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I



The  wait  times  to  meet  with  a  university  administrator  were  notoriously long.  Worst  of  all,  they  didn’t  make  appointments.  In  order  to  get  into  the office with one of the university administrators, you had to show up, take a number and sit with a number of other people. 

That  April  morning  was  no  different.  Jerald  Peters  was  waiting  in  the lobby  for  his  chance  to  see  the  administrator.  In  his  hand,  he  had  number fifty-six. In the room with the sole working administrator was number fifty-four.  While  that  doesn’t  sound  so  bad,  it  was.  The  particular  girl  who  was seeing  the  administrator  that  day  was  trying  to  fill  in  an  application  for

“English Second Language” students. 

She had been in the office for over an hour, yelling in Chinese. 

Ahead of Jerald Peters was number fifty-five, a short chubby man holding an  enormous  stack  of  application  paperwork  he  was  hoping  to  have  looked over. The stack was so big on his lap; no one in the room could see his pudgy little face. 

The  only  other  student  in  the  room  was  number  fifty-seven,  a  cute  little blonde with a sleek white blouse and a trendy pair of glasses. 

“Picked the wrong day,” Jerald said to the girl. 

She simply smiled back. 

“Jerald,” Jerald said, extending his hand in introduction. 

“Hello, Jerald,” the girl replied without revealing her identity. 

Jerald slyly looked her up and down. 

Just a little bit, Jerald could see through the girl’s white blouse. She was wearing a tight, sexy red bra that squished her boobs firmly against her chest. 

Her long smooth legs were crossed, and she patiently held her hands together on her lap, having hardly moved in the hour she had been sitting there. 

“What’s your major?” Jerald asked. 

“Bio-engineering,” the girl replied. 

“Wow.” 

Jerald looked down at his lap. 

“What’s your major?” the girl asked. 

“Law—pre-law.” 

The girl smiled and looked up at the clock. 

“Get to do any fun stuff in bio-engineering?” 

“Depends on your idea of fun.” 

“Exciting, interesting—more than just lectures and exams?” 

“Sometimes, yes.” 

Jerald twiddled his thumbs. The long wait was painfully tedious. 

“Like what kind of stuff?” 

“Well,” the girl started, “I’m only a third year. Right now we get to watch the masters students test out all sorts of new drugs.” 

“Like LSD and stuff?” 

“LSD isn’t a new drug.” 

“Right…” 

“Next generation kind of stuff. The drugs that consumers are just getting today  were  being  tested  in  universities  like  this  twenty  years  ago.  It  takes  a long time for drugs to go through all the proper testing.” 

“That’s neat. So what can I expect to be abusing in twenty years?” 

The girl laughed. “There are half a dozen cancer cures being worked on in the class.” 

“The usual stuff.” 

“One  group  had  this  neat  hormone  altering  drug.  They  let  me  feed  it  to the mice.” 

“Sounds neat,” Jerald said, forcing some enthusiasm. The girl, albeit cute, was kind of a bore. 

“Yeah.  Within  an  hour  of  consuming  the  drug,  the  mice’s  dicks  were sucked up into their bodies and vaginas sprouted right where their dicks used to be.” 

Jerald was taken aback by the girl’s uncharacteristically blunt and vulgar description. He stared at her for a moment. 

“It is neat stuff,” the girl said, smiling. 

“What if a human took it?” Jerald asked. 

“Well,  they  haven’t  tested  it  on  humans  yet,  but  they  seem  to  think  the same thing. It’s actually a pretty flawless transition, for the mice at least.” 

“What happens when you give it to a girl mouse?” 

“Nothing,” the girl said. 

Ring! Ring! 

The short man with the giant stack of papers reached into his pocket and pulled out a cellphone. 

“Hello?”  the  little  man  said  into  his  phone.  “No,  I’m  going  to  be  a while… Yeah, I’m next… No… No, I have to go over all of these files with him…”  the  short  man  had  a  monotonous,  nasally  voice.  The  kind  you  just wanted  to  punch  directly  in  the  face.  “No…  Probably  at  least  two  hours…

There are lots of files... Fine then just put my plate in the microwave, mom. 

