.’ It started to make me worry about what exactly I was getting myself into. I sometimes wondered whether if I’d been listening more seriously to what Kat had been saying, I’d know what the serum was meant to do. Never mind. 

	Even more strangely, I’d been given a weird list of things I wasn’t permitted to eat before the experiment by Kat - kinda random things like, apples, turkey and provolone cheese. I googled the list to see if there was any link between them, and there didn’t seem to be. I did what I was told though - it wasn’t like I had a particularly burning desire for a turkey, provolone and apple sandwich or anything. 

	The last, possibly weirdest thing that I was meant to do, according to the instructions that Kat had sent me was something I’d never had expected. But it was there in black and white: 

∞ ∞ ∞

 Under no circumstances must any potential test subject ejaculate for 48 hours before the serum infusion. Subjects will be tested on arrival, and if we detect that this rule has been ignored, the subject will be turned away, and no payment will be made under any circumstances.

∞ ∞ ∞

 I could not for the life of me imagine why on earth I was meant to not jerk off or have sex, but whatever, for a hundred grand, I could refrain for a couple days. 

	And I managed, thank goodness.

	Now that I was actually in front of the Double Ex office, I wasn’t too sure that I was in the right place - I mean, it was a very large, imposing building, taking up the top half of a massive high-rise. I was struggling to understand why I’d never heard of this company before. They were in the same part of town as other, much better-known, multi-national corporations. I didn’t even recognize the logo, either, which seemed to be some kind of DNA thing, like a pink double helix, wrapped around itself. Were these guys something to do with genetic modification? Was I about to get genetically modified?

	That familiar medical anxiety started to wash over me - I was expecting to smell the old, familiar smells, and see the sights of people in medical scrubs, facemasks on, scalpels in their hands and my heart started to pound and pound in my chest as though I was a kid again, waiting for my surgery, scared and trembling. Was I really going to be able to go through with this? Subject myself to a weird procedure? I thought about my home, the rent I needed to make, and all of the opportunities that the money was going to give me and I stepped forward, up the steps, into the unknown.

	I walked through the large revolving door and arrived in a large waiting area. There was a desk, with a receptionist sitting behind, and in the middle of the waiting area was  giant sculpture of a woman - cut from glass, or something that looked just like it, this was one of the largest sculptures I’d ever seen inside a building. The woman’s body was pretty darn curvy, with full breasts and a pert, glassy behind. She was stood in a triumphant pose, reaching up to the sky, with a smile carved into her delicate face. Around the sculpture were chairs, arranged in concentric rings, all facing the center. A few men sat in the chairs, respectfully spaced out - giving each other plenty of room. I couldn’t see that the men had anything in common - other than their gender, of course - some were overweight, some were skinny, there were older guys, and a couple of very young guys - like me - who barely looked as though they were out of their teens. I was busy being impressed with the statue when there was a gentle but insistent cough from the receptionist. She was looking straight at me.

	I acknowledged her look and made my way over to the desk. Soft, almost tuneless music reverberated around the atrium. It meant I could talk to the receptionist without worrying about the conversation carrying.

	‘Good morning,’ she said. This receptionist - holy crap she was gorgeous. She had one of those faces that could just stop you in your tracks. Tanned skin, big brown eyes, delicate brows and a smile that could stop your heart. Her hair was cut in a short, friendly bob, and she had a small silver nose ring that I personally found to be incredibly cute. I decided that the best policy here though was one of quiet professionalism, rather than flirtatiousness.

	‘Good morning,’ I replied. I gave her a smile.

	‘Welcome to Double Ex, how can I help you today?’

	‘I’m here to see Kat. I’m going to be doing some medical trials, I think.’

	‘That’s great - which serum are you here to try?’

	Oh crap. I had absolutely no idea - had Kat told me while I’d been on the phone? I wracked my brains, desperately thinking back, trying my best to remember anything she’d told me. Morphology? Alterations? I had no idea.

	‘Um,’ I said, ‘I don’t really know. I can’t remember.’

	‘Not to worry,’ she replied calmly, not even a trace of annoyance in her voice. ‘I can find your name on this list here, I’m sure. It was just a little shortcut for me.’ Then she flashed me that incredible smile. ‘Serves me right for trying to cut corners, huh?’

	I didn’t really know what to say, and I was so entranced by her looks that I just kinda stood there like a potato, staring at the pretty lady.

	‘So, can I take your name please?’ she said. Of course she needed my name - if I was in any way mentally aware, I would have picked up on that.

	‘Sorry, of course,’ I stammered, ‘it’s Connor Stevens.’

	She flicked through a few screens on her computer. When she presumably found my information, I noticed for just a moment that her right eyebrow flexed almost imperceptibly. Was it surprise? Anxiety? Confusion? 

	‘Ah, Mr. Stevens. That’s interesting. You’re on the newest version of our longest running clinical trial. It’s the Frauform serum, in case you’re wondering.’

	Frauform. I hadn’t heard of it, of course - but for some reason I’d been expecting her to say Ibuprofen or Tylenol or something. I felt pretty sure that Kat hadn’t mentioned the name to me. I wondered why. Then a thought crossed my mind - had she not tole me so that I couldn’t google it? That seemed a little weird to me, almost like I’d concocted some kind of conspiracy in my head. It had to be nonsense - surely Kat had just overlooked the name of the drug by accident. I said Frauform over a few times in my mind. It had a funny, tickly feeling.

	‘OK.’ I said. ‘Sounds good.’

	‘I just have a couple forms for you to fill in, to corroborate the evidence that you gave to Kat, and then she’ll be down to take you through.’

	She smiled, her eyes making pretty brown crescents and her lips moistly parting. She handed me a couple forms and a smart-looking pen, and then I walked over to a seat and started to fill in the sheets of paper. It was mostly stuff that I’d already been over with Kat on the phone and had filled in over the email dialogue we’d had. Most of it was pretty innocuous - things like height and weight. But there were a few things that I was sure I hadn’t had to answer before. Sexuality was one of them. I just put straight. I’d never had any experiences with other guys, although I have to admit to having fantasized about it a couple times in the past.  

	Also, there was a box to fill in which listed ‘Days since ejaculation’ which seemed pretty weird, but also, based on the warning I’d read the other day, seemed to make a kind of twisted sense. I also entered my bank details - my heart pounding as I did so - I guess that they did actually plant to pay me. This could be the day on which my whole life changed, I found myself thinking. Everything could be different from now on. I filled in the whole thing to the best of my ability, and as I was finishing the final section, I heard a familiar voice sound out from across the atrium.

	‘Connor?’ It was Kat - I recognized her from the phone.

	I looked up towards the voice and saw Kat heading towards me. She was wearing a long white lab coat, and carried a large clipboard with her. I found my eyes tracing there way up her body - from her ankles, to her forehead. I was surprised, pleasantly, to see that she, also, was extremely good looking. Sheesh, what were they feeding the staff in this place?

	I replied. ‘Hi Kat.’ I got up from the seat and gave her hand a shake. Man, she was really very tall indeed, almost six foot, if not six foot tall. ‘It’s nice to meet you.’ I said. Her hand was warm and smooth and dry - it was a remarkably pleasant handshake.

	‘Have you finished with your forms?’ She asked. I nodded and passed them to her. ‘Thank you,’ she said. Then, with a smile, ‘I’ve heard a lot about you from Maisy. And you seem to fit the description she gave me perfectly.’  

	Hmm, I wondered what Maisy might have said. I mean, it wasn’t like her and I knew each other particularly well before I’d gotten fired. We hadn’t ever spent much time together. ‘I hope it’s all good things that you heard,’ I said.

	‘Oh absolutely,’ she replied, looking me up and down. Was that a dirty look? It was hard to tell. She had an almost unreadable expression on that beautiful face. She was a natural beauty - I could tell that she wasn’t wearing any makeup, and it made the gentle lines of her features even more striking. Big, azure blue eyes. A straight, strong nose, almost like one you might see on a statue from ancient Greece. For a moment I wondered if she was Greek, or Mediterranean. Maybe Kat was short for Katerina? ‘Well,’ she said, ‘follow me through. You’re the only person who’s on the Frauform today. In fact, you’re the first test subject for the new serum.’ She must have noticed a look of mild worry on my face, because she said, ‘Oh don’t worry - that’s a good thing. That means that we’ve ironed out all the issues in the old versions of the formula. It means it’s the safest, most potent version of the Frauform we’ve ever tested.’

	The flutters in my tummy went away - I was reassured, for now at least.

	Kat led the way, towards a door that was marked, Serum Test Wing. As she pushed the large, heavy-looking door open, a waft of aroma hit me - it was that typical hospital scent that I dreaded so much: detergent, disinfectant, stuffiness. I knew that in fact it was a good sign, that they must keep the facility clean, but it didn’t help my nerves to think that way at all.

	‘Kat, there’s just one thing that bothers me.’ I said as we passed through into a long, white corridor. ‘What exactly does the serum that you’re testing on me do?’

	‘Oh,’ she replied enigmatically, ‘you’ll find out soon enough.’

 

We must have been walking for around five minutes or so. This place was freaking huge. We passed countless rooms and branching corridors, went through stairwells and elevator hubs. If I hadn’t had Kat with me, there’s no doubt that I would have been lost in no time at all. When I could, I peeked through the window frames that most of the rooms had we walked past. In almost all of them, I saw beautiful women, sitting on chairs or lying on reclining seats, smiling. It was really strange, and I have to admit that my nerves weren’t getting any better at all. I became hyper-aware of my heartbeat - a slow, insistent pulse in my chest, and I felt like it was driving me mad.

	‘Are you OK, Connor?’ Kat had a concerned look on her face.

	‘I’m fine,’ I said, but there was a tell-tale tremor in my voice. It was obvious that I was not OK.

	She stopped and laid a hand on my shoulder. ‘You feeling nervous?’ she asked, with a sincere, tender tone of voice. I couldn’t help but look at those beautiful blue eyes. They were so intensely blue, that it almost looked as though she was wearing fake lenses. But the more I looked, the more sure I was: that was her real eye color.

	‘Is it that obvious?’ I asked, letting out a huge sigh.

	‘It’s not super obvious,’ she said, ‘but you’ve got to know it is super common. Most people who go through this suffer from nerves to some degree or other. It’s completely normal. If you like,’ she gave me a cheeky look, ‘I can give you a little something for your nerves when we get in. A proprietary mix of chems and herbs that will really take the edge of.’ She gave my shoulder a squeeze. ‘Satisfaction guaranteed.’

	‘That sounds good.’ I’d never taken anything for my nerves before, but I think I would if there was something that was easily available and that worked. 

	We only walked for a couple more minutes until we arrived at a doorway that looked just the same as all the others we’d passed. The only difference, was that there was no window in this door. No one was going to be looking in on me while I was undergoing the treatment.

	She pushed open the door. It was more like a fancy hotel room, rather than a hospital ward. It was beautifully decorated, with simple pale blue walls, and expensive-looking, horizontal wooden blinds. Very swish. There was a hospital bed in the center of the room, but it was well-disguised, though. The hydraulics and the mechanical parts of the bed which allowed it to be lifted and dropped, tilted and rotated. For the most part, it just looked like an incredibly comfortable queen-sized bed.

	Next to the bed, of course, was a bedside table. Quite modern looking, chunky, light-colored wood. There were flowers on the table, and a bunch of fruit in a bowl right next to the blooms. A beautiful Oriental screen stood at the room’s edge - the kind of thing that pretty ladies used to get changed behind in times past. There was plenty of natural light, some tasteful decorations. All in all, it was a nice space. I mean, sure, there was a massive machine in the corner of the room - but apart from that is was pretty nice. 

	The machine itself was actually about the height of a human. It was covered in (what I presumed were) diagnostic screens, a bunch of buttons and switches and toggles. The whole thing was pretty unnerving to me - the idea of being hooked up to something like this was a kind of nightmare to me. Just keep thinking about the money, I repeated in my head. Anything was worth putting up with, so long as I got the pay that was due to me.

	‘This is your room. Any time you’re alone and need a doctor or nurse or anything really, you can just reach out from bed and press this button.’ She pointed over to a little nub I’d missed on the bedside table.

	‘Pretty nice room,’ I said, my voice still slightly shaky.

	‘Oh you poor man,’ she said, ‘let’s get you rested and ready, and then I can give you a little something for your nerves.’

	‘Sounds good.’ 

	‘And after that, I’ll run a quick diagnostic test, and then infuse you with the serum.’ She motioned towards the silky screen standing at the side of the room. ‘If you wouldn’t mind just taking your clothes off and slipping into the bed, you can do it behind that screen.’

	‘I need to take all of my clothes off?’ 

	‘Don’t worry,’ she said, ‘I’m a professional. It’ll be nothing I haven’t seen before. It’s crucial for the diagnostic test, you see.’

	It struck me that even if I got undressed behind the screen, Kat was still going to see me nakedly shuffle across the room. She was a professional though, like she said. This was just her job - what she did for a living. There was no reason to feel embarrassed. So I made my way over to the screen, and started to slip out of my clothes. I chatted to Kat as I did it, so that I felt a tiny bit less awkward.

	‘So how long have you been working here?’ I asked, trying to make small talk as I unbuttoned my shirt.

	‘Not so long,’ she said, ‘I actually joined the company after I was the subject of one of the clinical trials here.

	‘That’s interesting,’ I said, slipping my shirt off. ‘Which trial were you on?’

	‘I was actually on the same drug that you’re testing today. Frauform.’

	So she’d made it through the trial at least. ‘Did it work for you?’ I dropped my pants to the ground.	

	‘It actually did.’

	So she must be on a crazy amount of money now. I tugged my boxer shorts down, revealing my groin. How weird to be so vulnerable in front of a stranger I barely knew. I felt lucky that I’d at least managed to keep in pretty good shape. My body was in good condition - I hit the gym at least four times a week, and I made sure that I ate well. I was even pretty proud of my dick, too - it was a little longer than average, and much thicker. I’d had women gasp as I penetrated them for the first time, and that felt pretty damn good to me.

	When I was totally nude, I covered my manhood behind my hands, and stepped out from behind the screen. I needn’t have worried - Kat was busy adjusting a few cranks and levers on the machine in the corner of the room - it beeped and whirred as she moved a few of the various knobs. Seeing she was turned around, I moved my hands away from my crotch, and walked over to the bed.

	‘Ah, you’re ready,’ she said. She was looking right at me. Her eyes, though, were laser-focused onto my face - they didn’t even flicker down to the rest of my body for a moment. The consummate professional. ‘If you could just lie on top of the bed for me, that would be perfect.’

	She just wanted me to lie on top of the sheets - totally naked? I’d be completely on display. I at least would have expected her to give me some kind of surgical smock or something. I was gonna feel so vulnerable. Just remember the money, Connor, I thought to myself. I just tried to act as though I wasn’t in the slightest bit bothered about what was going on - so I just jumped up on top of the bed, ass to sheet, and lay down. I didn’t part my legs, but I kind of felt like I should, just to teach her a lesson.

	She came up to me with what looked like a little needle.

	‘OK, so first of all, I’m going to but a cannula in your hand. I’ll put some numbing gel on first.’ She squeezed a little paste out of a tube, and rubbed it rhytmically into the back of my hand. As she moved me, my cock kinda jiggled against my body. I was watching her eyes like a hawk and I saw them flick down to my member for just the briefest moment - away from the numbing gel as she rubbed it in.

	‘Can you feel that at all?’ she said. She poked the back of my hand and sure enough, I didn’t feel a thing, just a vague pressure, almost nothing at all. 

	I shook my head, ‘Nope, feels pretty numb.’

	‘Great,’ she said, and she quickly inserted the tube into the vein of my hand. I didn’t really feel a thing, just watched with a grim acceptance. I didn’t particularly like needles, but I knew that the sooner this was done, the sooner I’d be having whatever it was that was gonna help with my nerves. Kat worked quickly, bringing a colorless tube from the machine in the corner, and slipping it over the tube in the back of my hand. Just like plumbing, I thought to myself. 

	I was lucky that the room was very warm indeed, because I was very comfortable just sitting on the top of the bedsheets.

	‘OK, so I’m just going to start you on the relaxing solution, Connor. It won’t take too long for the effects to start, and you’ll most likely feel as though you’ve just had a rather large gin and tonic.’	

	As she was speaking, I could feel this trickle of warm liquid enter the vein on my hand. It was a bizarre feeling, knowing that there was a drug flowing into my blood system, making its way slowly but surely into my heart, and then up, into my brain. I felt the effects almost instantly. The nerves, the stress, the tension, all simply drifted away. The other effects of the drug, whatever it was, were a little strange. I mean, I guess it did feel slightly as though I was having a drink, but it was a much more complex sensation than just the effects of booze. It was like a mild, whole-body buzz, like all my muscles felt supple and warm, like I could feel this gentle vibration, convincing my body and mind that all was well. I closed my eyes for a moment and enjoyed the sensation.

	‘How’s that,’ Kat asked, standing to my right. I opened my eyes and looked at her. I felt as though I was experiencing mild visual hallucinations. Her face was kinda wavy and odd, her eyes were shining in her face, as though they were giving off this soft glow.

	‘Feels nice,’ I said - my voice was slow and deep, as though it was swimming its way up from the depths of a strange dream. 

	She giggled. ‘I’m glad you’re enjoying it. I remember it very fondly from my treatment. Now, it’s time for me to perform the diagnostic check. It’s a simple test really, and luckily you’re completely ready for it.’ She motioned down toward my crotch. What the heck? My cock was hard. I hadn’t even noticed because of the drugs she’d given me. I wasn’t exactly embarrassed - it was as though I was temporarily immune from shame and anxiety. But I still knew it was inappropriate, so I apologized to Kat. 

	‘I’m sorry,’ I said, my voice still hazy. 

	‘No, don’t worry. It’s a happy side-effect of the relaxation tonic. And it’s particularly helpful for the next part of the day.’ She put her clipboard down on the bedside table, then she walked up to the bed. She fiddled with something underneath it, and then pulled something out - it looked like a thick, leather strap. ‘Would you mind holding your arm out for me?’

	I did as she asked, moving my right arm toward her. As I shifted, my thick, hard cock bobbed in the air.

	‘Thank you.’ She took my arm and wrapped the leather strap around it, before firmly locking me in. I experimentally moved my arm, but it was very firmly strapped down.

	‘How come you’re strapping me down?’ I asked in my new, dreamy voice.

	She moved round and secured my left arm, pulling another similar strap out and wrapping it round my wrist.

