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   Present Day

   Bruce had the most gorgeous cock that I had ever seen. I knelt before him and took it in hand, stroking him from root to tip. He groaned and placed a hand on my head. “We shouldn’t be doing this,” he said, but he didn’t push me away. “You’re a student.”

   If he only knew the half of it! But the silky hardness of him was too much to resist. I licked his dick and rolled my eyes up. My voice came out two octaves higher than it had that morning. “But it feels so good.” My breasts were nearly bursting out of my lime green polo shirt and my nipples stood, prominently poking through. I held the evidence of his arousal in my hand, but he could see mine.

   Even if he couldn’t feel how wet I was.

   He groaned, his cock twitching in my hand. “I could get fired.” He was desperately trying to talk himself out of this. But I needed to be filled. I never realized how empty it felt to be a horny girl. And now I was most definitely a horny girl.

   “I won’t tell,” I promised. I would do anything to have his dick inside me.

   That was enough for Bruce. He surrendered, pulling me up and capturing my lips in a searing kiss.

   







   24 Hours Earlier

   The girls of Gamma Theta were going to pay. Trevor was the first one to notice what they did, and he blew a gasket. When I saw it, I just laughed. 

   The outside of every single door in our frat house was painted bright pink. They were so pink that they were even visible from the upper rooms of the Gamma house across the street. Which was probably exactly why the girls chose the color. I thought it was funny, and perfect payback for the time that we super glued six dildos to the top of their mailbox and replaced the latch with a cock ring.

   It was par for the course between Gamma Theta and Gamma Alpha.

   The two organizations had been founded in the same year and had a friendly rivalry going on for as long as anyone could remember. But that afternoon when Trevor called the juniors of Gamma Alpha to a meeting, I thought we might, perhaps, be going overboard in their payback. But I didn’t say anything. I’d only been admitted to the fraternity at the beginning of my junior year and didn’t know most of the guys as well as the others. 

   So participating in a prank seemed like a great way to show that I was 100% committed to Gamma Alpha. 

   When I sat down in the living room, I realized that maybe I should have sat this prank out. There would always be another one. 

   Trevor had a white board set up in front of their TV covered in what looked like an approximate diagram of the Gamma Theta house. Something cobbled together from vague memories of drunken nights at the girls’ epic parties. He had one room which was located on the top floor circled and marked with an X for good measure.

   Mike, Will, and Felix were already sitting on the couch. The five of us made up the juniors of Gamma Alpha who lived in our frat house. We weren’t the only Gammas on campus, but our residency gave us the sacred duty of defending our honor from the Gamma Thetas. It was a sacred duty that Trevor took too seriously most of the time. 

   “Now that we’re all here, we can finally go over the plan.” I sat down when Trevor stood. He held a long pointer stick and was beating it against his hand like he was some caricature of a schoolmarm. We all groaned when he explained his plan, and Felix tried to actually speak against him. Even though I was the new guy, I still had learned that it was best to just go along with things. Trevor wouldn’t give up once he had his mind set.

   I was assigned the task of purchasing the glue and told that if I didn’t show up on time again I’d be on probation. So I was fifteen minutes early, back in the living room at a quarter to eleven. 

   Felix was waiting there too with several cardboard tubes.

   “Hey, Hugh,” he greeted me. He looked out to see if anyone else was around before speaking quietly, “I still don’t think this is a good idea. It’s way worse than what they did.”

   I shrugged and sat down on the can of glue. “They’ll get over it.”

   “You don’t…” he trailed off when Mike, Will, and Trevor joined us. 

   Normally midnight would not be the right time to sneak into a sorority with the intention of committing minor vandalism. But almost all of the girls were at the Theta Kappa party and Will was in charge of making sure that the rest of the girls were distracted while we got to work.

   He split off while we walked up the drive, and a few minutes later we heard the shrieking co-eds running to find out what he was doing. The rest of us snuck into the empty house and made our way up to Trevor’s targeted room before anyone came back. The room’s occupant was Morgana, the president of the sorority and all around big bitch on campus. Trevor had never liked her and had jumped at the chance to throw one of these pranks in her face.