I’ll eat it when I get home!” 

The little man hung up his phone. Jerald’s head fell back and he stared at the ceiling. 

“Shing  pao  ming  doe! ”  the  Chinese  student  yelled  from  within  the office, likely making no progress in her application. 

This was going to take a long time. 

The cute little blonde nudged Jerald. He looked into her eyes. 

“Want to go and fuck in the bathroom?” the girl asked Jerald. 


* * *

Jerald  and  the  horny  bioengineering  student  carefully  snuck  into  the never-used  handicapped  bathroom  on  the  top  floor  of  the  administrative building. Jerald locked the door behind him, and then turned to the girl. 

She quickly wrapped her arms around him and locked her lips against his. 

The  two  stood,  making  out  in  the  middle  of  the  bathroom,  locked  in  a passionate embrace for a moment. 

Jerald pulled his head back and looked into the girl’s eyes. “What’s your name?” he asked. 

She smiled. “Stacy.” 

“I like that name,” Jerald said. 

The two continued kissing. Stacy’s lips were sweet, like honey, and soft like  cashmere.  Her  tongue  sunk  itself  deep  into  Jerald’s  mouth,  penetrating his lips. It expertly wrapped around Jerald’s tongue as her fingers dug into his sides. 

The horny girl was dying for his cock. 

“I  want  you  in  me  so  badly,”  she  said,  sliding  her  hand  down  from Jerald’s sides, towards the crotch of his pants. 

Her small, soft fingers slid onto the shaft of his long dick and she started to squeeze and rub. The sensual movements of her hand against his dick sent shockwaves of elation through his body, causing his cock to begin throbbing violently in her grasp. 

“You like that?” she asked. 

Jerald would never have expected such a bland science student to be such a horny girl. “Yeah,” he said, taking in a long, deep breath of air. 

Slowly,  Stacy  began  to  sink  down  to  her  knees.  She  moved  her  hand gently up from Jerald’s dick and started to pull down his fly. Carefully, she slipped  off  his  belt  and  let  his  pants  begin  to  fall  to  the  ground.  Then,  she could see Jerald’ massive throbber pushing against his cotton boxers, trying desperately to break free. Stacy bit her lip. 

The  sight  of  the  bulge  made  her  tight  little  panties  damp  and  her  pupils dilate.  Carefully,  she  took  the  waistband  of  his  underwear  in  her  hands  and pulled downwards, slowly revealing the long shaft of Jerald’s cock, inch by inch.  She  could  see  blood  pumping  through  his  perfect  veins.  She  was hypnotized. 

The long member sprung free as the elastic waistband cleared the bulbous tip.  Stacy  took  the  thick  shaft  in  her  hand  and  started  to  stroke  it.  She breathed deeply as she watched her fingers travel up and down the soft skin on  the  hard  cock.  She  gently  pulled  the  foreskin  up  over  the  head  and  then pulled it back down again as the whole shaft pumped in her hand. 

Jerald placed his hands on the cute girl’s head and started to massage his fingers into her hair. He pulled her in towards his crotch. Stacy opened up her mouth, and let the beast in. 

The thick girth pushed through her tight, soft lips, stretching them wide. 

She could feel the massive member sliding deep along her warm, soft tongue. 

Soon, the cock was pushing its way down her throat. 

Jerald  let  out  a  long,  deep  moan.  Stacy  pulled  her  head  back  some, tickling the tip of the dick with the tip of her tongue. With her hands around Jerald’s  thighs,  she  could  feel  an  immediate  response  as  his  legs  tensed  up, reacting  to  a  sudden  surge  of  elation.  Once  again,  she  let  the  cock  sink  in deep  for  a  moment  before  pulling  it  out  again.  She  sucked  hard  and  rubbed her tongue all over the throbbing monster. 

She  was  uncontrollably  horny.  She  released  one  of  her  hands  from Jerald’s legs and sunk it down between her own legs. She pushed her fingers down the front of her jeans and under her tight panties, and then she started rubbing her soft, wet pussy. 

Slurp! Slurp! Slurp! 