	‘Because I’m going to perform quite an advance, complex procedure on you, and I don’t want you shifting out of position. It’s crucial that this is handled as carefully as possible. Left leg please.’ She said, holding her hand out, waiting for me to give her my left leg. I thoughtlessly obliged. It was almost like I didn’t have any say in the matter. This was kinda like what I expected hypnotism to feel like. ‘We can’t have you trying to touch me while I’m collecting from you,’ she said, walking around the bed until she was finally right next to my right leg. I lifted it up for her without her even having to ask. What had she meant by, while I’m collecting from you?

	When I was fully strapped in, she stepped back from the bed.

	‘How does that all feel?’ she asked. ‘Give your restraints a quick flex, I want to make sure that they’re not uncomfortable in any way. But they need to be tight enough, too.’

	I tried moving my hands and legs, with no luck. ‘They seem fine,’ I said. My cock was still hardening. It felt almost as though it was too full, too hard. Like I was desperate to touch it, to get some release. Looking at Kat was making it worse, too - she looked so beautiful, standing over me. I wondered whether she got any kind of kinky satisfaction from having me totally in her power like this. Unlikely, I thought, she’s just a total professional.

	‘Excellent,’ she said. ‘Well - I better begin.’ That’s when things went from weird, to seriously fucked-up.

∞ ∞ ∞

She reached up to the top of her lab coat, and began to undo the buttons, one by one.

	‘The first part of the procedure today, is the harvesting of your sperm.’ As she undid the first button, the lab coat opened just slightly, and I saw her smooth, tanned flesh beneath it. I felt like a rabbit in the headlights, unable to speak or move, confused by what was going on, but totally entranced. ‘It shouldn’t take too long,’ she said, ‘if I perform the procedure correctly.’ She kept undoing her buttons, slowly revealing more of her body.2 

	I hadn’t really noticed quite how full her breasts were - they’d been hidden under her white lab coat before - but as her coat fell apart at the center, I could see the soft curve of her tits, forming a deep cleavage at the center of her chest. My cock was going totally wild now, straining and surging upward.

	Kat looked down at me, and gave me a sympathetic smile.

	‘I can see that you’re ready for the procedure to begin,’ she said. She stepped forward and lightly touched the smooth tip of my penis, causing darts of pleasure to shoot around my body. She pulled back. ‘Mmmm, you’re so warm.’ She pulled her lab coat down, and let it drop to the floor in a heap. ‘You see, something special happens to the sperm when a man is extremely aroused.’ She was completely naked underneath the coat. I looked here body up and down - it had been a while since I’d been this close to a naked woman, and I don’t think I’d ever been this close to someone with as perfect a body as Kat. I was practically salivating as she walked over to the machine in the corner of the room. Her back, her ass, the backs of her legs - a mind-blowing physique.

	She leaned over, and I could see her pussy peep out at me between her legs, the soft pink of her wet lips, tiny licks of hair around it. I was practically ready to bust a nut right now. She slowly straightened up, and she was holding a bottle of something - a colorless liquid. She turned round.

	‘The sperm of a really horny guy become quick and powerful, just what we need for a swift, fresh, full DNA analysis. To begin with, we didn’t realize that it was important to individually tailor the Frauform serum to each potential subject. We were flailing around, unable to understand why the serum wasn’t working - why the hit rate was so low.’ She held the bottle of fluid up above her chest, and then started to drizzle it down onto her body, thin threads of viscous gel, leaving a glistening trail across her skin. ‘That’s when it hit us, we needed to allow the Frauform to interface with the subject’s DNA, in it’s purist form. So we redesigned it. It took years, our best scientists, working hard to design a molecule which would interact with the spermatozoa.’ She squeezed harder, pressing more of the gel out of the bottle, until her chest was coated in the stuff. Then, she started to rub the gel into her skin, coating her breasts. She traced her fingers around the edge of her nipples, making them stand to attention, hard and perky and beautiful. ‘So now, we harvest the sperm, mix it with the serum and then voila, we have a Frauform that is almost guaranteed to work.’

	She stepped forward, and stood over me. I tried the restraints again. I was desperate to touch her body, to slide my hands over those perfect tits. But there was no way I could do it. She’d strapped me in way too tightly. She stood at the end of the bed. ‘You can never have too much lube,’ she said, with a smile on her face, before she up-ended the bottle, and started to slowly drizzle the lube onto my cock - a thin stream landed onto the tip of my dick, before oozing down my shaft. Just the touch of it was enough to make me tremble with desire.

	‘I just need to make sure that it’s well coated,’ she said. She licked her lips, then leaned in - the sight in front of me was insane: the curves of her body, her breasts, pushed together by her arms, those bright blues eyes looking at me with unmistakable lust. She gripped the shaft of my cock with her right hand, gently massaging the lube into the surface of my organ. The lube itself felt incredible - it was as though my skin had been covered with liquid silk, and the light brushes of her skin against mine felt amazing. ‘Just don’t give up your seed too soon,’ she said, ‘the longer you wait, the longer you hold in, the more incredible the results of the serum. If you can stand this,’ she said, starting to gently move her hand up and down my cock, ‘you’ll reap the benefits later.’ 

	‘What happens if I cum?’ I say, swallowing hard, struggling against my arousal. ‘How will you collect it? What if I spray it on the floor?’ 

	‘Don’t worry,’ she said, shuffling her fingers gently over my cock, as though she was milking it, ‘wherever it lands, I can swab it up.’ Then she gave me a filthy look. ‘But what I’d like the most is if you could cum all over my tits for me. Or all over my face.’

	I let out a soft groan at the thought of what she was suggesting. I felt this hazy, dreamy feeling come over me, as though I was being carried away on some soft cloud of pleasure, being lifted up and away by her expert caresses.

	‘You’re good at this,’ I whispered.

	‘I’ve had a lot of practice,’ she said, and she started tickling my balls as she milked my cock, causing me to shake and tremble. Her body looked so beautiful in the soft light, shadows from the blinds casting horizontal patterns across her flesh. She leaned in closer, and let her breasts dangle down over my dick, until the soft flesh of her underboob was just grazing the top of my dick. Then, with painful slowness, she lowered herself down onto my cock, slipping it between her slick mounds. She pressed them together hard with her hands, pushing the flesh onto mine. The tip of my cock slipped out, and as she started to raise and lower her torso, I felt the most intense pleasure of my life.

	‘Fuck,’ I said, barely able to contain myself.

	‘I’ve been looking forward to this,’ she said, ‘it’s just a nice perk of the job. I take it very seriously.’ She bent in and gave my cock a tender kiss with her plump red lips. ‘I wish I could swallow that nice thick cock up,’ she continued, ‘but I can’t have you cumming in my hot mouth, because I’d have to guzzle it all down, and then the whole experiment would be a failure.’ She pumped my cock with her wet tits, and I could already feel the orgasm building - somewhere beneath the root of my dick, deep within my body. ‘I love the taste of cum,’ she said, ‘ever since I tried the Frauform, I’ve been insatiable. It’s part of the process, you see - it unlocks something deep down inside you, changes you forever.’ She kissed my cock again, this time, her tongue played for a moment over the glistening tip of my manhood. ‘I wish we could fuck,’ she said, ‘because my pussy is seeping right now. I wish you could feel it, wish you could know how tight I am for you, how hot and wet and ready for your meat.’

	I was close, so fucking close. I felt it building and building within me.

	‘I think I’m gunna … ’ I said, whispering in a strangled voice.

	‘You can do it, if you like,’ you can cum on my face. That way, I can even taste a little bit, just something special for me. Would you do it, please?’

	She gave me dick one more squeeze, and lowered her face so that the end of my cock was pointed straight at her. She licked the tip and then, unable to stop it, I groaned as a stream of thick, hot cum sprayed from my cock, all over her face. The force of the orgasm was unbelievable - it felt as though it had been enhanced by the drug, and it just kept pumping and pumping, coating Kat’s gorgeous face with my spunk. She smiled and kept her eyes closed as the cum hit her over and over, and then her tongue peeped out from her mouth, as she allowed herself just the smallest lick of the seed.

	‘Good boy,’ she said, ‘you’ve done very, very well.’ 

	She quickly moved away from my dick, which somehow was still hard and thick, straining upward. She took a thin white swab from the machine and ran it across her skin, picking up as much of the spunk as she could. Then she put the swab into a little plastic pot, kinda like the sort you get prescriptions in, and screwed on its top. ‘This won’t take too long,’ she said.

	She pressed a button on the front of the machine and a small panel slipped up, revealing a tube of glowing pink liquid int he machine’s innards. ‘This is the Frauform,’ she said, ‘incredibly powerful stuff.’ She turned round so that she was looking at me. She looking amazing, her full, ripe body glistening, covered in the oil, her face, still liberally coated with my cum. ‘It’s really the only non-surgical, full gender alteration serum in the world.’

	Gender alteration? She was going to change my gender? I was about to say something, but she carried on talking, quietening me.

	‘I’m sorry that we’ve kept it a little unclear up til now. I know that it may come as a little shock - but I did try to give you some little clues along the way, talking about morphological changes, things like that, but I didn’t want to give it all away.’

	‘You’re going to change my gender? You’re going to turn me into a woman? You can’t do that!’ It wasn’t that I even felt that bothered by the idea, I just felt as though I should be bothered - does that make sense? I didn’t want Kat to know that I was actually quite into the idea, especially for money. Right now, with how comfortable and dreamy I felt on the bed, I would have agreed to just about anything.

	‘We’re going to change your gender,’ she said, nodding, ‘just like I changed mine. Just like Maisy changed her a couple years ago. Up until now, we’ve been the lucky ones, but this test, on you, is the start of a whole new world of opportunity for our company, and for humanity.’

	She placed the jar with the swab of my semen down onto a shelf of the machine. Then, she took the bright pink Frauform and poured it gently into the swab cup. She swirled the cup around, letting the glowing pink serum mingle with my spunk. Before my eyes, I watched the liquid change color. First it got a little duller, stopped glowing, and then, a glistening white core of particles started to rotate in the center of the pink, until the whole mass was changed to a silvery, bright hue. 

	‘Looks like it’s ready!’ Kat seemed extremely excited by the development in the serum. Questions pulsed through my mind. I tried to voice some of them, but found my voice was stuttery and strange.

	‘Is is safe? Is it permanent? What does it feel like? Does it hurt?’

	Kat smiled and laughed - a pretty, musical sound, that sounded like a piano to my drug-addled mind. ‘Oh darling,’ she said, ‘it’s not permanent, we can reverse it if you really want us to, although let me tell you, I find the chance of your wanting that to be very unlikely. It most certainly does not hurt in the slightest. It’s a wonderful feeling - you’ll feel as though your senses are being awoken, like you’re finally waking up from a dream.’ She moved the now-silvery fluid to the saline drip that was attached to my wrist. ‘You’re going to love it, trust me.’ 

	My phone buzzed, all of a sudden. Kat looked over to it, and said, ‘Excellent, that’s the money going into your bank account - sorry for checking your phone for you, it’s just that you don’t seem to be able to check it right now!’

	The money was in my account already? That meant that I was effectively rich. I could go to whichever restaurant I wanted - I could go on holiday - buy a car, whatever. But I was here, tied up, unable to access my cash, about to be experimented on like a rat in a lab. What could I do? It seemed as though my only option was to relax and let whatever was about to happen, happen.

	‘So - are you ready?’ she asked. She drew the serum up into a needle-less syringe. It really did look beautiful in that small plastic cylinder. Was it possible that just one dose of such a tiny amount of liquid could totally change my gender? The idea that something like this could exist was just crazy - the implications for life on earth were unbelievable - I had a vivid daydream as she plugged the syringe of the drug into the top of the saline drip: a future in which men could shift their genders at will, able to truly live as women, truly understand what it meant to live in a woman’s body. I nodded.

	‘I’m ready.’ 

	‘Good,’ she said, ‘because I’ve already started the transfusion.’ I looked at the tube, leading from the drip, down into my hand. 

	I felt a fuzzy warmth again from the cannula, a pleasant feeling - then the strangest sensation: a smell, dancing around my nostrils, sweet, fresh cut grass, as clear as if I were mowing the lawn myself. Then, it was almost as if I could taste the lawn clippings, and by the time I’d almost gotten used to the taste, the sensation, it started to shift, until I was tasting honey, burnt sugar, toast and finally a burst of rose. I was about to say something to Kat. She was wiping herself down with a cloth, trying to wipe off the last of the lubricating oil, cleaning her face, too. But as I watched her, the room started almost to drip, as though colors were blending into each other.

	‘What … ’ I started to say.

	Kat raised a finger to her lips, shushing me, stopping me from saying another word. ‘Just lie back and enjoy the ride,’ she said, ‘because it’s the last thing you’re ever going to experience as a man.’ And with that, the room just disappeared. 

	For a moment, all I could see was bright white - no matter where I looked, everything was all the same. Suddenly, color bloomed back into my consciousness. It was as though someone had dragged a paintbrush, covered in thick paint, across the top of my field of view. Slowly, viscous streaks of color began to drip down the white space. Vivid greens, sky-blue, deep, russet brown. The colors  began to paint a beautiful pastoral scene and then, I felt as though I was in a clear meadow in the countryside somewhere. I looked down at my ankles and my wrists - the restraints that had held me in place just a moment or two ago had just gone. I flexed my muscles and gripped my wrist with my other hand. My skin felt warm and smooth.

	I was naked, standing in a meadow. It’s strange, I hadn’t felt embarrassed of my nudity when I’d been lying in front of a stranger while she rubbed her tits on my cock. But now, I was in some kind of dream meadow, clearly by myself, I felt a strange feeling of shame - like I should find something to cover up with. Things continued to change, trees sprouted from small inky stumps, shooting up greenly past my eyes. Soon, I was thickly surrounded by dark green fir trees, unable to see that far, due to all of the foliage. I decided to walk forward, because I didn’t know what else to do.

	I followed a kind of path, between the trees. It wound its way gently downhill - everything was so vivid - the sun up in the sky, peeping between the branches of the trees; the squelch of the mud between my toes; the fresh breeze, filling my lungs with fresh, clean air; the sound of small animals chirping and squeaking somewhere nearby. I kind of felt as though I was walking through a beautiful impressionistic painting, full of light and life and new experiences.

	At the end of the path through the trees was a clearing. Here, torrents of light cast the scene in beautiful detail: there was a gorgeous looking pond, or maybe even lake, in the middle of a circular cluster of the pine trees. The surface of the lake was crystal clear - like a clean, gleaming mirror. At the edge of the lake was a faun, a tiny deer that bent its head down to the clean water of the lake. It was a wonderful little creature, so gentle and cute. I watched its tongue as it slipped in and out of his mouth, lapping the water up.

	That’s when I noticed - the deer’s reflection was different - I mean, it was similar, it was still a deer - but this was no doe - it was a stag, clearly marked by its huge antlers, on each side of his head. When I looked up at the drinking dear, though, it was clearly a doe. What was going on? I walked towards the animal, somehow knowing that it wouldn’t spook the wonderful creature. As I approached, it looked at me, its soft eyes slowly blinking in the dappled light which came through distant trees. I held out my arm, trying to convey the fact that I meant it no harm.

	‘Hello beautiful,’ I said. The voice I heard sounded almost like mine, but there was a different quality to it - light and soft and slightly higher pitched than normal - it was ethereal and strange, like everything I was experiencing right now. The deer didn’t react to my voice, it bent down again and drank more of the cool water. I was amazed to watch a female deer with the reflection of a male deer. I walked closer to examine it in even more detail, but as I finally was next to the water, I was distracted by my own reflection.

	It was the reflection of a woman.

	I looked down at my body - it was unquestionably the body of a man. I had hair on my chest, small, hard pectoral muscles, and down below, my dick hung between my legs. But in the pool …

	A soft, generous, curvaceous body, lean but firm and beautiful. Long, blond hair. Striking green eyes. Large, pink lips. I bent down, eager to see more of the reflection, until I was down on my knees. Then, I reached out to the surface, desperate to somehow touch the body that was so close, yet so far away. When I touched the surface of the water, I was surprised to discover that it wasn’t cool, as I thought it would be - but slightly warm. I pushed my hand below the surface, and found that it was the most pleasant, relaxing feeling, as though my flesh was being rubbed by tiny, soft fingers. The woman’s face in the reflection smiled at me, and although I didn’t open her mouth, she did. 

	‘Wake up,’ she whispered, her voice as pleasant as a summer’s breeze. I leaned down and immersed myself in the water, my body carried away by the silvery stream, my thoughts quiet, and soft and content.

∞ ∞ ∞

I woke, gasping for breath, terrified of drowning, my heart pounding in my chest. I looked around, trying to work out where I was. The greenery and beauty of my walk through the forest was gone. I was back in the real world, a world of hard lines, concrete, beds and society. I let out a big yawn - it felt kinda like I’d woken up from a week long sleep. It took me a moment or two to realize that I was still at Double Ex. The bed was super soft, and now that I was actually underneath the covers, it felt pretty darn snug and cozy.

	I wriggled down under the covers - I’m sure there would be nothing wrong with just staying in bed a little longer. It wasn’t like anyone was going to disturb me or tell me off for sleeping in. Honestly I didn’t even know whether or not I was sleeping in. I had no idea what the time was. The blinds were down - there was a little light coming through the slats, but there was no real way to know whether or not it was morning, noon or night.

	I yawned again - maybe I was going to be able to get back to sleep after all. Unfortunately, there was a growing hunger in my tummy - it fast became a ravenous need for food. I remembered back to Kat showing me the call button, and I reached out my arm towards it before pressing the button. Huh, my arm looked a little different. Not massively - it was just like … were my veins slightly less large? Was my arm slightly slimmer? It was like I’d lost weight - but I’d already been pretty slim before. And the little hairs I’d always had on my arm - they seemed thinner, blonder, much less dark. Maybe it was just a trick of the light. Whatever was going on, it still looked like a man’s arm - there was no way that I’d been turned into a woman.

	Was there?

	Suddenly panicking, I jumped up, out of the bed - I was wearing a medical smock now, the kind of thing you might wear while waiting for surgery. I couldn’t remember anyone dressing me in the thing - I must have been out for the count, otherwise surely I would have been woken up. There was a long mirror on the opposite side of the room. I stared at myself in it, remembering the clean, cool water of the pool in my dream last night.

	It was still me. At least, mostly. 

	As I gazed at my face in the mirror, I felt sure that I knew what had happened. The serum hadn’t worked on me. I was gonna be stuck like this now: not fully male, not fully female. Overall, I guess you’d have to say I did look male. My face was still stubbly - in fact, my stubble was considerably longer than it had been before - but it was kind of patchy. My facial hair was wispy and thin, kinda like the hair on my arm had been - and it looked a much lighter shade of brown than it had been before. It was almost blond, but not quite. The hair on my head looked blonder, too. Is this kinda what I would have looked like if I had been born intersex? Kat had said that the serum interacted specifically with my DNA, so maybe it was.