   “At least none of it is Justin Bieber,” said Mike. “What’s this?” He picked up a book from her bedside table. “Ha! Magic Spells for the Modern Witch. Classic.” 

   He tossed the book at Trevor who set it down gently. “I knew she was a fucking freak.”

   Mike grabbed one of Felix’s tubes and fished out the posters from inside. “I think she’ll appreciate the new décor. Who doesn’t love a hot chick?”

   The skin on the back of my neck tingled and I twirled around to see what was behind me. But it was just a mirror. A really fancy, expensive, old looking mirror. It was silver filigree all around the frame and the main surface was a little cloudy. It must have been a family heirloom or something. I got the strangest sense of vertigo while I looked at it.

   Felix may have been feeling weird as well, or it was his old apprehension. “Trevor, this is really too far.”

   Trevor looked at Felix, “I’m not forcing you to do anything,” he said. “The door’s right there.” An unspoken threat hung after his words. 

   Felix grabbed a brush and a poster. “Then let’s be quick about this.”

   I did the same, taking one of the posters and a brush to dip in the glue. The posters bordered on pornographic. Even I wouldn’t be comfortable hanging one in my room where anyone could see it. The poster that I was hanging to Morgana’s wall showed a girl in a school uniform bent over in front of a teacher, getting spanked. Except the girl and the teacher both seemed really into it. 

   I stuck the poster on the wall as quickly as I could and watched my brothers to see how they were doing. In less than half an hour we had one entire wall covered in posters of slutty girls fucking and getting fucked. And while I still felt a bit like I was being watched, an air of excitement hung in the air once we finished up.

   We snuck back out of the house and made it back to the Gamma Alpha house without any issue. Mike was already waiting for us, three bottles of cheap hard liquor open and waiting.

   He poured out the shots and gave the toast. “To Trevor, you’re a crazy son of a bitch, but damn if that wasn’t great!” He laughed and poured the whiskey back.

   We all gave a “Here, here!” And did the same. 

   The alcohol flowed freely through the night and it was probably after sunrise by the time I stumbled to bed. I was barely coherent enough to manage the stairs and had no idea of the actual time. And I could only blame the excessive amounts of alcohol on the dream I had.

   Because it was fucked up.

   I was sitting in my biology class waiting for the lecture to start. For some reason I was in the front row, which, come on, who ever sat there except for the dweebs who cared way too much? But I was feeling really weird and oddly focused on Dr. Mathis, the new professor. 

   He was the youngest professor that I’d ever had, probably only in his early thirties, and all of the girls in class were in love with him. Though he’d spent the last decade working on his PhD and becoming a university teacher, he may as well have spent that time on a runway somewhere. His blond hair was perpetually messy, like he had run his hair through it while deep in thought, and his tweed jackets didn’t do anything to hide the bulging muscles. Dr. Mathis was taller than me, but not by much. Just enough that if we stood face to face I’d be looking right at his very kissable lips.

   Wait, kissable?

   Something felt very strange in the pit of my stomach while Dr. Mathis walked back and forth across the front of the room. “I need a volunteer,” he said. “To help demonstrate a biological principal.”

   My hand shot up before the words left his mouth.

   Dr. Mathis smiled, his bright white teeth almost predatory. “Ah, yes, Hugh. Why don’t you come up here?”

   I stood and met him in front of the class. My balance felt off, and I stumbled, falling right against his hard chest. Dr. Mathis helped me to right myself. “Now,” he said, “Can anyone tell me what evidence we see of male arousal?”

   Bethany, a freshman with wide eyes and big tits, answered. “His dick gets hard.”

   Dr. Mathis smiled and I felt a strange flutter. “Exactly.” He unbuckled his pants and let them fall to the floor. “Now, Hugh, can you show us what a hard dick looks like?”

   I knew that he didn’t mean mine. And while I should have been disgusted, I was instead fascinated. I dropped to my knees so that the entire class could easily see what I was doing. I wrapped my hand around the warm flesh of him and pumped up and down. The whole experience left me feeling strangely…wet.