Stacy’s head travelled up and down the length of the massive cock, as she picked  up  her  pace.  The  quicker  she  went,  the  hornier  she  got.  The  hornier she got, the wetter her slit became. Warm fluid began to dribble out of her as she started to penetrate herself with her fingers. 

She pushed her soft fingers in and pulled them out, quicker and quicker. 

Squish! Squish! Squish! 

She  was  so  incredibly  wet;  Jerald  could  hear  her  fingering  herself  from four feet above. Stacy pulled her head off of Jerald’s dick. 

“Fuck  me  here,  on  the  bathroom  floor,”  the  naughty  science  major  said firmly. 

She fell down onto her back and quickly started to unzip her pants. Jerald dropped down quickly and assisted with the undressing. He pulled away her jeans, revealing her tight, white panties, which were soaked through, making them clear panties. 

Jerald  quickly  pulled  down  her  underwear  and  then  shimmied  in  close with his cock in hand. He lined his throbbing tip up with her tight wet hole and, without sparing a moment, penetrated Stacy deeply. 

Her head corked back and her mouth opened wide. She let out a long, soft moan as warm juice squished out the sides of Jerald’s hard dick. Jerald took her  white  blouse  from  the  base  and  pulled  it  up  over  her  tight  red  bra. 

Without bothering to undo it, he pulled the bra down, letting her big tits fall out. Then, he started fucking her. 

He pulled his pelvis up and then thrust himself down swiftly. He quickly

and  expertly  positioned  his  arms  at  Stacy’s  side  and  got  into  a  smooth rhythm. 

Stacy was already halfway to cumming. She had lost control of her body, and  her  arms  went  limp  to  her  sides.  She  continued  to  moan  with  her  eyes shut tightly and her head corked backwards. 

Jerald  looked  down,  admiring  Stacy’s  cute  heart-shaped  pubic-hair design.  He  watched  for  a  moment  as  his  long  slick  cock  pulled  out  of  her, revealing the edge of his thick tip before plunging back down, sending small particles  of  pussy  juice  up  into  the  air.  He  looked  back  up  at  her  chest,  and watched as her soft, supple tits bounced around and jiggled on her fit body. 

Her nipples were as hard as rocks, sticking straight up and out from her body. 

He picked up his pace. His muscles tensed up and bulged outwards. Stacy reached up and grabbed onto his strong arms for support as euphoric waves crashed over her body, becoming stronger and stronger. 

Blood  was  rushing  faster  and  faster  into  Jerald’s  cock.  He  had shockwaves of elation surging through his own veins as a tingling sensation grew  in  his  dick.  He  sat  up  straight  and  grabbed  Stacy  by  the  legs,  holding them tightly at his sides. 

He continued pounding her swiftly and quickly. 

Squish! Squish! Squish! 

Jerald’s  hard  pelvis  slammed  into  Stacy’s  soft,  wet  butt  with  every powerful revolution. He was close to cumming. Stacy, on the other hand, was already  cumming.  She  took  in  a  deep,  heavy  breath  and  her  moaning suddenly  became  screaming.  Her  head  fell  backwards  again  and  her  eyes remained closed tight. Jerald could feel her tight pussy quivering, throbbing, dribbling and pulsing against his hard shaft. 

“Fuck,” he said out loud, trying his best to hold back his grand finale. 

But he couldn’t hold back any longer. He pulled his long wet cock out of Stacy’s slit. He grabbed it tightly in his hand, and cum began to blast out of it,  all  over  Stacy’s  chest.  He  finally  released  a  long,  deep  breath  as  he unloaded  his  massive  white  sticky  load  onto  the  cute  young  student’s  soft breasts. 

Stacy  held  her  tits  together,  catching  every  single  last  drop  of  the  warm cum. She looked up into Jerald’s eyes and smiled. 

 

 

II



“How  can  we  help  you  today?”  Damien,  the  administrator  who  was working that day asked Jerald as he sat down. 

Damien  was  an  older  man.  He  was  tall  and  skinny  and  he  wore  thick glasses, which sat on the end of his nose. 

“I’d like to apply for a scholarship,” Jerald said. 

Damien typed into his computer. 

“Okay,  just  let  me  look  up  your  name,”  he  said,  pushing  his  glasses  up from the tip of his nose. 

“It’s Jerald Peters. J-E-R-A-L-D.” 

“Okay, Jerald… Jerald… Ah, here you are.” 

Damien stared at his computer screen, looking over Jerald’s file. 

“Ah,” he said. “You have fine grades. Very good grades.” 

“Thank you, sir.” 

“Oh my,” he said. 

“What is it?” 

“You have fifteen-thousand dollars outstanding on your account.” 

“Well, yes, I know—Hence the scholarship.” 

“Putting  all  your  faith  into  getting  a  scholarship  really  is  putting  all  of your eggs into one basket.” 

“Well,  the  scholarship  is  specific  to  my  program,  and  I  have  the  best grades in all of my classes,” Jerald said. 

“And which program is that?” 

“Business management,” Jerald said. 

“Give me one moment,” Damien said, pulling up the scholarship list for business management. “Hmm,” 

Damien  scrolled  through  the  list.  Jerald  looked  around  the  room, impatiently. 

“I don’t see any program-specific scholarship that you qualify for here,” 

Damien said. “Correct me if I’m wrong.” 

“What?  No,  that  can’t  be.  It’s  called  the   Helen  Jacobs  Business Scholarship—It should be there.” 

Damien looked at the list again, and then smiled. “Oh, I’m afraid you’ve made a mistake. The Helen Jacobs business scholarship is only for women in the business management program.” 

Jake  didn’t  know  what  to  say.  He  was  depending  on  that  scholarship  to pay his tuition. 

“Changing  the  subject,”  Damien  said.  “It  says  here  that  your  tuition  is over a year past due. Are you able to pay that now, with me?” 

“Um, no…” 

“I’m afraid that we will have to withhold your grades until you pay it.” 

“I know.” 

“They won’t let you…” 

“Take any exams until I pay—I know,” Jerald said, cutting Damien off. 

Jerald stood up from his chair and turned to the door. 

“I’m  sorry  Mr.  Peters,”  Damien  said,  smiling.  “Think  about  it  this  way: Everything happens for a reason.” 


* * *

Jerald walked out of the office, staring at the floor. 

What was he going to do? 

There was no other scholarship big enough for him to be able to pay off his tuition. He had already maxed out his loan limit. 

“Number twenty-seven!” the office assistant called out. 

Then, Jerald perked up. He looked across the lobby and watched as Stacy stood up from her chair. 

There was his answer. 


* * *

“So this is the magical gender swap drug?” Jerald asked, holding a small vial containing a smooth white liquid. 

Jerald  had  waited  outside  the  administration  lobby  for  Stacy.  After  she

came out, he begged her to show him how the drug worked on the mice. 

“That’s it,” she said. 

The two stood alone in the research lab. Stacy, among other students, had the access code into the room. Jerald watched Stacy punch in the code. Stupid scientists couldn’t have made it easier: “1-2-3-4”. 

“Why do you want to see it so badly?” she asked. 

“I—I just think it’s fascinating, don’t you?” he asked. 

“Well, I do. I just didn’t think you were all that interested in it before.” 

“No, no. I’m very interested. Can I see it?” 

Stacy, with the magical vial, walked over to a glass tank full of mice. She reached in, picked one up and placed him down in another, empty tank. 

“The  mice  love  the  smell  of  it,”  Stacy  said,  picking  up  a  little  needle. 

“They only need one drop. There’s enough in one drop to change any animal over.” 

“Is there another drug that changes the mouse back?” 

“There is, but we haven’t tested it too much yet.” 

Stacy lowered the needle into the tank, and squeezed out a drop onto the glass floor. The little white mouse ran over to it and started to lick it up. 

“Soon enough, that mouse will be a woman,” Stacy said. 

“How can you tell?” 

“Flip it over, and his little ball sack will be gone.” 

“Does it hurt? Will he be in pain?” 

“As far as we can tell, they don’t even notice anything.” 

“And this works in humans?” 

Stacy looked up at Jerald, semi-suspicious. 

“Well, we haven’t tested it on a human… You aren’t planning on slipping this to one of your dorm buddies as a prank, are you?” 