	Still anxious to see more, I decided to slip off the smock, see what my body looked like beneath this outfit. It was hard to believe that just a few days ago, I’d been a normal man, selling vacuum cleaners to make a living. Now I was locked up in this medical facility, stuck between genders, feeling lost and alone.

	I undid the laces at the back of the green smock and slipped it off. My body looked very strange. It was markedly different to before. It was almost like the internal structure had been altered, shifted around gently. Like the fatty deposits had been moved around. My eyes slowly traced their way up and down, from my feet to the top of my head. Then I noticed my dick. Like I said, I’d always been proud of it - it was a good, solid cock. 

	But not any more. It had shrunk by a good couple inches. I took hold of it, trying to stretch it out. I mean, it still looked vaguely the same, even though my pubic hair was shorter, less bushy, less wiry than before. But it was definitely shorter. 

	‘Hello Connor.’

	I’d been so preoccupied with the changes in my body that I hadn’t even noticed my door click open. Kat was standing in the doorway with a tray in her hand. There was a sandwich or something on the tray. I remembered how hungry I was, and suddenly felt glad to see her. Then I realized that yet again, this doctor was looking down at my naked body.

	‘Sorry,’ I said, and caught myself. It was the voice from the dream. Not quite male, not quite female, but still definitely my voice. It was the strangest thing I’d ever experienced. I went to cover myself up with the smock.

	‘Oh don’t mind me,’ she said, ‘it’s nothing I haven’t seen before.’

	Then she had a good look at me.

	‘Although, there are some things going on here that I haven’t seen before. Have you started the change already?’

	What did she mean?

	‘I don’t know,’ I stammered. 

	‘Move your hand away from your genitals a moment.’ She said. 

	I did as I was asked. She put the sandwich down on my bedside table, and approached me. Then, she knelt down on the floor in front of me and held out her hand, before gently gripping my cock between a thumb and forefinger.

	‘This is incredible!’ she said, clearly excited. ‘Genital shrinkage, after just three days since the infusion!’ 

	Three days? I’d been asleep three days?

	‘Is that good?’ I said.

	‘Good? It’s astounding! Incredible! Unbelievable!’ She took her hand away and stood up, before calming herself a moment. ‘Connor, we have to get you out of this private room and get you into a dual room. We can’t have you by yourself while you’re awakening. It would be immensely beneficial to you to share the process with another of the subjects who are going through one of our gene therapies. It can be very psychologically grounding for the subjects.’

	She wanted me to be around other people? I mean, I guess I didn’t mind, but honestly, I’d prefer to go home - I needed to check in with my landlord, let him know that I could pay rent. Also, I just wanted to spend more of my money. I had no idea that this drug trial would require me to spend such a long time in the hospital.

	‘Kat, how long do you think it’s going to be before I’m allowed out of here?’

	‘Well,’ she said, ‘that entirely depends on how long your transformation takes. In your case, I don’t think it’s going to be too long.’

	I was about to reply, when something strange happened. At first, it was a kind of painful feeling, but it only lasted a second or two. I must have looked uncomfortable, because Kat gave me a rather concerned look.

	‘Is everything OK?’ she said.

	‘I think -’ I started, but I was stopped by a ripping warmth across my chest. I looked down at my pecs and was surprised and slightly horrified to see my flesh rippling and changing before my eyes. It seemed as though flesh was being sucked from my body and reorganized into my pectoral region. It didn’t technically feel unpleasant, but it was such a strange sensation that I could feel the panic rising in my gut.

	‘Don’t worry!’ Kat patted my shoulder, ‘Even though it’s happening way faster and more forcefully than I’ve ever seen, this is all a normal part of the gender swap process. Your body is responding to the new hormones which have been produced by the gene altering process we’ve put you through. It’s starting to deposit fat in the correct, female areas of the body. Namely the chest, and the behind.’

	That’s when I felt a tug at my bottom. I turned around and looked down. My buttocks shifted up and out - like someone had grabbed hold of a load of modeling clay and was pinching it hard between their thumb and forefinger. It felt bizarre - like nothing else I’d ever been through. I turned to look at my backside in the full length mirror, marvelling at the bizarre change my body was going through. Then, almost as soon as it had started, it was over. I now had little lumpy breasts - not huge, but beautifully round, and my butt was more feminine, like a peach rising up into ripeness.

	‘You’re looking good,’ said Kat. I didn’t quite agree - it was unsettling to still see traces of chest hair across a pair of fledgling breasts - to still see stubble and a cock on a body that was beginning to seem increasingly feminine. ‘Honestly,’ she continued, sensing my uncertainty. ‘I can tell that you’re going to be magnificent when the change is complete.’

	I found it hard to believe. I still just looked as though I was trapped between the genders, as I’d felt before. 

	‘I know what will help to convince you!’ she said with gusto, ‘A change of outfit. Quick, do up that ridiculous smock and come with me.’

 

We walked together deeper into the facility. At least it felt as though we were going deeper - there was no real way to know. The corridors looked the same, but I seemed to be seeing more and more subjects, being walked along with their attending doctors. I recognized them as subjects because they were either extremely beautiful women, or men in the process of transformation.

	‘What we’ll do, after we’ve picked you out a new outfit, is find you an appropriate room mate to stay with until you’ve completely changed.’

	‘Why is it that I need to stay with a room mate?’ I asked.

	‘Well,’ she replied, ‘it’s the easiest way for us to judge just how much more of a transformation you need to go through. You see, once you’re ready, certain things will begin to happen, certain biological urges will begin to display themselves. And once that happens, we’ll know that you’re ready to be released back to your old life.’

	I almost snorted with laughter at the thought of going back to my old life. What would my friends think? Heck, what would my family think? If I were to ring up my mom and say, ‘I know that I’ve literally never given you any indication that this might happen, but I’ve transitioned and I’m now a woman.’ I don’t think my fundamentalist Christian, super-conservative mother would be particularly impressed. I doubt she’d even believe me. 

	We walked for quite a while, until we eventually reached a stairwell. 

	‘We’ve got to walk up a couple stairs I’m afraid - the elevator is out. Honestly, a multi-trillion dollar company and we can’t even get the elevators working with any kind of degree of reliability.’

	Multi-trillion dollar? Why hadn’t I heard anything about Double Ex before?

	We walked up the stairs together. It was hard to believe that just a few days ago, Kat had been all over me, sexually. I thought back to the experience. At the time it had been one of the most deeply erotic experiences of my life. But now, when I looked back on it, it didn’t really do anything for me. Bizarre. 

	‘So how long did it take for you?’ I said, breaking my silence.

	‘Me?’ Kat turned to look at me, ‘It took me months and months to fully transform. But of course, that was quite a few revisions ago. And the nurse who performed my procedure was nowhere near as proficient at the milking as I am.’ She gave me a mischievous wink. ‘The trick is, you have to be really into it. I was really into it. I feel so lucky to have been the last woman to make you cum, Connor.’ She took a few more steps. ‘Hmmm, we should really do something about that name, though, shouldn’t we?’ 

	I felt the familiar, strange warmth around my breast.

	‘They’re growing again,’ I whispered. This excited Kat no end.

	‘We’re going to have to choose something with plenty of room for you to grow into my dear? So what about your name? Can you think of anything that’s a little more fitting than Connor? Any female names that you’ve always liked? Maybe a name that your parents were going to call you if you’d been a girl?’

	I thought for a moment. It didn’t take me long. In fact, there had been a name that my parents were going to call me. Colette. I told her.

	‘Oh that’s a pretty name.’ She replied. ‘Sexy, too. French?’

	‘I guess so.’ I’d never really though about it.

	‘Anyway, here we are at the wardrobe.’ She gestured toward a large door in front of us. ‘Go ahead and open it up,’ she said.

	When I pushed open the door, I was stunned by the aroma that came from inside. It shouldn’t have been anything special, just the aroma of freshly washed and laundered clothes, but really it was like I’d stepped into a fresh spring meadow.

	‘It smells amazing!’ I said. I was overjoyed by the sensation, and couldn’t hold it in.

	‘Oh yes!’ said Kat, ‘I forgot about that - you’ll find that your senses start to really open up now. It’ll be like a whole new world becomes available to you. You’ve got to understand, women view the world in a very different way to men. I think it’s to do with emotion and reason. Men like to analyze the world, women like to experience the world. Of course, that’s an over-simplification, and everyone is different, but for me, certainly when I had my change, I started to smell, to taste, to feel so much stronger than I had when I was a man. If I were you, that’s the change I’d be most excited about. Seems like you’re just getting your first taste of that now.’

	If this was just a taste, I couldn’t wait to take a big, juicy bite.

	Inside the wardrobe room was, predictably, a whole bunch of wardrobes and chests of drawers, stuffed full of woman’s clothing. 

	‘I wonder what kind of style you’re going to have,’ said Kat. ‘It’s so exciting to see the birth of a new woman like this.’

	I walked over to the rows and rows of dresses and skirts, tops and shoes. I felt excited. How dumb is that? The sight of all these clothes was making my heart beat and my soul sing. Hmm, what would I choose. There were plenty of short skirts and revealing dresses. But I didn’t want something ordinary. I wanted something … colorful! I found a kind of, Spanish style dress. It was bright red, and frilled. I felt as though I could already feel it swishing and flowing next to my skin in the breeze. 

	‘Oh it’s perfect, Colette.’ Just hearing my new name made me feel giddy, almost intoxicated. ‘It’ll look wonderful on you. Why don’t you try it on? There’s a changing room just through that door - see how you look in it.’

	When I step through the door and see myself in the mirror, I’m surprised again. My shaped has shifted slightly - my body is more full. My breasts, because that is definitely what they are now, were pushing the medical smock out. I moved it to the side with my hand, and I was happy to see that the hair on my chest was now nothing more than little tufts of downy fluff. They almost looked … sexy. My stomach was now completely hairless - slim and taut and toned. 

	The hair on my head, however, was looking much, much longer. I touched it, moving the locks through the light, experimenting with it. It was definitely getting towards blond now, the chestnut undertone of my natural hair color was a distant memory.

	My cock had shrunk more. It now was only an inch or so long. I didn’t even want to look at it. I didn’t want it there any more - I couldn’t wait for a new organ to grow in its place. I wondered whether it was already happening, whether lips were somehow growing on the inside, or maybe below the skin. Thinking about it was weird, so I stopped and pulled on the bright red dress. 

	It was kinda tricky to get right - obviously it was the first time I’d ever worn one. Kat came over to me and helped me to get it straight on my body. 

	‘Fantastic!’ she said. When I looked at myself in the mirror, I could have almost convinced myself that I was a woman. The shape of my body, the length of my hair - everything. It was very, very convincing.

 	‘Now let’s get you some shoes.’ We chose a red pair together and I slipped them on. No one prepares you for how tricky it is to walk in high heels. Honestly, I felt like I was a tight-rope walker, swerving from side to side as though I was being blown by gale. They were so wobbly and strange. But with a little practice, and a lot of flights of stairs and corridor walking, I managed to get used to them. 

	‘Where are we going now?’ I asked.

	‘We’re going to meet your new room mate.’ And she smiled wider and deeper than I had yet seen her smile.

∞ ∞ ∞

‘We run a number of different programs in this hospital, as you well know,’ Kat swished her hips with glee. She consulted the clipboard that she’d been clutching this whole time. ‘Some of the serums we work on, like the one you’ve been so fortunate to tried on you today, are specially formulated to switch genders. Others are designed to enhance the specific qualities of each gender.’

	She took a keyring from her back pocket and counted off a number of keys from it, until she found the one we were looking for. We were standing in front of a broad double doorway that was labeled: Advanced Experiments.

	‘What do you mean, exactly, that they enhance qualities?’ My voice was even higher pitched now, even more womanly and soft.

	‘I mean, that you’re about to meet a man who has had his masculine qualities greatly emphasized. We’ve been infusing …’ she checked the clipboard, ‘Tucker … with male hormones and a special mixture of proprietary chemicals which have greatly enhanced his strength, lust, and carnal prowess.’

	‘So you’ve transformed him …’ 

	‘Into a fucking machine. And I mean that in the sense that he’s a machine, when it comes to fucking. If you see what I mean.’

	A fucking machine? Why on earth was I being put in a room with a man, who was good at fucking? It made me feel a little insecure. I know it’s kinda dumb, but when I’d been a man, I sort of felt like I was a fucking machine. Could it be that I was about to meet someone who was genetically enhanced so that he’d be the very best that masculinity had to offer?

	Kat pushed open the door and led me to another. Who had designed this place? It was like a maze.

	‘OK, he’s waiting in here. He’s a little intense, especially when you first meet him. God knows, the first time he met me, he was very, very intense.’ She looked up with a dreamy expression. ‘My first night with one of our specially enhanced males was very, very interesting.’ She let her hand rest for just a moment on the handle of the door. ‘Remember, he’ll be the one who decides when you’re ready to be re-introduced to society. It might be a good idea to give him whatever he wants, whenever he wants it.’

	And with that, she pushed the door open and ushered me in.

	It stank. It wasn’t exactly a bad smell, just extremely unusual. It was very pungent - kind of like the stink of rusting metal. It was salt and it was oil and it was the froth of the ocean. It was dark in the room, but I could see a bed, and I could see a low-lit lamp. I suddenly felt my heart beating fast. What was I getting myself into. Then, from the corner of the room, wreathed in shadow, a voice sounded, almost snarled. ‘Doesn’t smell right.’ 

	I heard a deep, noisy sniff come from the dark, and then, a figure, a hulking mound of flesh, came forward.

	He was naked. It looked like hard strips of flesh had been strapped to his body. I’d never seen a man like him. He must have been six foot five, at least, but he wasn’t built like any extremely tall man I’d seen before. His shoulders were broad and strong. It made my mind boggle to think just how strong he was. His arms, thick and solid, like two trees, hung by his side with incredible intent. 

	‘Who are you?’ he said.

	His face was hard, like it had been cut from rock, and was stubbly and coarse. His chin was dimpled in the middle, and his mouth was pink and proud, large and inviting at the bottom of his face. He had a thick set brow, which kind of gave him the look of a caveman or something, but he also had an amazingly noble and proud look too, as though he was deeply, darkly intelligent.

	‘I’m Conn .. I’m Colette,’ I said.

	He approached me like a lion approaches a bleeding steak. His eyes looked me up and down so brazenly I could scarcely believe it. Then, he stepped entirely out of the shadow. That’s when I saw his manhood. Jesus Christ it was massive. It hung thick and solid between his legs, underneath a trimmed mass of wiry, dark hair, like a snake or the trunk of an elephant. And it wasn’t even slightly erect. How long and thick would this thing get to if he was actually aroused?

	‘Colette?’ he said. He was right next to me now, only inches away. He moved his nose so that it was right next to my skin, the bare flesh of my neck and then, after a moment’s pause, he extended his tongue and licked me. A long, vertical lick, tasting my skin. He closed his eyes and then moved his head down, past my breasts, past my stomach, in front of my groin. He sniffed deeply, loudly. Then he pulled his head up and looked me in the eye.

	‘You’re not ready, Colette.’ Then he walked away to the corner of the room, sat in a chair and was silent.

	I looked around the space. I’d been left pretty spooked by my meeting with Tucker. There were a couple doors, and I opened the first near to me. It was a bedroom. When I saw the single bed I felt grateful, and suddenly woozy. The room was fairly sparsely decorated - there was a lamp on the bedside table, a standing mirror opposite the bed, and a window out onto the street. It must have been evening already because it was dark outside. I had totally lost all conception of time. It was chilling and exciting to know that Tucker was in the room outside the door. His body still danced in my imagination, and as I thought of him, I found that I was fantasizing about how he would feel on top of me, holding me, how he would feel inside of me. There was warmth in my groin and across my chest and I hit the hay. I felt the spell of sleep descending on me quickly, and my final thought of that strange day was to hope, no, to pray, that in the morning, I was ready to give myself to Tucker.

∞ ∞ ∞

You know some nights, you close your eyes and then it feels like in the very next second you’re awake again? Last night was one of those nights. When I woke up, there was a funny feeling in my body - a kind of new vibration - like my body was fizzing with energy.

	I rolled over and that’s when I knew - from the shift in weight that I experienced as my body moved - I had changed. Dramatically. I pushed the blanket down and over my body.

	Holy fuck my fucking tits were massive! Like off the scale big - what the hell had happened? All of my body hair was totally gone - my skin was smooth as a baby’s butt. My nipples were small and dark, in stark contrast to the lightly tanned skin of my chest. I looked down to the mound of hair that crested below my stomach and I experimentally reached a hand down to it. Could it be that I’d actually completed my transformation in the night?

	My hand moved further down the smooth plane of my body until it reached the close-cropped hair. The tight curls were soft and almost golden-looking. It felt wonderful to move my hand through them, and I twirled my fingers in them, twisting the strands around my hands. That’s when I noticed that the shape of my fingernails had changed - they were rounder, and had a pearly, glistening quality to them. I moved slowly further down.

	My dick had completely gone. There was no stubby root any more - just the tip of a silken cleft. I couldn’t believe it. My fingers moved hungrily down - even the slightest graze of my new pussy made me quiver with pleasure - it was a ridiculously intense feeling, much more pure and concentrated than I’d ever felt when I’d been a man. The feeling was telling me just one thing: that I needed to find something to fill this new gap that had formed in my body - that I wanted, no needed a thick cock inside me.

	I continued to explore the slit - the lips were soft and pink, and I already felt wetness spreading down there. There was a sudden sound somewhere outside and I pulled my hand away for a moment.

	The bedclothes felt great underneath my body and I shuddered a little as they brushed my bare form, causing currents of delight to spread again toward my pussy. Is this what it was like being a woman all the time? If it was, I didn’t think that I’d want to go back!

	Hang on, no, that didn’t come out right.

	Fuck, I’m a man, not a woman, it wasn’t right for me to want to stay like this full time, was it? I thought that eventually I’d have to ask Kat to turn me back, I’d need to get back to my old life, to my family, to my normal routine.  But while I was stuck here, I might as well…

	I felt my hands, almost without any thought, start to work their way down toward my sex once more. This time, I was even more confident with my strokes, giving my new pussy exactly what it wanted. I slipped fingers in, I tenderly played with my clit, I marveled as my hand became totally coated in my juice.

	I felt a force start to rise in me, some primal, instinctive pressure, trying to find its way out through me. It swirled around beneath my brain and my pussy, forcing my hand to strum faster, to plunge deeper, to fuck me as well as it could.

	The sensation was incredible - It was like my whole body was a cock - it’s the only way I could describe it, because now, as I was wriggling and writhing it felt like I was pushing my body through a pussy and I was on fire with lust and desire. The deeper reaches of my pussy were so warm and wet - my fingers slipped so easily in and out, in and out, over and over again. But it wasn’t enough - I wanted more - I wanted something big and powerful inside me.

	I was stopped short by the sound of a handle turning. Fuck. Tucker. He must have heard me.

	The door swung open, and he was there, standing in the light, a silhouette of solid muscle. There was one big difference from last night - his cock, which had been so thickly hanging below his body, now stuck out in front of him, thick and strong and ready to fuck.

	‘You’re ready,’ he snarled. ‘Up with you. I want you in here. Then, you will service me, like the slave you will become.’ The words should have caused me fear, but all I wanted was to be the slave of this powerful man, this incredible fucking machine. I wanted to be his woman.

	‘Well,’ he said, taking a step forward, his eyes fixed on mine, ‘do you submit? Do you consent to being my slave?’

	I remained silent, trying not to tremble as he looked at me. His eyes were a strikingly clear blue colour, like the cleanest, bluest sea on the planet.

	‘Answer me,’ he growled, clearly incensed with my silence. He took another step forwards, slamming the door shut behind him, and I felt his eyes trail down the length of my entire body now. ‘I have worked up quite a hunger dreaming about you over night. My patience is running thin.’

	My eyes widened in fear. But something about this situation began to make my heart pound with a totally different emotion, too. Lust.

	‘I’m…’ I stuttered, ‘I’m sorry. Yes. I consent.’

	‘Good,’ he said, licking his lips, ‘you can talk, Colette.’ He began to walk to towards me, and I could see him more clearly now. He was the most gorgeous creature I’d ever seen in my life.

	’So,’ he said, standing right beside me, looking down at me. ‘You are to be my slave. You can start by doing me the honor of taking off those bed clothes.’

	I began to tremble in fear. I’d had plenty of women in my time, but never a man. Damn, I was a man - Connor, wake up. But I couldn’t. My virgin pussy was about to get split by this man. This brute was to be my first… 

	‘I,’ I said, trying to think of something to say, ‘I am a virgin. I have not had sexual relations with any man. I am so new….’

	But these comments only seemed to make Tucker’s strong blue eyes drink me in further. ‘Excellent. Excellent.’

	Slowly, embarrassed and fumbling, I reached for the sheets, and began pulling the taut fabric away from my shoulder, revealing both bare, shining shoulders to him, and then looking up at his face, to see how excited he was becoming.

	‘Very good,’ he said, his eyes fixed on my bare skin. ‘And now the rest.’

	With one, sharp tug, I removed the fabric from my top half entirely, and my naked breasts came tumbling out from behind the fabric. My breasts looked so much larger now - the changes my body had gone through were just incredible. Tucker made a small, animal grunt at the back of his throat when he saw me this way. Somehow, it gave me the courage to remove the rest, until I was laying there, in front of him, completely nude.

	He took a long, deep breath, and looked at me hungrily. ‘You are exquisite,’ he said softly. ‘I have never seen one as good as you.’ He took in my bronze, flat stomach, and my long, tanned legs, and then his eyes rested upon the small mound of hair between my legs, hiding my shy and precious sex from his view.

	‘Now it is my turn,’ he said.

	My eyes widened, trying to take in the size of the thing that he brandished. Like a monster, it hung there, carved from the same meat as his body. Above his penis was a mound of coarse, curly dark hair. For all of my fear, all of my revulsion, there was something so primal, so dominating and powerful about the form of this man that I felt something in my groin. If he took me, if he had me right here and now, and I enjoyed it, did that make me a woman? Was it wrong that I wanted him to force me, to show how much he wanted me by just taking what he could? To let myself be his slave?

	I thought back to Kat, I thought about this strange situation and the weird series of events that had taken place over the last few days. And here I was, fully woman, about to be defiled by this hormonally-enhanced fuck machine. And I knew, in that moment, that it’s what I wanted, that it was somehow what I had always wanted. And then, without even thinking about it,  I felt my hand snaking down, skirting around the flesh above my maidenhood, touching my own hair, then I felt my fingers push their way a little between the lips of my entrance.

	‘I didn’t give you permission to do that, slave,’ Tucker said quickly and firmly, lurching at me, his manhood swinging like a club underneath him. He grabbed my hand from between my legs, but he was so strong and powerful that the force of him pushed me down onto the ground.

	He towered above me, looking down at my now engorged and wet cunt, and his eyes bulged. I looked hungrily at his penis and saw it was full to bursting. I wondered what it would be like to have something so big and ravenous in me.

	Tucker saw me looking at his cock. ‘Touch it, slave,’ he ordered.

	Tremulously, I reached out towards him, and then let my fingers curl gently around the tip of the thing. I’d never touched another man’s dick, and I’d never even seen one as big and powerful as this. It felt so firm and warm, so incredible. Before I’d even had time to think about what was going on, he spoke again.

	‘Put it in your mouth,’ he ordered.

 	I did as he said, and brought the tip of his dick closer to my mouth. Then, as if I had done it a thousand times before, I moved my mouth up and started to kiss his shaft, worshipping this god with my mouth. I licked tenderly, with affection, and was amazed by the taste of the tip of his cock. It was salty, and earthy, and had a musky, hot aroma I’d never smelled before. Women’s pussies didn’t smell or taste like this - nothing like it. It was the aroma I’d smelled last night, but this time, it smelled incredible - like the most wonderful aftershave imaginable. Whatever it was, it drove me wild. I licked up and down the base of his cock, and then his tender balls. God his balls tasted good, sweet and juicy. I popped them in my mouth and moaned. I moved a hand to tease my folds and slid my fingers over my warm, wet slit.

	I pushed him harder and further into my mouth, trying to take him all the way in. It was impossible though, he was just so big. I wanted him all the way in, and I even gagged a little as I tried harder. I couldn’t believe this was happening.

	‘Colette…’ he said, groaning with pleasure, pushing himself further and further into my mouth. Then, with an inhuman strength, he took hold of my shoulders and lay me down down, positioning himself on top of me, with my lips round his cock and his mouth at my groin. And then, he started to push my slit apart with his tongue. It was incredible, the most intense feeling of my life. So much more intense than any blow job I’d ever gotten. I had to moan, had to whimper as he made frenzied shapes with his tongue. I tried, desperately to keep sucking his rigid cock, but the pleasure was too much. His thick, strong tongue pushed over and over into me, and then lapped rhythmically over my flesh, up and down and then round and round, circling the center of my pleasure, whipping me up into a mania. His sharp stubble rubbed into my skin, driving me wild. My body arched and rocked, as he pushed two fingers into me, licking hard and relentless. I gasped.

	It was too much. I felt the waves of pleasure increase in intensity until my body shook with a surge of climactic ecstasy. ‘What’s happening?’ I squealed. Invisible chords of pleasure pulled at every part of my body as I gave into the sensations laying siege to me. Soon, almost as quickly as the sensation had come on, and my body had stopped shaking, the ache came back.

	I love this man, I thought. I want to stay like this forever. Tucker kissed me roughly as I lay on top of him now. I could feel his cock, hard and hungry, pushing against me, and I pushed back.

	‘I am going to make you a woman now,’ he growled.

	With a grunt, he twisted his hips, and he was in me. My eyes widened as he stretched me open with that monstrous dick of his. There was just a moment of pain, a sort of pinching pressure that eased almost instantly. Then, it felt so tight and finally, I felt full. It wasn’t the opposite of fucking as a man, it was so much more. I felt that release, that incredible feeling of warmth and satisfaction that men feel for the first time they penetrate a woman, but there was something else - the way my pussy was stretched, the way I could feel each inch of his cock inside me, it was so much more intimate. It’s one thing to be inside someone else, but much more to have someone else inside you.

	He started to move in and out, slow at first, stroking me from the inside out, making me gasp over and over. I could feel the ridged bumps of the veins that bulged up the shaft of his cock, I could feel every inch of his flesh, every section of tight, stretched skin. It was like an iron pipe, covered in a warm, soft material.

	My hips moved in time with his and I felt ripples of pleasure once more spreading within.

	‘Tucker, you’re incredible, you’re an animal,’ I said.

	With a jerk he was out of me, and I immediately missed him. His strong hands gripped me and twisted me round, picked me up and bent me over. There it was again, the reassuring pressure of the tip of his cock against me, ready to come in again. ‘Please, Master,’ I panted, ‘put it back in me.’

	He did. It felt like his meat had been specifically designed to fit me, to push new pleasure around my body with every stroke. I can’t begin to describe how strong he was. When he moved my limbs, my body, it was like I was a tiny doll, being thrown around by a giant. I’d never felt dominated like this before, never felt so totally owned. I was his possession, his slave, and I wanted to please my master.

	I squeezed as hard as I could with my legs around him, urging him to push harder and harder. This new position felt totally different, the slight upward bend of his member hitting new spots inside me, teaching me about what it was to be a woman.

	I wanted to give him pleasure. I squirmed on the end of his cock and felt myself giving in to his strokes, surrendering totally to his desire. He moved stronger and stronger and for a second I thought, ‘He’s going too hard, he’s too strong, he’s going to break me in half, I can’t take it,’ and then I did take it, I took it hard, and an explosion of pleasure burst in my body. I could feel the spasms as my muscles relaxed and contracted over and over. And with that, I felt a raw pulse from Tucker’ cock. With a moan, I felt his incredible penis burst in me, pounding hard against my soft insides, filling me with seed. I knew I was ready.

∞ ∞ ∞
The next time I saw Kat, she gave me a choice. I could go back to my old life, with money, and live as the man I used to be, permanently monitored by Double Ex. It would be a life of choice and pleasure. But that pleasure would be limited by my gender.

	‘It’s simple to switch back,’ she said, ‘at least, the procedure is simple.’

	The other choice, was to keep my brand new body. I’d get a new job, too. I’d work at Double Ex, doing the job Kat had done to me, inducting new test subjects into the slow but steady sisterhood.

	I only had to think about the question for a moment. And then I made the easiest choice I’d ever had to make.

∞ ∞ ∞


BOOK TEN



STUD TO BABE GENDER SWAP
‘Holy shit, we’ve got a serious situation  about thirty meters out to sea!’ Patrick had his binoculars held up to hie face, but I could see the look of dread just from the way his mouth was curling down. I grabbed my small red float and got ready for action.

	‘Where?’ I asked, with urgency in my voice.

	Patrick pointed out towards the ocean, eyes still in the binoculars. What was it going to be? A shark? A drowning kid? I traced the line of his arm. There didn’t seem to be anything weird about the scene, just a normal sunny summer’s day in Miami beach. It wasn’t so windy, and the waves were pretty tame compared to how it could get. Still, even on the calmest days, it was our duty as lifeguards to be on total alert the whole time we were at our post. The public relied on us to protect them, and it was a job that Patrick and I took very seriously.

	‘She’s the one in the red bikini,’ he said. ‘You think she’s struggling? Think she needs a hand? I think both of her inflatables might be fake - they could fail at any moment.’

	I lifted my own binoculars, and fixed on the figure in the ocean. She was floating on her back, sun shades on. It looked as though she was enjoying a pleasant, relaxing float on the waves. I couldn’t even see the inflatable patrick That’s when I noticed why Patrick had pointed her out to me, and I understand where his concern was coming from.

	Remember how I said that Patrick and I took our job very seriously? Maybe I should have said that I took my job seriously. The reason he’d brought my attention to the woman, floating on her back with a red bikini is because of her ‘inflatables’. He was talking about her breasts. Of course. I should have known. I let my binoculars drop down and I looked over at him. He was giving me the biggest shit-eating grin I’d ever seen on his face.

	‘Whaddya think?’ he asked, his green eyes flashing in the July sunlight. ‘Are her inflatables fake?’

	‘Jesus Christ, Patrick,’ I replied, ‘you gotta stop doing this. My heart starts going nuts when I think I’m gonna have to jump to action every five minutes.’

	He giggled. ‘Don’t you think I don’t know that?’ He had this lilting Irish accent. He’d moved over from the emerald isle when he’d been around ten, and he still kept the mildest hint of an Irish brogue. He had what he called ‘the gift of the gab’. It basically meant that he was cocky, and thought he was much funnier than he actually was. ‘It’s the only thing that keeps me going in this fricking job,’ he continued, ‘you know? The look on your face when you realize that I managed to prank you, yet again.’

	‘Have you ever heard of the boy who cried wolf?’ 

	‘No,’ he replied, ‘have you ever heard of the lifeguard who cried tits?’

	Although I was annoyed, I couldn’t help myself - a chuckle escaped from my lips, even though I was trying my best to give Patrick my very best stern expression. ‘Patrick, you’re just the worst,’ I said.

	‘Leo, you need to lighten up,’ he replied. ‘Life is good - it’s a beautiful day, we’re surrounded by beautiful people, and we’ve got the best job in the world. The only thing that could make this any better at all is a beer. Wouldn’t that be great? I guess people probably wouldn’t be too keen on the idea of lifeguards boozing on the job. But I’d bloody love it.’

	I leaned back into my chair and surveyed the picture in front of me. Bright blue sky, not a cloud in sight. The sun hung bright in the center of the sky, a mellow gold ball, bathing the world in gorgeous yellow light. There was something special about the light here in Miami. It was high contrast, and seemed to over-saturate everything. The white-yellow of the sand, the bright green of Patrick’s eyes. Everything was shining and light and beautiful. It was a good life. Maybe Patrick was right - maybe I should relax and take things a little easier. 

	‘You know what, Patrick, I’d love a drink - but maybe we should wait until after work? I think that Cynthia wouldn’t be too pleased if she saw us drinking up here.’ Cynthia was our boss. She was from the old-school of lifeguarding - quite a gruff, stern old dame. Tough and fit and a certified life-saver. She’d been responsible for some legendary rescues over the years. If she saw us joking around up here, she’d most definitely chew us out. Working with Patrick was a hell of a lot more relaxing than sharing a shift with Cynthia would be. 

	‘So what do you reckon, Leon, you think those inflatables of hers are cheap foreign knockoffs, or do you think they’re original features?’ 

	‘Hmm,’ I said, ‘I didn’t get such a good look, I better just focus in on her a little better. Just to make sure she’s safe, you understand?’ I decided to treat myself. I lifted the binoculars up to my eyes again, and had a good look at the gorgeous woman in the red dress, bobbing on the waves. Just looking wouldn’t hurt, would it?

	She must have been in her mid twenties. She wasn’t on her back any more - she was swimming back towards the beach. There’s nothing more beautiful in life than the female body. Growing up, I always felt short-changed being a man. Not that I’d ever want to be a woman, nothing like that - it was just kinda undeniable though. I mean sure, a male body like, for example, Patrick’s was impressive, in a kind of way. But Patrick worked out pretty much every day - he was ripped, bulging pecs, huge biceps, and it didn’t hurt that he was naturally handsome, too. He had the kind of confident swagger that only the most attractive people had - he’d never so much as had low self-esteem for a minute in his life. Women though, often with little or no effort, just seemed gifted with the most wonderful physique. Sweeping, dramatic curves - smooth, wonderful skin, and the type of gentle cuteness that had always made my heart thump in my chest.

	‘Well,’ I said, without taking the binoculars down from my face, ‘on closer inspection, I’m inclined to think that she is safe. Those inflatables, although unusually large, are original features.’

	Patrick stifled a laugh somewhere to my right. I felt the breeze waft over my body. I just didn’t quite want to take my eyes of this lady just yet -she was so damn fine, I couldn’t take my binoculars off her. I watched her blond hair gleam in the sunlight, and saw her body slip under the surface of the sea over and over again like a dolphin playing in the waves. I watched her the whole time she was slowly making her way out of the sea, as she waded out of the water, watching the gentle bounce of her magnificent chest. Then, I watched as she finally left the sea and lay down on a bright blue beach towel. Man, that was a fine looking woman. 

	‘I have to say though, Patrick, I’m glad that you alerted me to this woman’s plight. If I hadn’t verified the state of her bust, she could have been in serious danger of capsizing and drowning.’

	I finally put the binoculars down. 

	Oh no. God damn it. Cynthia was there. I knew Patrick was being unusually quiet. How much had my boss heard? How many sleazy words had she heard tumbling from my mouth? I should have thought about the chance Cynthia might be there. She’d sometimes come by while the two of us were working, to make sure that we weren’t getting up to no good. She was a good boss, most of the time, so long as she didn’t think that you were farting around.

	‘You had those binoculars up for a long time.’ She was giving nothing away. Her gaze was even, not angry or particularly friendly. ‘You must have been watching something pretty important,’ Cynthia said. I glanced over at Patrick, he was looking up at the sky, with this phony innocent look on his face - as though butter wouldn’t melt in his mouth. He definitely could have warned me about Cynthia creeping up on us. Obviously, he’d wanted me to get caught. ‘Someone must have been in pretty serious peril.’ 

	‘Um,’ I said, desperately trying to make up some kind of excuse for what I was doing, ‘yep, there was a lady who I’d thought had been struggling with the waves…’

	‘On a calm day like this, eh?’ Cynthia’s silver eyebrows raised in a cynical arc. Her face was deeply tanned, and lined with gentle wrinkles. Years of far too much frowning had etched themselves into her face. Even so, she was a seriously beautiful woman. Even though she was advanced in years, her body was absolutely stunning. She’d had to keep herself in perfect condition for her work, and I couldn’t stop myself from glancing down at her body as she talked to us. I knew it was dangerous, but it was so difficult to keep my eyes up.

	‘Um, yeah,’ I said, ‘there are plenty of weaker swimmers out there, boss, and um, I just wanted to make sure that the young lady was looking OK.

	‘Well the thing is,’ said Cynthia, ‘I think you were looking at that young lady down there,’ and she pointed a lean finger exactly at the woman I’d been staring out.

	‘No, ma’am.’ I said. Then I decided to change tactics. ‘Well, I mean, I was looking at her before, because I was concerned about her ability to swim. You see, she was straying dangerously close to the down draft over there.’

	What the heck was a down draft? Was I seriously trying to bullshit the most experienced lifeguard in the Miami Beach area? 

	‘Is that so? So I guess the state of her bust has something to do with down drafts? And you wanted to make sure she had natural breasts for some reason other than just voyeurism?’

	I was busted so badly that I might never be put back together again.

	‘Look,’  I said, ‘I’m really sorry - I’ve been concentrating, it was just a momentary distraction.’

	Cynthia gave me a long, hard look. ‘You know, in the old days, this kind of behavior would have been very severely punished. It’s not appropriate for someone in a position of responsibility, like you, to take advantage of that responsibility.’

	‘I’m sorry,’ I said, I promise it won’t happen again.’

	‘You’re damn right it won’t,’ she said. ‘Because I’ve literally just come from a meeting with a company that specialises in helping people like you see things from a more feminine perspective.’

	A more feminine perspective? What was she talking about.

	‘Basically,’ she continued, ‘to teach you a little respect, I’m sending you on a feminization experience. You’re going to learn exactly what it feels like to be objectified and lusted over by men.’

	So I was going to be sent on some kinda training course? That didn’t sound so bad, although I’d always prefer to be out, doing the job I signed up for. I couldn’t believe the Patrick was going to get away with this - he’d been the one goading me on in the first place, encourage me to check out the woman in red. I almost wanted to drop him in it, but decided that I didn’t want to snitch on my friend.

	‘Well, OK,’ I said, ‘that doesn’t sound so bad.’

	Cynthia smiled at me. ‘I’m glad you think so. I wonder whether they’re going to be able to change your perspective. I’ve a feeling it might be way more intense than you imagine.’ She turned and started to walk away towards the ladder of the lookout tower.

	‘And one more thing,’ she said without looking back, ‘stop looking at my ass.’

	Dutifully, I averted my eyes.

∞ ∞ ∞

News about my disciplinary procedure traveled fast around the Miami Beach lifeguard community. I got a couple funny looks in the staff locker room. We hung out in a little hut at the east end of the beach. It was a simple place, but fun to hang out with the other lifeguards. Unfortunately, when I was getting ready to go home that evening, Laura, one of the other lifeguards, tapped me on the shoulder. When I turned round and gave her a smile, she said, ‘Whoa, Leo, were you looking at my tits?’

	Horrified, I held up my hands and was about to nervously deny anything like that (because this time, I actually hadn’t been checking out her chest) when Laura’s look of fury changed to one of mirth.

	‘Holy shit, you just near enough crapped your pants!’ she said, ‘I was just fucking with you!’ Laura was originally from New Jersey. She had a pretty fruity way of talking from time to time. Which was a nice way to say that she had a mouth on her that would make a sailor blush. ‘I guess it’s true though, you got in trouble for perving on a hottie, huh?’

	‘I wasn’t perving, Laura, I was just fucking trying to save someone’s life.’ I tried to sound indignant, but honestly, it was totally obvious that I was lying.

	‘That’s not what Patrick was saying earlier on. He was saying you basically had a semi while watching her.’

	‘Look,’ I said, ‘don’t you think that wearing trunks like this, Cynthia would have known if I had a semi?’ I pointed down at my super-tight speedos. They didn’t leave much, if anything to the imagination. Laura look right down at my package. She didn’t take her eyes off, either. Laura was a fox. I’d had a little crush on her basically since she’d started here six months ago. She just had this super-dirty vibe to her. She was athletic, and had shiny, chestnut-colored hair, as well as these big brown eyes, with dark, long lashes. But the thing that made her seem super-sexy and dirty to me, was a tiny beauty mark she had above her lip. 

	‘I’m sure she would have been able to tell,’ she said. ‘I wonder what it would look like.’ She licked her lips, making them glisten. Was she coming on to me? Had the fact that I’d been caught staring at a woman’s chest this morning somehow made her think I was easy? I swear, I will never understand women. Not even a little bit.

	‘Well,’ I replied, ‘I didn’t. I’m a professional.’

	‘That’s a shame,’ she said, taking a step closer to me, ‘because I can think of some very unprofessional things that I’d like to do with you right now. But that would involve breaking some rules. And I guess if you were caught breaking any other rules, you might get into some very, very serious trouble.’ Fuck she looked good - she was wearing the standard, tight red one-piece female lifeguard’s swimming costume. Her generous cleavage seemed to dive down into the fabric. Her skin was beautifully tanned, and I was surprised to see a tiny tattoo, just below her bikini line - I’d never noticed it before. It was writing, in old-fashioned Gothic font. ‘Pleasure Beyond Measure,’ it said. I mean, it felt as though she was offering herself up on a plate to me, right here, right now.

	The question is, was I going to accept the offer.

	My body was already answering, though. Her eyes snapped down to my crotch.

	‘So that’s what a semi looks like in those speedos,’ she said. Rather than feel embarrassed, I was glad she’d noticed.

	‘It’s not gonna stay a semi too long, with you looking that hot.’

	‘I knew you were a fucking perv,’ she said. She stepped right up to me, and reached down. She rubbed her palm on the fast-expanding shape of my cock as it pushed against the silky fabric of my swimming trunks. I pushed back against her. 

	‘I never said I wasn’t a perv,’ I replied.

	She leaned in, and moved her mouth close to mine. She was so nearby I could smell her: the coconuty scent of fresh suntan lotion, one of my favorite smells in the world. I could almost taste her, and then, there was a click. Someone was about to come into the staff room. She snapped back, super-quick. I turned away from her. My hard-on had suddenly changed from something useful to an absolute liability. A potentially career-ending liability. I walked to my locker as the door opened, and slipped on my jeans before turning back.

	‘What the fuck’s going on in here?’ Thank God, it was Patrick. ‘Hey Laura,’ he continued, ‘is this pervert giving you trouble? Just so you know, he’s due to go on a pervert rehabilitation course in a couple days. So he’s not safe until then. He’s liable to try to seduce you out of nowhere.’

	Laura gave me a knowing look. ‘Oh Leo wouldn’t hurt a fly,’ she said, then she gave me a little wink.

	‘No,’ replied Patrick, ‘but he’d definitely try to seduce it.’

	I was already late heading home, so I put on the rest of my clothes while Laura and Patrick chatted by the soda machine. On my way out, Laura put her hand on my arm. 

	‘We’ll carry on our conversation next time you’re in work, alright?’ 

	‘OK,’ I said, ‘but feel free to send me a whatsapp if you want to meet up and throw around some ideas.’ I didn’t really know what I’d say if Patrick quizzed me about what I was talking to Laura.

	Man, I’ve never suffered from blue balls quite as much as I did on that walk home. Laura had gotten me so hot and bothered that I could barely walk straight. It was one of the perks and downsides of the job that I worked with so many certified hotties - we were always surrounded by sexy young pussy, but it was rare that we could ever do anything about it. It was so important these days to be woke. There was no flirting allowed, it seemed, unless of course it was instigated by a girl. It was kinda unfair. It seemed like girls could get away with whatever they wanted, but the minute a guy decided that he was in the mood for anything sexy, it was time for him to go on a gender and harassment awareness course. 

	I walked back through downtown Miami towards my apartment. I lived in a pretty run-down part of town - you can’t afford anything too fancy on a lifeguard’s salary. It’s not the kind of job that you do for the money, to be honest - it’s mainly about the lifestyle - getting to lounge around on the beach all day is a pretty big perk in my book. I was surprised that when I got back home there was a letter waiting for me on my doormat. It’s not that I never got any letters, far from it - there was normally a stack of junk mail waiting for me each time I got home. No, the surprising thing about this letter was that there was no stamp or franking emblem on it - it was handwritten to me, no address either. Obviously someone had dropped this one off by hand.

	It was just my name on the front of the envelope. So I took it into the living room, opened a beer and sat on my couch. I had surfing posters on the walls - legendary big wave riders like Laird Hamilton and Andy Irons, tiny bright specks against the dramatic, sapphire blue of a building, crashing wave, and sunsets over the famous beaches of the world: Pipeline in Hawaii, Puerto Escondido in Mexico, and even a little beach in Bude. Aside from saving lives, and chasing tail, surfing was a passion of mine that I felt would always be part of my life. I guess you could pretty much call me the stereotypical dumbass surfer dude. I had bright blue eyes, and sun-bleached blond hair. I liked a smoke from time to time, and there was no greater pleasure to me than quietly waiting on the beach for the sun to go down, bbq smoldering in the background and beer slipping down my throat.

	I took a long swig from my bud light and then I delicately inserted a finger into the opening of the envelope. Inside was a handwritten letter. I don’t think I’d ever received a handwritten note like this through my letter box.

∞ ∞ ∞

 Dear Leo,

∞ ∞ ∞

	I’m getting in touch with you on behalf of your boss, Cynthia Dixon of Miami Beach Lifeguards. I run the gender awareness and sexual harassment reduction training course you’ve been booked onto. Could you please come by the address printed on the top of this piece of paper tomorrow morning at half past eight? Make sure you are wearing appropriate clothing and bring a notepad to take notes. At the end of the day, there will be a written exam. If you don’t achieve a mark of at least seventy percent, you will fail the course and have to retake it the following day. You are not being paid for your time, so it would be a good idea for you to try to concentrate on the information we’ll be giving you.

∞ ∞ ∞

	See you tomorrow,

 


	Briony

 

 What the heck? I had to go to this fucking thing tomorrow morning? Ugh. It was not like, the worst thing of all time, but honestly, I was looking forward to seeing Laura again tomorrow, maybe take things a little further with her, now that I knew she was interested in me. But I guess that was going to have to wait until I’d finished the course. The most frustrating thing about this whole situation is that I really didn’t feel as though I needed to go on this course, and I knew one person who definitely did - Patrick. I gave him a quick call, to tell him about the note I’d received.

	‘Fuck, they don’t waste any time, do they?’ he said, with a chuckle behind his words. ‘They must consider you a serious danger to womankind if they feel as though they need to fix you that badly!’

	‘Pat, just consider yourself lucky that I didn’t drop you in it. You should be on that course with me tomorrow, not out in the sun.’

	‘Mate,’ he said, ‘I’m already a complete expert when it comes to women’s rights, and all that shit. And women’s suffrage. You stop women suffering by letting them know how much you fancy them. It’s something like that, isn’t it?’

	‘No Patrick. Jesus, you’re a fucking cave-man.’

	‘That’s right, I’m a hunter-gatherer, man, a real barbarian.’

	‘Well,’ I said, ‘I’ll let you know how I get on at the course tomorrow. Maybe we could catch up at the end of the day, go for a drink.’

	‘You know what,’ he said, ‘I do feel as though I owe you a drink. Maybe I had a small hand in getting you into this silly situation. I guess it’s only fair that I chip in for a drink. Hey, I’m working with Laura tomorrow - would you like me to invite her along too? Maybe we should keep it just guys though eh, you’re probably gonna have had enough of women throughout the course of the day, huh?’

	‘No,’ I said, trying to keep my voice neutral, without raising it too much, ‘invite Laura along - she’s just basically one of the guys, anyway.’

	After he hung up, I googled the address of the company on the piece of paper that (I presume) Briony had delivered to my house. I couldn’t find anything. Had Cynthia mentioned that they were a new company? I couldn’t quite remember. I thought about what the course tomorrow might be like - about the statistics that might be shared with me, about the kind of roleplaying exercises I might have to do. In truth I didn’t really know what to expect in the slightest. Even though I didn’t know what to expect, nothing could have possibly prepared me for what I was going to experience the following day. That night, I slept well. I had a dirty dream about Laura, but just before the dream was consummated, I woke up, sweaty and weirdly panicky. Something didn’t feel quite right. Eventually I went back to sleep. Little did I know, it would be the last night I would ever spend as a man.	

 

I don’t know how, but I managed to sleep through my alarm. I know what you’re thinking - a lazy beach bum, of course he’s always late for everything, but I’m telling you, it’s not true! I totally hate being tardy, like hate it with a fricking passion. And I had this crazy alarm to make sure that I never missed it too - my phone of course, to begin with, blasts out ‘Don’t Stop Me Now,’ by Queen, loud as I can possibly have it. Then I have an actual old-school alarm clock which has like, the classic siren sound. It blasts out this insistent ‘Nerr Nerr Nerr Nerr,’ sound over and over again, and honestly I’m just guaranteed to wake up.

	Apart from today, that is. I woke up half an hour later than I needed to. God knows how many times that Queen song has played. My neighbors must be pretty damn tired of that siren too. I reached over, smacked the alarm clock and rubbed my eyes, not quite able to believe that I could have slept through all this noise.

	‘Fuck!’ I shouted. I didn’t give much thought to my outfit, I just shrugged on a t-shirt and a vest hoodie, as well as a pair of cargo pants and sneakers, grabbed an apple from the fruit bowl, and headed out. 

	The address on the piece of paper was about a twenty-five minute walk from my home. It was another beautiful summer’s day, and I was kinda in a good mood. I mean, sure, I wasn’t exactly relishing the thought of being taught about sexual gender issues and stuff, but honestly in general, I quite enjoyed learning new things. Maybe this day wouldn’t be so bad.

	I managed to make up some time, but I was still fifteen minutes late when I arrived at the address. The building was a strange one - it was quite small, smaller than I’d been expecting, and there was a big sign above the door.

 


New Perspectives

 

	There was a picture of a man on one side of the sign, and a woman on the other - they looked like brother and sister, I mean, even closer than that. In a way, it looked as though the man had been changed into a woman. I guess that’s the kind of new perspective that these people were talking about. I wondered what it would be like to truly see the world from a woman’s perspective. I guess it was a shame that something like that would never actually be possible in my lifetime.

	I pushed open the front door and was surprised by the scent of flowers. There was a fresh vase of daffodils on the front counter, and right next to the flowers, was the best looking receptionist I’d ever seen. She had an exotic look to her - dark skin, beautiful brown eyes, long lashes. Her lips were full and plump and red. I flashed her the warmest smile I could, but all I got back was a withering stare.

	‘Nearly twenty minutes late. You must be mister Brubeck?’

	I swallowed.

	‘Yup.’ I looked around the reception area while she loaded up my details on the computer. It was a weirdly flashy setting, to be honest - lots of big windows and calming plants. There was also a kind of executive indoor water feature - you know the kind of thing, a highly polished silver orb with a tiny spout on top of it. Water cascaded over the surface of the chrome ball and tinkled down into a tray below. It didn’t really strike me as a government education center. I wondered exactly what kind of organization they were running here.

	‘Found you. I’m afraid it’s a major issue that you’re late. Tardiness is not very well thought of here at New Perspective. You see, those who were on time are in the conference room with Dr. Langsam, going through the syllabus.’ She looked down at her computer screen and clicked a few times with her mouse. She seemed to be searching through something. ‘I’m just trying to find a loophole so that you don’t have to take the punishment that’s normally given out to those who are late,’ she flicked her eyes up at me and gave me a slightly softer look, ‘only because I like the look of you, you understand.’ Ha! Looks like my warmest smile could at least have some effect, even if it was only limited. ‘But I’m afraid it’s not going to be possible - you’re going to have to head to the medical department for the truncated treatment option.’

	‘What does truncated treatment mean?’ I asked. I wasn’t thrilled about the idea that I was going to have to have some kind of punishment, but I guess I’d always been good at rolling with the punches.

	‘It just means it’s quicker - it’s like the turbo option of the course. Takes half the time, but it’s way more than twice as intense, I’d say.’ 

	Quicker sounded good - maybe I’d have time to catch a couple waves on the beach this afternoon - it wasn’t like I was being paid to do this today.

	‘Sounds like a good option to me,’ I said, ‘where should I go?’	

	‘Oh it might sound good now,’ she replied, ‘but you might not feel quite the same in a couple hours.’ There was something about the way she spoke that put a kind of chill up my spine. There was something super-intense about her. ‘So take a seat over there, and Dr. Kurzweil will be out in a minute to see you.’

	Dr. Kurzweil. What a wacky name. I wondered what I’d gotten myself into. I walked over to a plush couch and planted myself down, preparing for a long wait.

	But the long wait never came. After only a minute or two, a figure pushed the glass door through into the reception area. She was very tall, like, over six foot, and she was wearing a starched, bright white lab coat. In her top pocket were a line of pens, and she was holding a clipboard with a bulldog clip at the top of it. As she got closer to me, I made out her face more clearly - she wore a thick-rimmed pair of rectangular glasses, big and funky-looking - her face underneath them was extremely beautiful, she had a strikingly intelligent gaze, and her bright blue eyes shone with unmistakable perceptive ability. Her lab coat couldn’t hide her curvaceous body, either - it was cinched in at the waist, and I could see the plunge of an impressive cleavage under the coat - she wasn’t wearing anything to hide it. It wasn’t exactly the kind of professional, reserved look that you’d expect a scientist to have. But maybe that was the point - to teach me to look past me preconceived notions of what a scientist should look like, and make me appreciate her as a person, and not just an object.

	She spoke in a terse, clipped voice. ‘Mr Brubeck, would you follow me please?’ She didn’t even really look at me, just concentrated on the clipboard.

	I rose to my feet without saying anything. There was no need for this kinda cold rudeness, I thought. So I decided I was going to be just as rude and cold back to them - why should I be nice when this scientist was just being mean to me?

	We walked down an unusually long corridor together. There were doors on each side of the hallway, but there were no handles, and no signs or any other indication of what might be going on in the rooms. There was a faint medical smell in the air, like disinfectant or some other kind of cleaning fluid. I wanted to ask something about what was going to happen to me, but I stuck to my guns, didn’t give anything away. 

	She was the one to break the silence. ‘I couldn’t help but notice that you’re not exactly wearing a smart outfit today.’

	Oh that’s right - on the note yesterday it had said that I was meant to dress in appropriate clothing. I guess my outfit was more ‘smart-casual’ than it was smart, but it wasn’t like I was dressed like a bum or anything.

	‘Sorry,’ I replied, ‘I got dressed in a rush this morning - didn’t really have so much time to think my outfit through.’

	‘I suppose that’s part of the reason you were so late this morning.’	

	‘I was only around fifteen -’

	‘How late you were is unimportant. It’s obvious from how little thought and effort you’ve put into your rehabilitation today that you don’t care one jot about seeing the world from a new perspective.’ I felt as though that was really unfair. She wasn’t even looking at me, either, just staring straight ahead. ‘It’s difficult to open the eyes of people like you,’ she continued, ‘and sometimes, we have to force them open, so that you can truly see the damage that chauvinism and misogyny can have on a young woman.’

	OK, I gotta admit, I don’t really know what chauvinism means, but I sure as heck wasn’t a misogynist. I freaking love women! I was about to open my mouth and tell her, when she stopped dead in her tracks and pushed the palm of her hand against the door to our right. 

	‘Well, we’re here. I’m going to be your therapist today, I’m the one who’s going to be managing your transformation.’ She pushed harder and the door swung open. The room that awaited us was set up like a doctor’s surgery, rather than a classroom or a therapy room. At the center of the space was a large chair, that actually reminded me more of the kind of chair you’d get in a dentist’s surgery than anything else - it was covered in a plastic coating, and the cushioning seemed to be extremely thick. Next to the reclining chair was a little machine, about chest height. Various tubes dangled from the top of the machine, and it had a central console covered in buttons. There was another seat to the side, as well as what looked kind of like a wardrobe or dresser. Above all the strange furniture was a central skylight, and there was a lamp at the side of the room, as well as a full length mirror.

	‘Please,’ she said, ‘won’t you take a seat. Make yourself comfortable.’

	I sat down on the chair, and was delighted to discover that is was very plush, and was in fact a pleasure to sit on.

	‘How much do you know about what we do here?’ she asked. She put her clipboard down onto the surface of the desk to the side of the room.

	‘Literally nothing.’ I replied. ‘And honestly, I don’t think I deserve to be here. It’s dumb. I didn’t do anything wrong.’ 

	‘Didn’t you? So why are you here? In your own words.’ She took out a pen, and prepared to write something on her clipboard.

	‘OK. Well. I was doing my job. I’m a lifeguard, by the way. So I was at the beach, and as part of my job, I was scanning the sea. And my boss thought I was watching a woman in the sea. But I wasn’t. And it was mainly my friend, Patrick, who was perving on that woman.’

	As I spoke, she stood, walked over to the central console. She unhooked one of the tubes that hung underneath it, and approached me. 

	‘Would you mind answering that again, after I hook you up to this fluid? It’s a serum that will relax you, help you with the therapy we’re doing. It’ll give you a feeling as though you’ve had a drink or two. Some people say it’s similar to the feeling you get after smoking a joint or something.’

	Whoa - this changed things. Was I being offered some kind of illicit substance? There was no way I was gunna turn this down.

	‘That sounds good,’ I said.

	She moved quickly, and took a fresh needle from a little drawer on the desk.

	‘You’re going to feel a tiny prick,’ she said. Was that a dirty look she gave me? Nah, this lady didn’t seem capable of that. There was a small scratch, almost no pain at all, as she slipped the needle into my arm. I watched a soft pink liquid flow from the central console, and enter my body. I instantly felt relaxed, and she was right, it was that kinda dreamy feeling you get from smoking weed. I didn’t exactly feel like I was gonna crack up or anything, but my mood definitely improved.

	‘Not bad,’ I said.

	‘Good.’ She said. ‘So, in your own words, once again, I’d like to ask you why you feel as though you’re here.’

	I felt so weirdly empowered and relaxed, I felt as though I was actually friends with the beautiful woman in front of me. But there was just one thing from holding us back from being real friends, from having a real heart to heart.

	‘What’s your name, pretty lady?’ I asked, a soppy, loved-up tone in my voice.

	‘My first name is Briony,’ she said with a smile. ‘Now sweetie, are you gonna tell me what you did that got you in trouble?’

	Of course I was gonna tell the nice lady.

	‘Well,’ I said, ‘the thing is, I was watching this hottie on the beach. She had the most amazing rack and the most incredible ass, and honestly I was just imagining fucking her and I got caught by my boss who’s also fucking seriously fuckable and…’ what the hell was I doing? I couldn’t stop though, and truly, I didn’t mind so much. Everything just felt good. It felt right that I was telling all of my deepest secrets to Briony. I could just carry on chatting to her for hours.

	‘Sounds like you were objectifying that woman. And it sounds like you were objectifying your boss, too.’

	I nodded. I guess it was true. I was objectifying them.

	‘How do you think it makes women feel, when they’re objectified like that? When men see them as just pieces of meat?’

	‘Um I dunno. It’s hard to tell. Do they feel good?’

	Briony clicked a button on the central console, and all of a sudden, clasps zipped around my wrists, securing me in place. ‘No,’ she said, in a gentle voice, ‘they do not feel good. They feel bad. They feel as though their personalities aren’t important. They feel dehumanized, just reduced to a physical body. And that’s not nice.’ A second set of clips extended from the bottom of the chair - one circling each of my ankles. I was now firmly secured. I wriggled a little from side to side, but knew that there was no way I’d be able to get out.

	‘Why have you made it so I can’t move?’ I asked. I didn’t care that much - it was more idle curiosity that drove my question, rather than fear. ‘I feel trapped!’

	She basically ignored my question entirely, carrying on talking with an authority that surprised me.

	‘We do amazing work here at New Perspectives. Truly amazing, groundbreaking work. Sometimes, it’s necessary to take steps to make sure someone isn’t going to run off and change their mind about the commitment they’ve made. We’re reducing misogyny and chauvinism, one man at a time.’ She walked over to the dresser in the corner, before taking rummaging around in one of the drawers. When she turned around, she had something in her hand. It gleamed in the light from above as she crossed the room towards me. It was a scalpel. ‘Now don’t be scared Leo, but I’m going to put you through an incredible transformation. Soon, you’re not going to be a man anymore - you’re going to be a woman.’

	A woman? She was going to change me into a woman? I wondered if she was going to cut my dick off with that scalpel. I knew that I should be scared about that possibility, but in my current state of mind, I wasn’t scared at all - just deeply, deeply curious.

	‘The serum we’ve developed here at New Perspectives doesn’t act as quick as we’d like.’ She was right up close to me now. ‘So while we wait for it to work, we like to speed things along a little, to get our subjects ready to see the world in a new way.’

	‘Serum?’ I said. ‘What’s a serum?’

	She smiled at me. ‘You dumb dumb, the special drug I gave you seems to have had a very quick effect on you. I always find that those with weak minds fall quickly under its spell.’ She smiled at me, and moved the scalpel to the lower edge of my cargo pants. ‘The serum is a highly advanced cocktail of drugs and hormones which start a cascade of transformation in a male body. Over the course of a few days, it’ll change even the most testosterone-soaked, alpha male into a demure, beautiful woman. For someone like you, it might even take less time.’ She paused for a moment. ‘Now hold your breath, and don’t move.’ I didn’t need to be told twice.

	I felt a little tugging on my clothes and looked down at my shorts. She was carefully slicing the material of my shorts, all the way up my right leg, and then when she was done, she repeated the procedure on my left. The fabric fell apart, and when she’d made the two long cuts, she pulled my pants clean off, leaving my legs bare and my boxer shorts open to the air of the medical space.

	‘In the mean-time, I’m going to make a few little changes to you, because we’re going to want you to start acting like a girl straight away. We want you to get right into the mindset immediately. Such a shame for you that you turned up late and in the wrong outfit. Most of our subjects are just educated and set back out into the world. Only the very worst, most callous men go through what you’re about to go through.’

	I found the situation weirdly exciting. It must have been the mixture of the beautiful scientist, having my clothes removed, and the relaxing effect of whatever drug she was giving me, but I felt a kind of tightening at my crotch. Fuck! I was getting hard. She looked down at my lengthening cock, straining against the fabric of my underwear.

	‘This is most inappropriate, but of course, it isn’t the first time this has happened. You know that the serum is flowing through your veins already - the slow change into a woman is already beginning for you, but sadly it’s not going to be quick enough to stop this kind of thing happening in the here and now.’ She moved the scalpel up to my torso, and started to slice away the clothes from my skin. It was lucky that the room was such a pleasant temperature, it meant that I was completely comfortable, even though I was almost naked. ‘Hmm,’ she said, surveying my body as lay on the chair, ‘I think you’ve got the perfect physique for a feminine transformation.’ She let the tip of the scalpel scrape lightly against my flesh. It sent a little shiver of pleasure up my spine. ‘You have slim hips, and a lean torso. I can see all of your muscles, clearly defined. Yes, I think you’re going to make an excellent woman. I think you might get a little tired of all the male attention you’re likely to receive.’ 

	It’s hard to explain, but I think because of the drugs I was on, I totally trusted Briony. I felt as though, at some level, I was desperate for the transformation to begin, and I felt confident that she was doing all this stuff for my own good - that it was important for me to understand what it was actually like to be a woman, that this was an amazing opportunity that was being offered to me.

	Briony took my clothes and dumped them in a trashcan marked, ‘Biohazard: For Incineration Only.’ Then, she walked over to a sink in the corner of the room that I hadn’t noticed before, and left the scalpel on the side of the bowl.

	‘The first step towards understanding what it’s like to be a woman, is to get a little closer to one of us, physically. She did something, opened a little cupboard and took something out, then seemed to rub her hands together. When she turned round, it looked as though she had a kind of big brush in her hand, covered in white froth. She walked up to me, and started to paint me with the white foam - my calves, and my thighs, just coated with this thick white froth. ‘Now, it’s even more important that you don’t move a muscle here. We want to make sure that your skin is as smooth and beautiful as possible when you finally transform.’ Then, she took out a long, cut-throat razor and she started to shave me. She started at my ankles, slowly scraping the ultra-sharp blade up my body. I’d never shaved my body before, obviously, and so it was a new experience for me. It felt wonderful, a gentle, relaxing scrape. There was not even a gram of worry in my mind as she did it. I watched her skilfully wield the blade, and marvelled at how smooth my skin looked as she removed all my hair.

	‘Can I touch it?’ I said.

	‘Oh, you’re curious?’ she said. ‘Well you can’t touch it just yet, but I’ll see how smooth you are already.’ She laid the palm of her left hand down on my leg and gently drew it up my hairless flesh. It felt so sensitive - like all the tiny sensory motes in my skin had been set free from their hair prison. I let out a little moan and then a sigh of pleasure. I felt my cock, engorged with even more blood, desperate for her touch. ‘You feel lovely, me dear,’ she said, ‘very smooth indeed.’

	Next, she worked on my chest, daubing me with more foam, and then skillfully scraping it all off, wiping the blade of the razor on a small flannel on the side of chair. I was amazed by how much hair I’d actually had on me. And now it was all off. The skin around my nipples felt especially sensitive. Briony touched my chest in a couple different places, and as she did, I felt a rush of endorphins pulse round my brain. I’d not been this excited for years.

	‘Fuck this feels good,’ I said. My brain was swimming in happiness, and things were even starting to look different to me - there was a mild glow to light sources, and it felt as though Briony looked even softer, more beautiful than she had before.

	‘I’m glad you like it,’ said Briony. Now, there’s just one more part of you that we need to shave.’

	‘What is it?’ I asked. 

	‘Oh you innocent little sweetheart,’ she said. Then she grabbed my tight underwear, which was hugging my hugely erect cock, and with a tug and a tear, she ripped it right off. My dick sprung right up and out, surging towards the ceiling, desperate for some relief. ‘Over the next few days,’ she said, ‘you’ll find that your manhood is going to change.’ She started to rubbed some of the shaving foam into the coarse hair above my cock. I shuddered and whined with anticipation and pleasure, then, she moved her cupped hand round to my balls, applying a generous coating of the foam, making a rich, thick lather. It felt so good - it was as though my entire body was tingling. It felt as though she might be enjoying it, she took slightly longer with getting my balls ready than she had on the rest of my body, and she was definitely smiling - there was no hiding it.

	I have to say, the sensation of a sharp razor slicing off my pubic hair was surprisingly pleasant. Briony was looking me right in the eye as she did it. 

	‘Now, I know that not every woman has a hairless pussy,’ she said as she worked, ‘but I want you to try to get more into the mindset of a woman than you have ever been before. You’ll find that your hair won’t grow back. Neither on your face or your body. You’ll find that your muscles will become softer, that your body will change shape, that your fat will be redistributed.’ The gentle scratching sound of the razor intensified as she did her best to shave me as close to the skin as possible. ‘And soon, there won’t be anything of your manhood left at all. Ah! I’m finished. What do you think?’ She took out a little mirror from a top pocket, and positioned it so that I could see my manhood. It looked…beautiful. Somehow softer and more delicate already, and the smooth skin around it and on my balls somehow made it seem longer, more clearly defined.

	‘You’ve got a beautiful cock,’ she said, ‘which is good, because the final piece of the puzzle, the last thing we need to feed into the hormonal DNA sequencer, is a sample of your sperm. Once we have that, your change will really begin.’ She walked over to the cupboard again, and took out a sample pot. Then she squeezed something from a tube onto her right hand. ‘I’m going to manipulate your cock now - I’m going to milk you, like a cow, and I’m going to make you cum into this tube. Then, I’ll drip your cum into that machine, and you’ll feel an instant change. You’ll start the process of feminzation.’ She stood over me and gentle grasped my cock with her hand. ‘This should feel very pleasant to you,’ she said. She wasn’t lying - her hand felt like the juiciest, warmest, wettest pussy I’d ever fucked. When she started moving it up and down, rubbing the lube into my veiny skin, it felt incredible.

	‘Fuck!’ I said, ‘Why does it feel so good.’

	‘Just imagine you’re fucking me, Leo, that I let you fuck me however you want. But of course, if you don’t want to change into a woman, just don’t cum. It should be easy, but you’re such a meathead that you won’t be able to stop.’ She started stroking longer, harder, until I was on the verge of cumming, then she held the tube over the end of my dick, ‘Because you’re imagining fucking me, aren’t you? Imagining me lying down, or bending over, opening up my hot little snatch for you, letting you pound into me, letting you ram into whichever hole you want, letting you…’

	I let out a strong, loud groan and I felt my cock lengthen and straighten and thick, hot, white seed sprayed out into the tube.

	‘Thank you,’ she said. She walked straight over to the machine and poured my spunk into it. ‘Super fresh,’ she said.

	The instant the spunk trickled into the machine, something started to change in me. My thoughts became fuzzy, different, strange. I was still a man, but things had definitely begun to change.

	‘Now, Leora,’ Briony said, ‘it’s time to get you in an outfit, and send you on your way.’

∞ ∞ ∞

I’d been surprised when my arms and legs had been shackled onto the chair, but I was even more surprised when they just slipped off, letting me move again.

	‘I’m gonna be free to go?’ I asked. I was buck naked still, but after what had happened between Briony and I, I didn’t feel as though I needed to be particularly bashful around her.

	‘Of course,’ she said, ‘you’re not going to need to be educated in gender equality, because you’re going to be living it very shortly. Just follow me through to the wardrobe - we need to make sure that you’re going to be well covered up from when you leave the facility.’

	I’d worried that when I was taken off the drip of whatever drug I’d been taking, the buzz would leave me, but to the contrary, with every passing moment, I felt more and more relaxed, more in tune with my body, and I even had the kind of giddy high that I was so familiar with from smoking. Somewhere in the back of my mind, far away from my conscious thought, there was a little voice of doubt, telling me that I’d been tricked, that I’d been coerced, that I’d been abused, that my gender was being robbed from me. But I pushed that thought away, I was in such a good mood I just wanted to embrace the changes that were happening to me. 

	As I rose to my feet, I could have sworn that something was different about me. Maybe it was just the ratio of weight in my body - like already my flesh was shifting around - but I felt slightly unsteady on my feet.

	‘Hey, careful,’ she said, ‘you’re going to be a little off balance. For a start, you’re going to be high on the changes that are going on. You see, women have a much closer relationship to their senses. They feel things much more strongly than men, emotions, feelings, but also physical sensation, too. It takes a little getting used to at first. But secondly, your body is already starting to go through physical changes. Your muscles are going to be shifting around, your organs are going to be recalibrating. So things are gonna seem a little different and strange.’ She held out a hand to me, and helped me to stand. 

	I felt a bit of a head rush, and moved my hand up to my forehead to steady myself. It was such a strange feeling - almost as if all the parts of my body were stretching away from each other and re-forming. But when I looked down at my body, it was just there, as before, naked and smooth, but still definitely male. 

	‘Come on, let’s get you dressed.’ She crossed the room and opened the door. I followed behind, taking my time with each step, making sure that I wasn’t going to stumble or fall or anything. I walked out of the room. The last time I’d been in the corridor, it had just seemed like a blank white space, with nothing particularly distinct about it. Now though, it was alive with subtle variations. I know it doesn’t sound so exciting, but it was like my eyes could suddenly tell the difference between various shades of white - like the whole world had come alive with new color.

	‘Is this different?’ I said, ‘Is this a different corridor?’

	‘No darling,’ Briony replied sweetly, ‘it’s you that’s different.’

	We walked down together for a couple minutes - I struggled to take in all the detail, it was like my head had started to swim. Finally we reached another door, and we went through into a much darker, cozy room. I was glad to be out of the harsh glare of the corridor. In here was a plush brown couch, a full length mirror, and a whole rack of outfits, hanging from coathangers in the corner. There were a wide variety of clothes, but they were all clearly for a woman - dresses, skirts, blouses, boob tubes, you know it - it was there.

	‘Now,’ said Briony, ‘obviously you’re not a woman yet, so we need to pick you an outfit that you can wear right now that seems appropriate, and then we also need to pick something out for you that will fit your new shape in a couple days. We want to make sure that your transition into womanhood is as smooth and painless as possible.’

	‘What should I choose?’ I said. I walked to the rack and started to flick through all the options on offer. Honestly it was mind-boggling. I’d never thought for a moment about how to put together an outfit for a woman, I mean, it was basically impossible. 

	‘I think the most important thing is that the outfit you choose today is fairly modest. Why don’t you try this on.’ Briony held up a summery red and white looking dress. I took hold of it and held it up to the light. I found it weirdly exciting to think that I might be able to wear something like this.

	‘You know your skin is looking so smooth now,’ said Briony. She pressed the palm  of her hand against my hip. It felt good to have her skin pushed against mine. I felt as though tons of extra sensors had been flipped on in my body, like I was feeling everything in high definition. ‘You’re really taking to this transformation beautifully,’ she continued, ‘your eyes look softer already, and I think that your body hair pores are already starting to seal. You should find that by tomorrow, parts of your body will have changed shape. So if you try the dress on tomorrow, it should fit you even better than it does today.’

	As she spoke, I worked out how to actually get into the dress. I held it by the thin straps which I presume went over the shoulder, and then stepped into the fabric. I pulled it up, and tried to organize it around my body. It was tight, but I think I pretty much had it down.

	Briony looked at me and laughed. ‘Sweetie, you’ve got it on the wrong way round. The zipper goes at the back.’

	How embarrassing! I was so happy that Briony was treating me a little bit more nicely. It was as though she had changed her personality entirely. But maybe, as she had said, it was just me that had changed. 

	Even with Briony’s help, the dress didn’t exactly fit me like a glove. To be honest, it was more like I was a man, wearing woman’s clothing. I looked at myself in the full length mirror, a little annoyed that I still looked pretty angular. This was most evident around my waist. My hip-bones stuck out hard, and they ruined what should be a smooth curve of the dress. Obviously, I didn’t have breasts, and the dress was disappointingly flat over my chest.

	‘Don’t worry,’ said Briony, as if reading my mind, ‘you’ll fill that out in no time whatsoever. You’re going to be a real busty one, I can tell.’ She put her hand on my shoulder. ‘When I went through the change, I hoped that I’d get really huge breasts, but it didn’t happen for me.’

	‘Hang on, you used to be a man?’ I looked at Briony, really tried to take her in - I looked for the things that I’d heard were difficult for a cross-dresser to hide - things like the hands, the calves - but every part of her just looked beautiful and feminine. As I looked at her, I felt this strange sensation grip my body - a low, buzzing vibration, moving through me like slow, comfortable fire. My chest, my shoulders, my hips, my arms, my legs. It was a wave of mild pleasure, and it left my body tingling with pleasure.

	‘I know what you’re thinking,’ she said, ‘but it’s true, just six months ago, I was a woman-hating man, just like you were. But the transformation I went through is pretty convincing, don’t you think?’ She opened the center of her lab coat and revealed a gorgeous body - she wore a black, lacy bra which wonderfully enhanced the shape and heft of her cleavage. I could barely believe it. I felt a strange feeling - I wasn’t instantly aroused by her body - I was admiring it platonically. ‘I used to be a tax accountant called Brian. Can you believe it?’

	‘I love your underwear,’ I said. All of a sudden, I felt a second strange, powerful surge of heat. It started in my chest, underneath my ribcage, and it started to gently radiate from my center. It wasn’t painful at all, in fact, it was quite the opposite - I let out a sudden groan of pleasure and found it almost impossible to stop.

	‘Leora? Are you OK?’ Briony looked at me with genuine concern.

	‘I’m good,’ I said, ‘it must be the effects of the serum. I feel -’ I cut myself off because I felt another surge of heat and pleasure, this time, it started at my groin. I felt a shifting strangeness in my body. ‘Fuck!’ I exclaimed. It was like I was losing control of my body. I slumped down to the floor. Briony ran over to me and put a hand on my shoulder. 

	‘What do you feel?’ she asked, with a note of panic and anxiety in her voice.

	‘I feel,’ I said, panting, trying to recover from the pleasure, ‘amazing. Like, something’s burning through me.’ I finished my sentence and another surge began, this time, it started as I spoke, coating the inside of my mouth in vibrating pleasure, moving down my throat, swirling around my lungs and setting my body aflame with happiness. ‘Oh my God! It’s like I’m cumming, over and over again.’ As I spoke, I heard that my voice was changed - it was higher pitched, like someone had grabbed my voicebox and had given it a squeeze. It was subtle, but it was a definite change.

	‘Say something else,’ said Briony. She grabbed at a pager that was on her hip.

	‘Like what?’ I replied. The difference in my voice was even more pronounced now. It sounded more womanly, more rounded and sweet. I really liked the way I sounded now. Briony, however, didn’t share my excitement. She grabbed the pager and lifted it to her mouth.

	‘We’ve got a code pink in the dressing room!’

	A code pink? What the heck was that? It didn’t bother me much, I was sitting on the floor, and my head felt light. I lifted my hand up to my forehead, and to my surprise, there was a faint trail of light behind my hand, kinda like something from a disco music video from the 1970s. Was that little sparkles in the air, too? A big smile spread across my face, and I felt as though I was falling down, into the ground. Things started to slow down, as though I was moving through treacle. I noticed that my hand looked really different now, more slender and graceful. I moved my hand, waving it gently in front of my face, and I was delighted to see the light trail was still there, still making things sparkle. 

	People burst through the doors of the room, and their voices were indistinct, as though I had a pair of ear muffs on.

	Briony was talking, and then a very handsome young doctor who’d come through too, and then other people babbled and I felt my flesh shift again, my chest expanding, my butt moving around, my hips widening. The top of my head started to itch and suddenly I felt strong arms around my waist, around my arms and legs, around my shoulders. I moved my hand to scratch my head, and I was surprised to feel long, dry hair growing on top. I was about to grab it and pull it over my eyes, but whoever was holding me moved my hand back, and held me tight. As they marched me out of the room, carrying me aloft, I felt a distant, hazy sensation come over me, and then, as another wave of intense pleasure washed over me, I lost my grip on consciousness, and slipped sweetly into sleep.

∞ ∞ ∞

When I woke, I was somewhere else. What was going on? I felt different, like I’d woken up from a long, eventful dream. It was the kind of dream that seemed so real while you were in it, that when you woke up, you weren’t quite sure if you were back to real life, or whether you’d just left it. 

	I was in a dark, quite room, and I was lying down on a soft, plush surface, kind of similar to the seat I’d been on when Briony had done my transfusion. I could smell something though, something deep and sweet, like the smell of fresh ginger and cookies that reminded me of Christmas time. Where was the smell coming from though? The light was so dim in here, I could barely make anything out - it took me a minute or two until my eyes adjusted so that I could start making things out.

	Medical equipment and lots of it. I didn’t really know what any of it was. I had a sudden, strong urge to scratch the top of my head again, but when I tried to move my arm, I found that once again, I was held tightly in place. There must have been a camera watching me, because when I tried to move, I heard the crackling of a nearby speaker, and then a familiar voice came over the system.

	‘Thank goodness you’re awake!’ It was Briony’s husky voice. ‘Just hold on tight for a moment and I’ll come and fill you in.’

	I was going to say something, but I had this crazy feeling inside me. Like, nothing I’d ever felt before. It was hunger. Not for food. For something else, but I didn’t know what. It was an ache, a desire, a totally all-encompassing need. But for what?

	I was deep in thought, trying to understand what was going on in my body, when there was a click and a clunk, and then the door of the room swung open.

	‘Oh my goodness Leora, I’m so glad that you’re OK.’ 

	I kept noticing more things, as though I was still waking up from that dream. A vague beeping nearby, a buzzing, the thumping sound of a heart beat.

	‘What happened to me?’ I’d opened my mouth. It was me that had spoken. But it wasn’t my voice. Not even close. It was as though someone else was speaking through me. I sounded…seductive. Like I was a dusky, sensual woman. I kinda felt like that, too, as though something deep and earthy had taken control of me - something ancient and powerful.

	‘Whoa, I wasn’t expecting you to sound quite like that, but I guess it makes sense. I mean, you’re a woman now.’

	I was a woman? What had happened? I thought I was going to slowly transform. This was too much, too fast. I felt as though I was meant to feel scared, meant to feel as though something awful had happened to me - but in truth, I felt a thrill of excitement. So, this is what it’s like to be a woman, I thought. I did feel different, and every second I was awake, it felt as though more and more of my senses were coming online, like the room was opening up to me in ways I’d never experienced before.

	‘Why am I a woman already? What happened?’

	She gave me a sheepish grin. ‘I’m afraid that’s my fault. I got the proportions of serum a little wrong. You see, we’re meant to do an analysis of each subject’s genetic makeup before we start the infusion, but the thing is, I thought that based on an estimate I’d made of the relative density of your t-type…’ I must have been looking at her with a blank face, because she obviously guessed correctly that I’d lost track of what she was saying. ‘I gave you too much,’ she finally said.

	‘So I’ve changed too fast?’

	‘Not just too fast,’ she said, walking towards me with a swing in her hips, ‘it’s a little more intense than we’d normally expect to see.’

	‘What exactly do you mean, more intense?’

	‘Well,’ she said, ‘let’s have a look shall we?’ She clapped her hands gently, twice, and the lights, which had previously been very dim, slowly starting to get brighter and brighter. I tried to look down at my body, but my head was also held in place, presumably by some kinda brace.

	‘Holy shit.’ I looked over at Briony. She was looking at me with a stupefied expression on her face, as though she’d seen something that had shocked her to her very core. Her cheeks suddenly flushed pink, and I saw that there was a sheen of sweat over her forehead. What had happened to me? Had a changed into some kind of monster? For the first time that day, I felt the sudden chill of fear grip me. I’d just gotten used to the idea of being a woman - I didn’t want to have changed into some inhuman terror.

	‘What’s the matter?’ I asked with a tremble in my voice. ‘Have I changed into something bad?’

	Briony moved a hand up to her face and wiped away the sweat from it. ‘No, it’s nothing like that. You look…you look magnificent.’ 

	‘Magnificent? What do you mean?’

	‘Here, let me show you.’

	She walked to the side of the room. There was a full length mirror there, the kind that’s on a stand, that’s easy to move around. She picked it up and carried it so that it was directly in front of me. What I saw blew my mind. I couldn’t believe that it was me. Not at all.

	The first thing that really shocked me was my hair. It was now a golden blond color, and even in this dim light, it seemed to shine with an unnatural lustre, as though I was being permanently lit for a hollywood close-up. It was down to my shoulders, and when I experimentally shook my head from side to side, I was amazed to see my hair glimmer and flicker with an unusual energy - it looked uncommonly glossy and slick, like the kind of hair you’d see supermodels sporting in magazines.

	‘Did you guys dye my hair?’ I asked. I marveled at the way my mouth moved, in fact, I marveled at the way my everything moved. I know it sounds dumb, but it was one thing to see my face motionless, staring at itself, and something totally different to see the way my face moved as I spoke. I saw the character, the life, the personality behind the beautiful face. And although the face I now had didn’t look like me, it moved like me, it had the same mannerisms. I was still myself - just an insanely hot female version of me.

	The mouth that had spoken those words was a beautiful, elegant shape - a full lower lip, with a cheeky, slightly smaller upper lip. I bit my upper lip, just to see my teeth, and was surprised by how bright white and even they were. Even my fricking teeth were super-charged. My eyes were a swirling, hazel color, warm and slightly red, with flecks of golden thread in them. They were wide and they were thickly-lashed. The white part was bright white, contrasting hugely with the warm hazel of the iris, and the deep black of my pupils. I shut and opened each of them in turn, looking at how the looked closed and open, thrilled with the power I seem to have in them. My eyes just looked magic. 

	‘We didn’t dye your hair,’ said Briony. ‘We haven’t done anything to you physically - no surgeries, not make-up, nothing. My, my,’ she continued, ‘I hadn’t expected you to be this beautiful. This is just,’ she seemed to be getting even more hot under the collar, ‘this is pretty intense, even for me.’

	‘You like the way I look?’ I asked. 

	‘I do.’ She said. There was a new quality to her words now, it was intense. Serious. Like she was trying to hold her feelings back.

	I carried on looking at my face, turned my head as much as I could from side to side - which wasn’t much, as the clamp around my throat was quite restrictive - looked at my cute little nose. It was perfectly straight and fitted my face perfectly. I smiled and as I did, I was amazed by how, well, sexy I looked. Like my smile was just like an invitation for people to look at me, to find out more about me.

	Below the strange clamp that was around my throat was my body. I shifted around, trying to make myself more comfortable. I glanced down at my hands and legs, all clamped in place.

	‘Why am I locked in?’ I asked. ‘Am I in danger?’

	‘It’s for your own safety,’ she said. I couldn’t help but notice that she seemed to be slowly moving closer to me, as though she was being drawn, magnetically towards me.

	‘For my own safety?’

	‘Well,’ she said, raising her eyebrows, ‘the thing is, when we’ve had code pinks in the past, we’ve found that the subjects of the experiments have had an insatiable hunger.’

	‘Hunger? I’m not hungry at all,’ I interjected.

	‘Not for food,’ she said, ‘for sex.’

	When she said the word sex that feeling came back from before - that need, that desire. I knew all at once what it was I wanted. I needed something hard, thick and warm inside me. It was the strangest feeling, it went from a kind of vague, indistinct urge to something concrete, definite. It was a cock I needed. And I needed it now.

	‘Ohh,’ I said, ‘no, I don’t feel anything like that.’ I tried to lie as best as I could, but my heaving bosom and clammy skin told another story.

	‘You’re sure that you don’t feel any lust at all at the moment? You don’t feel an elevated pulse? You’re not fantasizing about what it might feel like for my fingers to explore your pussy?’

	‘My pussy?’ I said. Of course, I must have a pussy - I was a woman now. But I hadn’t actually thought through what that might mean. I mean, I could see that my breasts were large - they were practically erupting out of the dress I was wearing - but I couldn’t actually see my pussy. I tried to focus my attention on it - to feel what it might be like - but I couldn’t quite get my mind around the idea that I had a juicy slit down there. One thing that I could feel though, was moisture. Something was wet between my legs. Wet and warm. ‘Could you let me see my pussy?’ I said. ‘Not because I want you to touch it. Just because I want to know what it looks like. I won’t even be able to touch it.’

	‘I’m really not meant to,’ she said, ‘you see, in situations like this, we generally have to wait for a doctor to come and reverse the procedure, because of the dangerous sexual energy that code pinks seem to have.’

	‘Dangerous sexual energy? What does that mean?’

	‘It means,’ she said, ‘that people, all people, are going to find you practically irresistible. You’re able to seduce practically anyone.’

	I wondered just what the implications of this would be. I was so sexy that everyone would want to fuck me? What did that even mean? Surely if she was to be believed, then it meant I’d be able to seduce her.

	‘What exactly is it about me that people will find so irresistible?’ I said, as innocently as I possibly could. ‘Is it my voice.’

	Briony gave me a sneaky, knowing look. ‘I know exactly what you’re trying to do, young lady, and it’s not going to work on me. I’ve been trained to deal with situations like this, and there’s no way that I’d ever fall for it. I’m afraid there’s no way I’m going to be the one responsible for letting a code pink out into the world. The implications could be catastrophic.’

	She was still moving forward though, very slowly. I could feel her lust, her desire - I knew she wanted me, even though we were both women. To be truthful, I wanted a man, but right now, I was going to have to make do with whatever I could get, because the burning in my loins was starting to get overwhelming. I couldn’t think of anything else except relief, except the idea of fingers against my flesh, lips against my skin, and the soft touch of her hands would have to do.

	I decided to try something.

	‘Ouch!’ I shouted out suddenly - I tried to make it as emphatic as possible. All I needed was for her to come a little bit closer, just a tiny pace or two.

	She eyed me with suspicion. ‘What’s up?’ 

	‘My breasts, they’re hurting! It feels like they’re going to burst. Do they look strange to you?’ And then, with all my might, I pushed my chest forward with as much force as I could manage. I strained for a second - I could  feel the fabric of the dress just ever so slightly stretch, and then, with a further, stronger stretch, I felt the red and white patterned material split straight down the middle. My breasts burst out, and I looked down at them - firm and round and huge - my nipples were small and pert, pointing slightly upward. The nipples were a soft, caramel color, and against my lightly tanned skin, they looked magnificent. ‘Do they look normal?’

	Within an instant, Briony was right there, pushing up against me, her hands suddenly touching the skin of my tits.

	‘Too much,’ she whimpered, ‘it’s too much,’ and then, she was kissing, licking my flesh. It felt incredible, all of these tiny nibbles and licks on my flesh, so much more intense than it had ever felt for me when I’d been a man. I closed my eyes and gave in to the feeling she was spreading through my body.

	‘My pussy, it’s throbbing and aching.’ I said. ‘Please, set me free.’ 

	She looked up at me with those soft, blue eyes, and nodded. I’d never had anyone look at me like this before - it was as though she was entirely under my spell, as though she would do anything I asked her to. She reached to the side of the chair, and clicked a button, my restraints slipped away from my body. Finally, I was free to move. But I found that right now, the only place I wanted to be was right here.

	I lay on the chair and she slipped her hands down, before lifting the skirt that had been over my crotch up my thighs, up towards my belly. I looked down and saw the smooth skin she’d shaved not too long ago. Below the skin, where my cock had always been, was nothing but smooth skin. I looked in the mirror across the room, and Briony moved out of the way.

	‘You know,’ she said looking straight at my gentials, ‘I’ve never seen a cunt as beautiful as yours in my whole life.’ I spread my legs out, and gazed at what had replaced my cock. Holy shit. I couldn’t believe it. I moved my hand down, touching the outer rim of the delicate pink cleft that split the flesh between my legs. I had an opening now. I carefully parted my lips, marveling at the incredible sensation, and I was thrilled by the silken fluid that poured from inside me.

	‘You’re so wet,’ she said, ‘and it’s making me wet to see it. How does it feel?’ she asked. She was practically drooling now. Her cheeks were pink, and she was rubbing her thigh.

	‘It feels unbelievable,’ I replied. I slipped the tiniest tip of a finger inside myself and was shocked by the pang of electric pleasure that ripped through my body. ‘Fuck!’ I sighed. ‘Is this what it feels like to be a woman.’

	She bit her lip, nodded, moved one of her own fingers to the space between her legs, gently rubbed. Then, she turned to face me again. ‘Now,’ she said, whatever am I going to do with you?

	She slowly undid her lab coat, before dropping it down to the floor. Beneath it, she had just a small thong and lacy black bra. 

	‘We’re always ready for sex here,’ she said. ‘You say, everyone who gets transformed in this department has an unusually high sex drive. You just happen to have the highest of any of us.’ She reached behind and unclipped her bra, then, hurrying as though her life depended on it, she slipped the thong off, totally revealing herself to me.

	 As my eyes trailed down to her breasts, and then her waist, I was shocked to notice that her sex was now on display, and I saw immediately that there was something different about it. It was so different to mine. She had hair down there, and it grew in soft brown curls, as if protecting her delicate sex from the outside world. Two delicate pink lips pouted between her legs, and I felt desperate to touch them. 

	Seeing me looking upon her delicate pussy, she crawled up the seat until she was over me. Before I had time to take in what was going on, she pulled my legs apart with her gentle but insistent palms, and then inserted a finger, quickly and greedily, into my juicy opening. I immediately sucked her finger up into the length of me, and was relieved that there was no discomfort, other than a slight pinching at first. It was just pure pleasure. I hadn’t quite been ready for how good it was going to feel. She smiled. ‘This is your first time,’ she said, her finger resting gently inside my delicate, moist opening. ‘Don’t worry, I’ll be gentle. At first.’

	Slowly, gently, she pushed another finger inside me, and bent over me to kiss the pubic mound above my opening. ‘So beautiful,’ she said, moving her fingers gently inside me, coating them with my juices, making them nice and slick. I felt as though a thousand new secrets were opening up inside me as she began to fuck me with her fingers. How had I gone my whole lifetime without knowing this feeling? How did women walk around, knowing that this is what sex feels like, and not want to just fuck, the whole time? When I closed my eyes, I was transported to another world, a world of nothing but pure ecstasy, and when I opened them again, and looked behind me, all I could see was the most beautiful figure I had ever seen in all my life. Pert breasts, hanging down over me, that I so wanted to lick, to put into my hungry mouth. A smooth, taut belly, wide hips, and a moist, parted sex. I wondered if she would mind if I fucked her too, at the same time that she fucked me. 

	Immediately, I felt my sex soften even further, and I sucked three of her fingers all the way inside me, until they filled every tiny inch of me, all the way up to my cervix. ‘That’s it Leora’ said Briony, stroking the hair back from my face with her free hand. ‘You are ready now.’

	Quickly, she flipped me over, so that I was lying on my back, looking up at her. For a dreadful moment I feared that I had done something wrong, but then she took my head in her hands and pulled it where she wanted it, lowering her hips down over my face, so that I was looking directly up at her beautiful, wet cunt. I had never seen anything so beautiful!

	‘Kiss me,’ she demanded - lust in her eyes, hunger in her face.

	I parted my lips and quickly, greedily, pushed out my tongue to touch her pussy. I grabbed her buttocks in my hands so that I could pull her closer, and licked and tasted her as though she were a peach. To me, she tasted sweeter than a peach! It was incriedible! I found that if I plunged in my tongue in and out, very quickly, flicking back and forth, I made her moan louder. And when I licked a particular fleshy nub, at the top of her opening, it made her thighs tremble and shake with lust, and I felt her sex opening up to me, like a flower, coating my mouth in sweet juices.

	I’d obviously been with women before, but honestly it felt to me as though this was my first time, that I was discovering a woman for the first time. I licked harder.

	‘That’s it!’ she cried. ‘Faster! Lick me faster!’

	I did exactly as she told me, listening to her and to her body, and licked her so fast that I feared I’d soon lose control of my tongue completely. I had never focused so much energy into one particular muscle! But her moans made me keep my focus, and I began using my hands to make her moan louder too. I stroked the soft flesh of her backside while I ate her like a peach, and I even massaged the flesh a little, my fingers sneaking ever closer to the tiny rosebud of her asshole.

	She didn’t seem to mind where my fingers went - in fact, the closer to that part of her that my fingers strayed, the more she cried out, with a strange, animal desire. I grew braver, and stuck one finger quickly inside her pussy, coating it in her own juices, then I moved my hand back round to her asshole, and tickled the rosebud with my juicy, wet finger. She cried so loudly I was scared that other people in the compound might hear, and her thighs trembled and spasmed so hard I had to keep a good, firm hold of her. Bravely, I plunged my finger a short way into her asshole, and with that, she bucked on top of me, like a wild horse, and then she fell of me, panting, the juice from her pussy running down into my mouth and onto my chin.

	She rested on me for a moment, and that’s when I realized it - she was out cold. Either asleep, or passed out. But whatever it was, it met my requirements. I carefully moved from under her, although to be honest I needn’t have bothered - she was out for the count. I grabbed my stuff, the outfit I’d picked out for tomorrow (a short, very tight black dress) and headed out. Luckily, no one stopped me. Fucking Briony had given me some mild relief from my hunger, but I knew that there was only one thing that would give me a little more relief. Patrick’s cock. I had to track down my best friend, and seduce him. Luckily for me, I knew where he was going to be this evening. I just had to get him away from Laura.

∞ ∞ ∞

Let me tell you, walking through Miami as an inhumanly attractive woman was a serious eye-opener for me. It was a balmy afternoon, and there were lots of pretty forward young men out and about. I barely fit into the ludicrous dress I’d picked out - how was I meant to know just how huge my breasts would become?

	I walked past countless men who just stared at me like I was an alien, walking around the dirty streets of the city. I knew that Patrick and Laura would be in a bar called Murphy’s. It was an Irish bar of course, right in the center of town. I made my way through the skyscraper dominated streets, the bright, neon lights of the city were just coming on for the evening, giving brand new life to the vibrant city.

	I don’t know if it was just in my head, but everything felt more detailed, more alive now that I was a woman. Things I’d never noticed before, like, did you know the city had a specific smell? I sure as hell had never known that before. Miami smelled of coconuts. I know that sounds crazy, but it was true - it was like there was perfume hanging in the air, like there was a trail of sweetness that I could just follow if I wanted to. 

	As I walked, I tried to take in my new body. I was still getting used to it. I’d taken a pair of high heels from the dressing room as well. Let’s just say that I wasn’t exactly an expert when it came to walking in these things just yet. I guess in my heart I still felt as though I was a guy, tottering around in a pair of women’s heels, not the diabolic sex kitten I actually was. Another weird thing, was my breasts. They had such heft to them, and I wasn’t wearing a bra, so they jiggled up and down with every step. It was like there was an earthquake on my chest, making me shake with every forward move.

	I was not prepared for just how open men were with the way they looked at me. It was insane. Honestly, I didn’t really mind the attention - I just wanted everyone to see this incredible new body I’d been gifted by New Perspectives. I wondered briefly whether Briony had woken out of her post-orgasmic stupor, whether she’d mobilized the guards in the facility, whether a group of people were going to be tracking me down. I had to make the most of my time out in the world. I had to get my legs wrapped around Patrick, quickly as I could.

	The walk to the center didn’t take too long, and pretty soon I was outside Murphy’s. It was in a kinda square, surrounded by skyscrapers on each side. The bar itself was a little place, and kinda unassuming, but we’d had plenty of pretty intense nights out here. Obviously, because Patrick was Irish, he got a hefty discount here, which meant that we drank a lot whenever we came out. Also, it seemed like Pat had some kind of genetic resistance to booze, because it was as though no matter how much he had, he always wanted more, and weirdly, he never seemed to suffer from hangovers, either.

	I had a brief moment of self-doubt. Would he somehow know that I’d only been a woman for a few hours, that I’d never kissed a guy before, let alone fucked one? I thought it was unlikely, but maybe there was something like, intrinsically weird about my body, that I would never know. Maybe my pussy felt weird to fuck. Maybe my lips weren’t quite right when they were wrapped round a cock. I guess there would only be one way to ever find that out. 

	I looked at the green neon sign in the window: Murphy’s - Your Happy Place.

	I felt as though I actually had a very different happy place. It was small and it was pink and it was nestled between my legs.

	I leaned forward, pressed my hand against the front door, and pushed it open. It swung back with a satisfying groan and I made my way inside. The smell in this place was incredible - almost indescribable. It was heady and rich with the sweet notes of frothy beer, but there was something else. It took me a moment to realize it, but as I scanned the various customers propped up against the bar and sitting on tables around the edges of the cozy place, I worked it out. I could smell men. Each of them had their own, subtly different note, and they joined together in a swirling mass of arousal. I took a deep, deep breath in, trying to fill my lungs with the delicious aroma. I must of looked kinda kooky - just standing in the doorway, sniffing. But I didn’t care. I felt like a huntress, and my prey was a six foot two Irishman with washboard abs and a cheeky grin. Then, and I don’t know how, I knew that I’d picked up on his scent. It was fresh, and almost smelled of the sea - salt and sand and rock. I knew it was my friend. I had it clear in my mind whereabouts I needed to go, so I decided that first of all, I was going to head to the bar and get myself a drink.

	I sidled up to the bar and was about to say something, when, seemingly out of nowhere, two guys at the same time, came up to me and asked if I wanted a drink buying. They must have been watching me from the moment I came through that door. One of them must have been in his fifties - he was a silver fox, I guess, and the other was wearing a greasy shirt and a baseball cap. For a moment, I thought things were going to get a little dicey - they looked at each other with fire in their eyes, as though they were two lions about to fight over a piece of meat.

	‘Boys,’ I said, as calmly and sweetly as I could manage, ‘I’m actually here to meet someone. Why don’t you two buy each other a drink and not worry about it.’ My voice seemed to have a kind of hypnotic effect on them. I hadn’t really thought that me just talking to them would work like this, but I guess it did - I was amazed to see them offer to buy each other a drink, smiling and laughing, happy in each other’s company. I made my excuse, bought myself a gin and tonic, and then followed the scent trail through the labyrinthine corridors of the cozy pub.

	I sipped from my drink as I walked, and I scanned my eyes from left to right, right to left. I could here snippets of conversation. This pub was huge, and it had dozens of tiny, cave-like rooms in which people sat and drank, laughing. Then, as I tried to tune in to what was going on around the pub, tried to find the direction that Patrick’s voice was coming from, I saw something that was very rare in Murphy’s pub. An empty booth in an empty room. Maybe I could just take five minutes to explore myself a little bit. I hadn’t really had the chance in the center. I thought I’d try it. Patrick could wait…

	I ducked behind the door and sat on a couch with my drink. Then, I did what I’d been desperate to do all afternoon. I slipped up my skirt, and moved my fingers toward my pussy.

	I ran my finger across my delicate pussy lips, prising them apart, ever so gently, dipping my finger between them and feeling a rush of warm, wet juice. I dipped my finger in deeper, and cried out in ecstasy as I let the finger slide all the way in. I was so wet it was easy. I pushed in another finger. Then, with my thumb, I located my clitoris, a soft, sexy little bump just at the top of my pussy, where my perfect little lips met, and I pulsed my thumb gently over it, instinctively, almost dropping to the floor in ecstasy as I did so. My thighs began to tremble and I couldn’t help but push my fingers in harder… and harder still… until I was pumping away at my little pussy, brushing my clit and making myself groan with pleasure. (Thank god the music was so loud in this place, or I think every drinker in here would have heard me.)

	Finally, just as someone knocked on the door, shouting to ask if anyone was in here’, I felt a hot, electric crackle, running from my thighs all the way, deep into my pussy, and I felt a rush of wetness run over my fingers, coating me in sweet pussy juices. I cried out with euphoric pleasure, feeling the warmth spread across my entire body.

	‘I’m in here,’ I said, panting with pleasure.

	‘Who’se ‘I’?’ came the reply. The door swung open. It was Patrick. His eyes widened in surprise, and then, delight. ‘Oh, I see, that’s who it is. A slut!’

	I think he must have been expecting me to be ashamed or embarrassed, but when I fixed my eyes on him, he saw that the only emotion I was feeling right now was pure, unburdened lust. ‘Come fuck me, stranger,’ I mouthed at him. ‘Unless you’ve got something else you’d rather do?’

	‘You want me to just come over and fuck you? Even though you don’t know who I am?’

	I thought for a moment about telling him that I did know him, that he was about to fuck his best friend. But I decided to hold onto that information for the time being. Then, before I could’ve even said anything, he was over onto me. ‘You’re a filthy little exhibitionist, eh?’ I could tell he had been drinking, but I knew that he was still knew what was going on.

	I nodded. ‘Mmmhmm,’ I moaned, ‘I’ve just been waiting for a stud to nail me.’ Was I really doing this? It felt so right. He lay down onto me, his knees pressed me down into the ground. Patrick, still pinning me down as he sat over me, took off his jacket – an extremely-expensive-looking Armani jacket – and threw it onto the filthy pub floor beside me. Then he began undoing his shirt.

	It struck me now that I had never seen Patrick naked. I had seen him without a shirt, of course. But this is the first time I’d seen him topless as a woman. What was it going to be like, being so near a beautiful man? I held my breath, waiting to see him, hoping I’d like what I saw.

	As Patrick peeled off his shirt, I saw that I felt totally different - it looked totally different. The lust that opened up in me was ridiculous. Patrick had had rock hard pectoral muscles, and tight, round muscular shoulders that made me think he could just pick me up and carry for miles if he needed to. I probably weighed nothing to a man like this. In fact, a man like this was so strong that he could crush me in seconds if he wanted to. Imagine that. It was well within Patrick’s power, if he so desired, to just grab me in his thick, muscular arms, and squeeze me until I stopped breathing. I’d never felt this vulnerable.

	He stooped down over me, putting his finger to my lips before I could speak. ‘Shh,’ he whispered. ‘Can you hear anything?’

	I strained to listen, but my heart was beating so fast that it sounded like an entire drum circle was playing inside me. The thought that we might get discovered like this made my pussy tingle. But I couldn’t hear anything right now, so I shook my head.

	Patrick remained completely stiff, listening out for the sound of footsteps or laughter, of anything that might give away the fact we weren’t alone in this part of the pub. But, judging by the clear focus in his eyes, he heard nothing. He reached down and pinned my hands down so I couldn’t move.

	Patrick looked down at me. ’No point struggling,’ he hissed. ‘You’re stuck there until I decide to free you.’

	‘And when will that be?’ I whispered back, trying not to smile.

	‘Not yet,’ he said, reaching down to my skirt, and pulling it down with such a force that the two straps broke. ‘Not for a long time.’

	He pulled the dress clean over my legs and feet, and I lay there, naked before him, writhing around on the cold, hard ground concrete. ‘Hey,’ I said, my teeth beginning to chatter with nerves. ‘I’ve never… I’m a…’

	‘It’s okay,’ he said gently, stroking the hair out of my eyes. ‘I’m in charge now.’

	He pulled off his pants, throwing them onto the concrete beside him, so that all he was wearing were his tight, black boxers. I could see his erection immediately. The black fabric was pulled taut at the groin. The big black mass behind it pushed hard at his underpants, like it wanted to rip them open and set itself free. I was desperate to reach out and touch it, to feel its warmth with my fingertips..

	Patrick sat over me once more, his tight abductor muscles, wrapped around me. ‘You’re not going to have to finger yourself in private after this, are you?’

	I shook my head. ‘Not when I’ve got you.,’ I whispered.

	His face moved down now, closer towards mine, until his lips were brushing my cheek. I could feel the warmth of the air that had been inside me, moving across my skin, hear the heaviness of his breath against me. ‘You dirty bitch,’ he whispered, as he pressed his lips hard against mine. The force of his mouth, pushing so hard against me, made me moan. But still, he kept on pushing, forcing his tongue between my teeth, flicking it hard and powerfully over my own tongue, grabbing me by the face so he could plunge his tongue farther and deeper within me. 

	I felt his groin – his hot, hard groin – pressing up against mine now. Even though he had underpants on, I was sure he could feel how wet I was through the fabric. I was so slick with juice that he was almost sliding right inside me, even with his underpants on.

	Oh god, I wanted him. This was exactly how I wanted to lose my virginity as a woman. I wanted to lose it so badly.

	He pulled down his underpants, and I strained to lift my upper body off the floor so that I could see his cock. I’d imagined it so often, that it felt unreal I was finally about to see it. When I eventually got a glimpse of it, I couldn’t believe my eyes. The thing in front of me was just… beautiful. So long and hard and smooth. Built to do only one thing, and that thing was fuck. It was designed perfectly. I could make out a few straining veins beneath the surface of the skin, showing just how hard he was right now, how desperately he wanted me. The tip of his cock was a deep crimson color, full of hot, manly blood, gushing straight from his heart to his penis, filling him up with red hot love.

	Oh fuck, I wanted him inside me. I moaned with desire.

	‘You want some of this, do you?’ Patrick asked, taunting me with his dick. ‘You want me to push this up inside your tight, wet pussy? You want a stranger to fuck you, here in public, like a little whore?’

	I nodded. Yes. I want it. I want it right now!

	Patrick’s lips pressed down on mine again, but just for an instant, as his mouth then trailed down my skin, first to my breasts, whose nipples were cold and puckered, hard as little rocks beneath his lips. He blew a soft breeze of air across them, teased them a little with his teeth, then sucked at them, as if he was drinking liquid for the very first time, beset with a terrible thirst. Then, once he’d had his fill of both breasts, had sucked at them and bitten and licked them all he wanted, his tongue then trailed down to my stomach, which had a pleasant, soft bulge to it now that I was eating more, and it felt so sexy having a moist tongue dragged across it. 

	It was so different to having been with a woman - he was so commanding and powerful, like he knew exactly what he wanted and how he was going to get it. I couldn’t believe how excited and into the idea of us fucking he was. He was just an utter horndog.

	Finally, his head nestled deep within my thighs. I felt his nose pressing against my soft pussy lips first of all, and then his tongue, once again. His tongue gently pulled the lips apart from one another, pushing between them, becoming coated instantly in the slick, sticky juices within me. He groaned with pleasure as he tasted me, and I could tell how good it tasted to him, as he continued to groan as his tongue flicked back and forth over my clitoris, and then, every few seconds, dived down deep into my soft, womanly passage.

	Now, Patrick was eating me like a man that hadn’t had a meal in months. Heck, my arms were pinned behind my head. This man was only doing things he wanted to me. I had no choice but to take it.

	I felt the waves of ecstasy rush over me. I pushed my head against the concrete, and arched my back, feeling an electricity build up between my thighs. Patrick sensed I was on the edge, and grabbed my buttocks tight, pushing his tongue all the way into me, as far as it would go. Bright, colored lights begin to fly in front of my eyes, and I had to stop myself from screaming. I felt the spasms in my ass first, then up and down my legs, and in my stomach, then, finally, in all the tight, clenched muscles of my pussy. One by one by one. 

	‘Fuck!’ I gasped. ‘Fuck!’

	It’s the best orgasm I’ve ever had, I wanted to say. Hell, having experienced this, maybe it’s the only orgasm I’ve ever had!

	But Patrick wasn’t about to let me rest. While my legs were still twitching, I saw him grab his huge, erect cock, which looked even bigger and harder than it had done before, since he’d been licking me, and he lay over me, pressing his chest against my breasts. Then, ever so slowly, I felt it. The tip of his cock, first of all, just nudging ever so gently against my entrance. Then, teasing the lips apart with its big, solid mound of flesh, and pushing in, just a centimeter or two.

	‘You okay?’ Patrick whispered, looking down into my eyes, with the tenderest look I’d ever seen me give.

	I nodded again – all words had left me now.

	He put his mouth to my ear, bit my ear lobe, ever so gently, and replied: ‘Good. Because I’m going to fuck you very, very hard now.’

	I felt his cock plunge, very quickly, all the way inside me. I couldn’t hold in my gasps any more. I shouted out as I felt my insides fill up with my best friend’s flesh. ‘Shit!’ I yelled. ‘That feels… oh shit!’

	Patrick stayed, pressed all the way up inside me for a few moments, letting my pussy muscles unclench, open out to take as much of him into me as I possibly could. Then, when he was satisfied that I was ready for it, he began withdrawing from me, sliding his hungry cock back up, out of my pussy, all the way up to the entrance to my vagina again.

	There’ll be more, won’t there? I thought. I didn’t do anything wrong, did I? Oh fuck, please let there be more.

	The tip of his cock stayed teasingly at the wet, open entrance of my vulva for a second or two, and then Patrick grabbed my breasts, kissing me hard on the lips, and pushed his cock all the way back in again.

‘Shit!’ I screamed again.

	Before I knew it, this man was pumping me, hard. Filling me up with ever last millimetre of his big, hard flesh, then pulling out, teasing me, holding on until the last second possible, then plunging all the way in again. I was screaming and shouting, wrapping my legs around his back, begging him to fuck me harder and harder.

	Patrick knew exactly what I meant, and knelt up for a moment, taking one strong arm on each of my legs, opening them out as wide as possible, looking at my wide-open pussy with a look of insatiable longing, and then plunging himself in again. As he fucked me, he lifted my legs up, until I had one foot each side of his thick, strong neck. From this angle, it seemed, his cock could slip ever farther inside me.

	‘Oh, fuck!’ he shouted, as he began pounding me as hard as he could. ‘What have you done to me, you little whore? What have you done?’

	Patrick’s cock was swelling up so big inside me now that I screamed. It just kept getting bigger and bigger, and then it began to throb. Patrick moaned, grabbing onto me even tighter, and then, falling on top of me, flattening me and drawing the air from my lungs.

∞ ∞ ∞

  *

∞ ∞ ∞

Turns out, that night was just the start of a very long adventure of discover. The first thing I realized was that I needed to get away from New Perspectives. The second thing I realized was that I wanted more cock, and more men. I wanted to experience everything that this new body had to offer me, and see what the whole world looked like from the other side.
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