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-TO COME-

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

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

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

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

I was in so much ecstasy it was untrue.

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

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

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

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

Yes!

…

-end of preview-

CHAPTER ONE

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

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

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

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

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

Anyway…

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

They didn’t come cheap, far from it.

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

Yes, one fifty big kahunas!

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

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

Back to the shoes.

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

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

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

Sounds good right?

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

A win win scenario I think you will definitely agree.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

What was it The Beatles said?

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

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

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

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

I began up a road I had never been before.

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

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

But sure, I was good and I knew it.

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

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

Perhaps I was tired?

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

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

No chance, no way in hell.

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

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

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

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

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

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

But you know what?

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

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

I stumbled, I put my hands out.

I crashed on the floor.

I was suddenly in pain.

Dizzy too.

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

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

Home.

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


CHAPTER TWO

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

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

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

Mmmmph, I moaned.

I couldn’t help myself.

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

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

Oh well, I thought.

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

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

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

No consequences.

None at all.

No a single one.

Or so I thought.

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


CHAPTER THREE

Beep!

Beep!

Beep!

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

Bleurgh.

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

Well, this is where things got weird.

By weird, I mean… very, very weird.

I felt a strange sensation even before opening my eyes.

Something just felt… different.

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

What the…

I opened my eyes and looked down.

What the actual fuck, I had breasts.

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

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

Stronger and stronger.

I then did something that I couldn’t believe.

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

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

I was in heaven.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Let me run it past you again.

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

Oh, and of course the titties.

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

I let out a slight moan before it struck me.

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

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

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

No dick.

No balls.

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

What the…

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

Was I still asleep?

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

I then gave my body a closer look over.

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

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

Well, it did not disappoint.

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

I couldn’t help but jiggle it a little.

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

It appeared that I was now a woman, and…

I absolutely loved it.

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

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

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

Maybe this was a sign of things to come?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I was in so much ecstasy it was untrue.

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

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

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

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

Yes!

Fuck, yes!

Ooooooooooooooh, FUCK ME!

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

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

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

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

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


CHAPTER FOUR

I walked into the gym and immediately felt muggy.

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

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

Go figure, eh.

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

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

But enough legal and contract babble.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Anyway…

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Error.

Big error.

And now I was paying for it. 

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

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

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

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

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

I joke of course.

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

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

I guess I was a sucker for brand names? 

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

Never in my life have I tasted such foul water.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I wanted my female body back.

It was true, I couldn’t deny it.

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

But it was more than that.

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

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

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

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

CHAPTER FIVE

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

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

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

Well, what happened next was totally inexplicable…

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

Darkness.

Silence, darkness.

Silence, then light…

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Anyway, I had to get back home fast.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Did he know that I lusted after him?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

God, he was hot.

I was craving him, fully in heat.

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

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

And Marcus clearly saw me staring…

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

What followed next was a bit of a blur. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I felt a surge of nerves, adrenalin, happiness.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

It was happening.

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

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

Then it happened…

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

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

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

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

It felt so natural.

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

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

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

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

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

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