“No, no. Of course not-- Just curious, is all.” 

Jerald watched the mouse running around normally. 

“And yeah, that’s it. It’s exciting stuff, but it’s not that exciting to watch,” 

Stacy said. “We better get out of here—I’m not really supposed to be in here after hours.” 

“Right, right.” 

Jerald  and  Stacy  both  turned  around  and  started  walking  towards  the door.  Jerald  let  Stacy  get  a  little  bit  ahead  of  him,  and  then  stopped.  He turned back and looked at the vial sitting on the table. 

Carefully he reached back and grabbed it. Stacy turned around and looked at him. 

“Are you coming?” she asked. 

“Y—Yeah,” Jerald said, secretly holding the vial in the palm of his hand. 

“I was just looking at the mouse.” 

“Well, c’mon,” Stacy said obliviously. “I don’t want to get in trouble.” 

Jerald smiled and caught up with Stacy. 

 

III



Jerald  placed  the  small  vial  on  his  bedside  table.  He  stared  at  it  for  a while,  trying  to  build  up  the  confidence  to  take  it.  All  the  possible  risks rushed through his mind. 

What if it doesn’t work? 

What if it works differently on humans? 

What if it kills him? 

“It didn’t kill the mice, so it shouldn’t kill me,” Jerald thought to himself. 

He took a deep breath. 

Ding! 

His computer received an email. 

“A  reminder  that  there  are  only  two  weeks  left  before  final  exams!”  the email read. 

He had no other options. 

He took the vial and let a drop fall into his mouth. Then, he waited. 

And waited. 

And waited. 

He  slipped  his  pants  down  to  his  knees  and  stared  at  his  long,  flaccid cock. 

“Goodbye, old friend—for now,” he said to his long dick. 

And he continued to wait. 

And wait. 

But  nothing  happened.  Hours  passed  and  his  cock  remained  long  and proud. His chest remained flat and muscular. His Adam’s apple remained on his neck. The drug didn’t work. 

“I’m fucked,” Jerald said to himself. 

He  lay  down  in  his  bed,  defeated.  After  a  while,  he  closed  his  eyes  and went to sleep. 

* * *

Jerald woke up the next morning as his alarm went off. His eyes slowly opened,  and  he  yawned.  He  reached  his  arms  far  out  from  his  body, stretching. Slowly, he got out of bed and walked out of his dorm room. 

He made his way across the quiet hallway, into the shared bathroom. He walked up to the toilet, flipped up the lid and pulled down his pants to begin peeing. 

As he started peeing, pee stared to fall all over his pants. He quickly cut off  the  stream  and  looked  down.  His  cock  was  gone,  and  in  its  place  was  a tight little pussy. He stared in a frozen shock for a moment, and then ran over to the mirror. 

His Adam’s apple had receded into his neck. He lifted up his shirt, and a pair  of  tits  fell  out,  dangling  off  of  his  chest.  His  mouth  hung  open  and  his eyes were wide, having not blinked. 

He ran his hand down his body. His skin was soft and smooth. His beard stubble was nowhere to be seen, and his facial features appeared to be softer. 

He had become a woman. 

He  ran  back  into  his  room  and  shut  the  door  behind  him.  He  was frightened. 

He had to get that female-to-male drug from the lab. He closed his eyes and took a few deep breaths, trying to calm himself down. 

He exhaled all the air from his lungs. “Okay, Jerald,” he said to himself. 

“Remember why you did this,” he thought to himself. 

This was, after all, what he wanted. He just needed to relax. He picked up his phone, and dialled the number for the administration office. 

“Hello, university administration.” 

“Hello,” Jerald said. 

He stopped talking, realizing his voice was a whole octave higher. 

“Are you still there?” the woman on the other end asked. 

“Um, yes—Who is taking appointments today?” Jerald asked. 

“That would be Walter Huston. Appointments are walk-in only, we don’t take bookings.” 

“I know. Okay, thanks.” 

Jerald hung up the phone. 


* * *

Before Jerald could go to the administration office, he needed to get some makeup and some clothes. He walked over to the mall, with a ball cap on his head, tilted down to cover his face as much as possible. 

He  walked  into  the  makeup  store  and  looked  around  cautiously,  making sure  no  one  he  knew  was  around.  He  walked  down  the  isles,  picking  up things he figured he would need. 

Foundation. 

Eyeliner. 

Mascara. 

Eye shadow. 

Lipstick. 

Blush. 

He  was  fairly  certain  he  knew  that  those  things  were  for,  so  he  bought them, along with a set of makeup brushes. Then, he made his way to a trendy girls clothing shop. He walked down the isles looking for an outfit. 

Jerald felt a strange sensation walking through the clothing store. He felt compelled  to  stop  at  all  the  racks  and  look  at  all  the  dresses.  He  was particularly  interested  in  a  wall  of  shoes.  Shoes  had  never  interested  Jerald before. 

He  tried  on  a  half  a  dozen  pairs  of  heeled  shoes,  eventually  siding  on  a sleek pair that had straps running up past the ankle. They were so sexy; they made Jerald bite his lip. 

Then,  he  found  a  peculiar  interest  in  a  little  pink  tube  skirt  that  had  an exposed tummy. He took it to the dressing room and tried it on. It hugged his skin  tight,  unlike  any  clothing  he’d  ever  tried  on  before.  The  outfit  was extremely tight on his chest, making him realize that he had very large breasts as a woman. 

He stood up straight and looked in the mirror. 

“Ooh,” he said to himself-- A response that was totally autonomic. 

He  decided  to  buy  the  cute  little  dress,  along  with  a  couple  pairs  of panties. 

He took his haul to the mall bathroom. He changed into the dress, and put on his new shoes, throwing his old male clothing in the shopping bag. Then, he walked up to the bathroom mirror and started doing his makeup. 

He applied the foundation, coating his entire face. It took him a couple of attempts to get an even, smooth layer, but eventually he got it. Then, he took the  eye  shadow  and  carefully  brushed  it  on.  Then  he  put  on  the  mascara. 

Then  he  put  on  the  eyeliner.  Then  he  put  on  the  lipstick  and  the  blush. 

Finally,  he  put  all  the  makeup  back  into  his  shopping  bag  and  took  a  good look at himself in the mirror. 

“Damn,” he said quietly to himself. “I’m fucking hot.” 

And he was. Jerald made one fox of a lady. 

He walked out of the mall bathroom. As he stepped into the open, men’s heads turned. Men were practically drooling over him. 

Next stop: The administration office. 


* * *

“Number fifty-two!” the assistant called out. 

Jerald stood up and smiled at the assistant. 

“Mr. Huston will see you now.” 

“Thank you,” Jerald said, walking past the assistant into the office. 

Walter Huston was sitting behind the desk, staring at the computer screen. 

He didn’t pay any attention to Jerald walking in. He simply motioned to the chair, without looking away from his screen. 

“Sit,” he said. 

Jerald  sat  down.  He  had  to  adjust  his  boobs  as  he  sat,  as  they  kept bouncing and shifting around in his tight dress. 

“What can we help you with?” Walter said, looking up. 

He was suddenly struck by Jerald’s feminine beauty. His eyes lit up and drifted downward for a moment at Jerald’s big chest. He quickly looked back up into Jerald’s eyes and smiled. 

“I wanted to apply for a scholarship,” Jerald said. 

“Certainly… Certainly. Which one was that?” 

“The Helen Jacobs Business Scholarship.” 

“Ah, a fine scholarship. You’re a business major?” 

“Yes. Pre-law.” 

“Ah, pre-law. A fine discipline.” 

Walter took another quick glance at Jerald’s huge rack before looking at his computer screen. 

“What’s your name?” 

“Jerald Peters. J-E-R-A-L-D.” 

“Jerald?” 

“Short for Jeraldine. It’s French.” 

“Ah, the French. Lovely people, the French.” 

Walter typed the name into his database. 

“Hm,” Walter said, looking at the screen. 

“What’s wrong?” Jerald asked. 

“Oh nothing, they just made a mistake on your file. Nothing I can’t fix.” 

Walter deleted “male” under gender on Jerald’s file, and replaced it with

“female”. 

“Done  and  done!”  he  said.  “Now,  let’s  get  you  set  up  for  that scholarship.”  Walter  continued  to  look  through  Jerald’s  file.  “Ah,  you  have fine grades. Lovely grades. You’ll be a shoe in for the scholarship.” 

“That’s great news,” Jerald said. 

Walter typed some stuff. A printer in the back of the room started to hum and hiss as it began printing out a form. 

“We’ll just have you fill out the application. You’re cutting it close, too. 

They’re making all of the scholarship decisions on Friday.” 

“Okay.” 

Walter stood up and took the form out from the printer. He handed it to Jerald, who immediately started filling it out. 

“You  know,”  said  Walter,  “I’m  on  the  committee.  The  scholarship committee.” 

“Oh really?” Jerald said, briefly looking up from his form and smiling. 

“Yes. I—uh, make a lot of the decisions.” 

Jerald smiled again. 

“There are lots of other girls applying for this scholarship,” Walter said. 

“Right, but you said I was a shoe in—Right?” 

“Right… Well, I mean there are a lot of factors besides grades.” 

“Like what?” 

“Well, that depends, I suppose.” 

Walter  stood  up  and  slowly  started  pacing  around  the  room.  He  walked over to the office door, and closed it. 

“How badly do you want that scholarship?” Walter asked. 

Jerald sat silently, slowly catching onto what Walter was suggesting. 

“I see that you have quite the debt there,” Walter said. “It would be great to pay that all off.” 

Jerald continued to stare frozen at the university administrator. 

“Well?” Walter asked. 

“W—Well what?” 

“How badly do you want that scholarship?” 

“Um, really badly.” 

“What are you willing to do for it?” 

Jerald’s mind raced. He had come so far, and there was no turning back at this point. 

“Um, I—I would do anything, sir.” 

Walter smiled and started to walk towards the beautiful feminized Jerald. 

“Show me,” Walter said, stopping a few feet away from Jerald. 

Jerald slowly brought himself up to his feet. He took a few steps over the grinning Walter. Walter looked down at Jerald’s chest and licked his lips. 

“Let me see them,” he said. 

Slowly, Jerald took the shoulders of his tube skirt and pulled them down. 

He carefully slid the outfit down, over his breasts. His tits sprang free as soon as the tight fabric cleared his bust. 

Walter’s eyes lit up. With his hands, he reached forward and grabbed the supple tits in his hands. He took a deep breath in. 

“These look like scholarship winners to me,” he said. “Get down on your knees.” 

Jerald  slowly  sunk  down  to  his  knees.  His  heart  was  racing,  pounding aggressively against his chest. He took in a long, deep breath as he watched Walter pull away his belt and throw it aside onto the floor. Walter carefully unzipped  his  zipper  and  pulled  down  his  pants,  along  with  his  boxers, revealing his long, thick cock dangling between his legs. 

Jerald  stared  at  it.  Just  like  when  he  saw  the  giant  wall  of  shoes, something inside of him was drawing him in towards the slick shaft. He was strangely mesmerized, compelled by the semi-erect member. 

“C’mon, lovely. That dick isn’t going to suck itself.” 

Jerald took the thick penis in his soft feminized hand and started to guide it towards his mouth. Carefully, he stuck it into his mouth and started to suck. 

He  pushed  his  head  down,  letting  the  throbbing  member  slide  further  down his  tongue  towards  the  back  of  his  throat.  Once  again,  he  felt  strangely compelled to sink the cock deep down into his throat. 

“Oh,” Walter said. “That feels good.” 

Jerald could feel the cock beginning to harden and throb as it reached the back of his throat. He could feel the warm blood flowing into the solidifying shaft, forcing it to thicken and lengthen. He pulled his head back, holding the tip of the cock on his lips, and then he sunk his head back down, pushing his nose into Walter’s soft pubic hair. 

Saliva began to dribble out the sides of Jerald’s mouth as the thickening cock pushed against his tight lips. 

A strange warm tingling sensation began to grow in-between his legs. It crossed through his body in waves, forcing his new pussy to quiver and pulse. 

The dick in his mouth was fully erect. