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CHAPTER ONE
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.’




CHAPTER TWO
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.’




CHAPTER THREE
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.




CHAPTER FOUR
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.




CHAPTER FIVE
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?


——

More by Gal Horne:

ICE CREAM GENDER SWAP

Niko is a big, butch, builder. In his wildest dreams, he never would have guessed an ice cream could change his gender.

When his boss, Shepherd, Catches him sleeping on the job, he’s furious. But instead of getting angry, he buys him an ice cream.

Soon, Niko’s body starts to morph and change. New curves, soft skin, beautiful blue eyes.

At first, he’s horrified, but soon, he learns to love his new form. And when he sees the effect he has on men and women, he can barely believe it.

Even his boss, Shepherd, can’t resist his new, comely form.

And you know what they say, office romances are a bad idea.

BAD GIRL GENDER SWAP

∞ ∞ ∞

Christian has always been uptight. He never breaks the rules.

Not until his best friend Dean convinces him to break into a government biotech lab. There are rumors of body-altering technology within, serums and procedures so powerful they can change someone’s gender.

After an intimate encounter with a strange pink liquid, Christian starts to go through a transformation. But when he’s told by a scientist that he’s turning into a woman, he won’t believe it.

Soon though, there’s no denying it. His body warps, becomes curvaceous, soft and supple. But it’s not just his body that’s bolder. He becomes reckless, impulsive and obsessed with sensuality.

He starts breaking rules all over the place. He even breaks the oldest rule in the book.

Don’t seduce your friends.

WISH GENDER SWAP

Brandon has always wanted to be a girl.

So when his dumb, hot, friend Rich says he’s got a magic lamp that grants your deepest, darkest wishes, he can barely believe his luck.

Soon, he feels his body start to shift and change. There are bumps where there were no bumps before, smooth skin where he used to have hair. And something very important is missing, replaced by something shocking and delightful.

But it’s not just his body. He’s got new, uncontrollable urges, desires he feels compelled to fulfil. And he knows exactly who he wants to fulfil them with.

The only question is, why is his friend Rich changing too? And what was his deepest, darkest wish?

——

CURSED GENDER SWAP

Hank and George have been best friends their whole life. Every year, they go to the carnival. But this year, their trip is going to change Hank’s life, and body, forever.

After a strange encounter with a gender-bending fortune teller, Hank slowly starts to notice some disturbing changes in his body. He asks George, a doctor, to examine him. Soon, the medical examination takes an intimate turn.

A best friend body change romance.

——

VARSITY GENDER SWAP

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

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

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

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

——

GENDER SWAP CANDY SHOP

∞ ∞ ∞

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

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

He gets more curves.

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

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

A slow change gender switch romance.

——

GENDER SWAP OFFICE JOB

Sean is desperate for a job. 

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

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

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

A slow change gender switch, cross-dressing romance.

——

GENDER SWAP BEACH BOD

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

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

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

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

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

A slow change gender switch romance.

——

TROPICAL ISLAND GENDER SWAP

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

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

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

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

A slow change gender switch romance.

——

SEVEN DAY GENDER SWAP

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

Ben has felt something missing from his life for a very long time. After losing his job at a meat-packing factory, he goes out for a few beers, and (literally) stumbles into the most beautiful woman he’s ever seen. By stumbling into her, he accidentally breaks the heel of her expensive red stiletto, and offers his own shoes in recompense. The beautiful woman, who turns out to be none other than the newly-crowned Miss America, accepts Ben’s shoes on one condition: he takes her shoes in return. Somewhat amused, and definitely turned on, Ben takes the shoes, and then, in the privacy of his own apartment, he embarks upon a voyage of self-discovery… The shoes hold some sort of mystical powder for Ben. Not only does he feel fantastic wearing them, but he begins to take more risks. He buys perfume and cosmetics… then, the impossible happens: his body starts to change! He buys clothes for his new feminine figure, and begins daring himself to wear his new items out in public. First perfume, then clothes, then make-up… And the results are astonishing! 

To begin with, Ben starts passing as a lady… then he BECOMES a lady! As Ben’s whole world begins to change, so do his relationships. There’s his hot, muscular best friend, Josh, who he begins to see in a new light. There’s Miss America, who seems to have swapped bodies with him (wait, what?!). And there’s Ben’s - or, to use his new name, Bella’s - relationship to himself. Actually - HERself. Bella’s new body unlocks so many things to her, it’s a dream come true. Soon, she’ll have everything: the looks, the job, the fella. All over the course of one incredible week! 

This is Gal Horne’s longest and slowest transformation yet – over 30,000 words of gender swap fun!

CLICK HERE TO GET YOUR FREE STORY!
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