   It wasn’t like my dick was hard, even though I was aroused just from looking at him. Instead, I felt a searing emptiness between my thighs just begging to be filled by his huge cock.

   Did that make me gay?

   Dr. Mathis kept talking while I worked his dick, the only evidence of my efforts was the hardening of his cock and the occasional indrawn breath as I did something especially pleasing. But that wasn’t enough for me. I wanted to show him that I could make him forget all sense, that his cock would be so hard that he could no longer focus on teaching.

   That he would be so aroused that he would need to fuck something.

   Need to fuck me.

   I didn’t even question the thought this time, instead pumping harder and harder. Liquid leaked from the tip, evidence that my efforts were working. But Dr. Mathis pulled me away and urged me to stand up before I made him cum.

   “Very good, Hugh,” he told me and I couldn’t keep from blushing, inordinately pleased at his praise. “I think the class understands. You’re clearly an expert with your hands.” Everyone laughed and I blushed again. “So who can tell me what female arousal looks like?”

   I thought I was dismissed, but he held onto my arm to keep me from returning to my seat. Bethany offered an answer again, “She gets wet!” She giggled.

   “Precisely.” Dr. Mathis turned back to me, his brown eyes staring intently. “Now, Hugh, can you show that to us?” He reached for the buckle of my belt and pulled my pants down.

   And instead of a dick, he revealed the smooth flesh of my cunt lips to the class. “What?” I gasped. Where was my dick? When did I get a pussy? Why? My fingers dipped down and glided between the smooth, wet folds and I moaned. 

   Oh, that was nice. Maybe I could play for just a little while.

   But Dr. Mathis pulled my hand away and backed me up until my ass hit the hard wooden desk in the center of the room. He kept pushing until I sat. “Now keep your legs spread,” he said. “We wouldn’t want anyone to miss out.”

   I scooted my butt back and spread my legs wide. Dr. Mathis knelt in front of me. He circled a finger around the opening of my new cunt and spoke. “You can see that she’s well lubricated. However, additional stimulus will increase lubrication and make it easier and more pleasurable to stuff her with cock.” I shivered at his words. “And how can she be stimulated?”

   My eyes drooped as he played with my pussy and I only half-saw the hands of ten students raise. One of the jocks in back called out, “Flick her clit!” to the giggles of his fellow classmates. But the professor wasn’t put off by the merriment. He took the jock’s instruction to heart and rubbed his thumb right over the new base of my pleasure.

   Unbidden, I moaned, the sound loud enough to echo throughout the room. It cut off the laughter of my classmates and grabbed their attention. They stared at me while the professor played with my pussy, rolling my stiff clit between his fingers.

   I could feel my nipples tighten. And as I looked down, I saw them expanding outward, large breasts growing out of my chest. With each stroke of his thumb, my boobs got bigger until I was panting and jiggling with pleasure.

   All too soon, Dr. Mathis removed his hand and stepped back. “How else might we bring about female arousal?” He casually wiped his now drenched hand with a handkerchief. My mouth watered just watching the linen glide around his long fingers. 

   A shy female voice called out, barely above a whisper, “Kiss her.” Her words rang out in the silence of the room. 

   My lips felt full, thicker than I remembered, and I licked them when Dr. Mathis looked at my face. But he didn’t try to kiss me. Not on the lips.

   He dropped to one knee, resting his head against my inner thigh for a moment. I quivered, waiting for him to taste the sweet seat of my pleasure. He laid his lips on me, sucking my clit.

   I bucked my hips, unable to resist the temptation. Sensation exploded in my brain, so powerful I saw stars, little bursts of light behind my eyes. Was this what it felt like for a girl? How had I been missing out on this for my entire life? 

   I whimpered as he licked me, actual tears falling from my eyes as I clutched his face to my pussy. “Oh God,” I called out, the only sound in the room my voice and the slurping of Dr. Mathis against my cunt. “Don’t stop,” I urged him. The eyes of the students in the room were a physical presence and it only heightened the pleasure.

   I made eye contact with Bethany in the front row. Already her breaths were coming in heavy pants, her long blonde hair moving against the swell of her breasts. Her nipples peaked out from under her white shirt. I moaned again, my eyes rolling back in my head for a moment as pleasure engulfed me. I couldn’t imagine anything better than being eaten out by this man all day.

   Sensing my thoughts, Bethany’s hand slowly crept down, unbuckling the button of her jeans and unzipping the fly. A finger dipped low and she bit her lip, color darkening her cheeks. Watching her get off while watching me get off did me in. My thighs clenched and my cunt sent an explosion of ripples through me. I cried out, screaming Dr. Mathis’s name as the orgasm tore me apart. 

   And all I could think in the moments of afterglow was that I never wanted to be a boy again.

    

   I woke with a start, sitting up in my bed, panting. “What the fuck!” I said it out loud. The dream was so surreal I had to pinch myself to make sure that it wasn’t still going on. I reached under the covers and let out the most exaggerated relieved sigh when I felt my dick, stiff, and right where it was supposed to be.

   I fell back and laid down, my cock making a ridiculous tent in the sheets. I didn’t even care. The dream was just some fucked up, weird thing. Probably from watching too much porn or something. 

   Porn!

   Crap. I looked at the clock and saw that it was already past two in the afternoon. I was supposed to be meeting with my Sexuality in Victorian Literature T.A. to go over my next paper. And I was supposed to meet him at three, all the way across campus. 

   I rushed to the shower and threw on some clothes which gave me just enough time to gather up my notebook, throw it in my backpack and rush out the door a half hour before I was set to meet him. 

   Bruce was a hard-ass about appointments and telling him I was late because I was too busy getting off in dreamland as a fantasy girl would not fly. I made it to Turner Hall with ten minutes to spare and ducked into the bathroom. 

   Making it so quickly across campus had me breathing hard, my chest tight in my sweater. And my stomach – well, not quite my stomach, a little lower, actually – clenched, feeling really, really weird. I popped into the handicap stall and sat on the toilet, just getting my breath.

   A wave of heat rippled through me and I clutched the metal bar next to the toilet.

   I started shivering, shaking out from my core, my shoulders moving back and forth, not under my control. My teeth chattered and I couldn’t let go of my grip on the bar. I felt a swelling in my chest, something growing, pressing up against the cotton of my polo shirt. But the shaking wouldn’t stop. All I could do was hold on and wait for it to blow over.

   My mind grew fuzzy. Pink and blue dots danced behind my eyes and formed geometric patterns, spiraling off into dizzying shapes. My head was a mush of thoughts and feelings, it was the strangest high I’d ever experienced. And I’d smoked some of the greatest weed that a man could get in the United States. 

   I slid off the toilet, my hand finally letting go of that bar, and fell to the floor, my face hot against the cool tile. I couldn’t keep my eyes open any longer and felt my heavy lashes fall together. My nails scraped against the floor as I succumbed to unconsciousness.

   A few minutes later I came to, but everything was different. Long, light brown hair pooled around my head, falling in waves beside my face as I sat up. Long nails scraped gently against my skin as I felt the unfamiliar curve of my jaw, and the pillowy softness of my lips. I knew something was wrong, I shouldn’t have long hair, and I’d always been careful about keeping my nails tidy. 

   I struggled to my feet, my feet which seemed dwarfed by my shoes, and made it to the sink. More importantly, I made it to the mirror. Even those I was touching my face, it had to be wrong. My eyes weren’t that big, they weren’t that blue. I didn’t have long hair, and I’d been working very hard to grow a beard, though my now smooth chin gave no evidence of that.

   Simply put, I wasn’t a girl.

   But the mounds in my shirt said otherwise. 

   My hoodie was unzipped and I could see the pebbles of my hard nipples pressing out against the huge swells of my more than generous breasts. I watched myself, half in a trance, as one hand reached up and cupped the full weight of a breast. It was real, fully attached and everything. 

   With a sick sense of fascination, I dipped my other hand into my pants and had to bite my lip when I brushed against the already slick folds of my pussy.  My dick was gone, no evidence of any hardness except for the stiff clit. I had no idea how, but it looked like my strange dream had come true.

   I was a girl.

   I circled my finger around my clit, biting hard on my lip and shivering at the amazing sensation that rocketed through me. Holy crap. Did girls feel this great all the time? 

   The door slammed open and I yanked my hand out from my pants. A guy in a blue jacket took one look at me before saying, “What the fuck? This is the men’s room!” And turning around to leave.

   I gripped the edges of the sink and gasped in deep breaths, trying to keep my heart from pounding. This was impossible. Guys didn’t just turn into girls. It didn’t work that way. This was freaking magic.

   Magic.

   Just like the book on Morgana’s bedside table. My eyes widened and I swallowed thickly. The sorority girl was a witch. An honest to God, spell casting witch. She did this to me! It was the only thing that made sense.

   I needed to get to the Gamma Theta house and talk to Morgana. I needed to force her to turn me back into a dude. Who knew how long she planned to make me stay like this? I had shit to do, I couldn’t just live my life as a girl. For one, Hugh was definitely not a woman’s name.

   What about Heather? A voice in my head asked. A very feminine voice. Was it mine?

   “I’m Heather,” I tested it out loud, and the voice sounded the same. High pitched, with just enough sultry to be suggestive. “I’m Heather and I’m a girl.”

   I felt a percussion blast against my chest and my nipples tightened once more. Speaking it out loud made it feel so much more real. So much better. “I’m Heather,” I repeated, “And I’m a girl.” I giggled on the last word, my hand coming up to cover my mouth.

   “And this is the men’s room,” said a very brusque, very masculine voice behind me. Oh, I liked the sound of him. It was easy to accept that I liked guys once I accepted that I wasn’t one anymore. 

   I looked at his reflection in the mirror. It was Bruce, the T.A. I was supposed to be meeting. Rather, The T.A. that Hugh was supposed to be meeting. But I wasn’t Hugh anymore. 

   Bruce was a grad student in the literature department and was in charge of most of the teaching for my lit class. We had a professor, but he lectured us once a week and threw the rest of the work at Bruce to shepherd us through the English language. But how had I never noticed how hot he was until now?

   He wore loose jeans and a button up checkered shirt in red and white. He had to be over six feet tall and let his hair grow long enough that I longed to run my fingers through. He hadn’t bothered to shave today and the dark shadow across his jaw leant a rugged edge to the surly student. And he was built. Muscular in all the right places and strong enough to bench press me.

   At least he looked that way.

   And I would let him if he asked.

   “What are you doing in here?” He demanded. The harsh tone sent a thrill through my nethers.

   But what was I supposed to tell him. “I…uh…” I didn’t know what to say.

   Bruce took me in from head to toe, only then noticing that my clothes hung strangely, definitely not sized to fit my new body, and my hair might have looked a mess. “Are you okay?”

   “I was…I don’t know.” That was the truth. I felt wonderful, but I was very, very confused.

   Bruce’s face softened in sympathy and he led me back to his office. He sat me down on the little couch he had shoved in their between huge stacks of books. He sat down next to me and the smell of cologne was entrancing. I placed my hand on his thigh to steady myself.

   He tensed his leg as my hand rubbed up and down. I had never felt anything like that before. It was so different from when I was a man. Bruce laid his hand over mine, but he didn’t stop me. 

   I stared at his leg in fascination and let my hand drift higher and higher until it brushed against his cock. 

   He sucked in a breath, “What are you doing?”

   “Exploring.” It came out breathy and I loved it. I scooted to the floor and knelt between his legs. His eyes were on fire as he watched me unbutton the clasp of his pants and release the semi-hard erection just waiting for my attention.

   Bruce had the most gorgeous cock that I had ever seen. I took it in hand, stroking him from root to tip. He groaned and placed a hand on my head. “We shouldn’t be doing this,” he said, but he didn’t push me away. “You’re a student.”

   If he only knew the half of it! But the silky hardness of him was too much to resist. I licked his dick and rolled my eyes up. My voice came out two octaves higher than it had that morning. “But it feels so good.” My breasts were nearly bursting out of my lime green polo shirt and my nipples stood, prominently poking through. I held the evidence of his arousal in my hand, but he could see mine.

   Even if he couldn’t feel how wet I was.

   He groaned, his cock twitching in my hand. “I could get fired.” He was desperately trying to talk himself out of this. But I needed to be filled. I never realized how empty it felt to be a horny girl. And now I was most definitely a horny girl.

   “I won’t tell,” I promised. I would do anything to have his dick inside me.

   That was enough for Bruce. He surrendered, pulling me up and capturing my lips in a searing kiss.

   The kiss was so much more than I had ever experienced. It set me on fire, my pussy drenched with desire and begging for his cock. And Bruce was a man possessed. His hand dug into my pants, two fingers plunging into my cunt. I moaned against his mouth, unable to stop my reaction to the amazing assault on my new body.

   He pushed my pants down and met my eyes, “Are you ready?” he asked, his lips brushing mine with every word.

   I took him in hand and slid him into me. I’d never felt so full before, so possessed. “That’s amazing,” I gasped. And it got even better. Bruce thrust into me, hard, his hips bucking wildly as passion overcame him. I went along with, meeting him thrust for thrust as pleasure battened me at all sides.

   I could feel everything tighten within me, could feel that I was nearing the edge of an irrevocable precipice. And I threw myself forward, uncaring of the consequences. “More, give me more. Fill me up!”

   That seemed to spur Bruce on. “You want me to fill you?” He growled, “I’ll make it so you can’t stand.”

   He kept pumping. I couldn’t get in a deep breath with my new breasts bouncing and I didn’t want to. I couldn’t even think properly. 

   And then it happened.

   An explosion went off inside of me, starting with my pussy and rippling outward until I cried out, screaming with pleasure. Bruce hit me in just the right spot and I came again, just seconds after the first orgasm.

   He let loose, spilling his seed and cumming inside of me.

   I collapsed against him, breathing deeply and spent. 

    

   Cum trickled down my thigh sometime later as I made my way back to the house and I didn’t care. All I could think about was cock, when could I get more. I wanted to be fucked again. And soon.

   My phone rang and I answered before remembering that no one would recognize my voice. “Hugh, is that you?” A girl asked.

   Heather, I reminded myself. This body was Heather. “Who is this?”

   “Oh God! It’s Trevor!” She didn’t sound like Trevor.

   But that meant, “Did it happen to you too?”

   She laughed a worried laugh. “It’s all five of us. We’re girls. We’re all girls!”

   







   For more stories from Lilah Vixen, sign up for her mailing list:

   Mailing List Sign Up

   More information about upcoming titles can be found at her website:

   www.lilahvixen.wordpress.com 

   


Also by Lilah Vixen:

   Gender Swap at the Strip Club:

    

   After a night at the Magic Lady, Taylor will explore a part of himself he never knew existed!

   
Taylor's boss, Jake, has taken him under his wing at work. He's helped him land difficult clients and introduced him to life in a new city. But now Jake is taking Taylor to a strip club where he promises that Taylor will never be the same.

Taylor can't keep his eyes off of one of the beautiful strippers, but after a private lap dance, he finds himself a changed man - well, woman, that is. It turns out Jake came to the club with ulterior motives, and now Taylor is going to find out how it feels to be with a real man.

   Read it here!

   





Gender Swap at the Office

   Taylor's turn as a lady isn't done yet!

One wild night has altered the direction of Taylor's life...for the better! When his boss took him to the Magic Lady strip club, he never knew that he would experience life from another perspective,especially not that of a woman.

He was grateful to transform back into a man, but he knows that too much pleasure, and he'll change again.

But he'll be convinced that it's the change that he needed, especially when he meets Jake's new friend Hector and decides toplay with them both!

   Read it here!
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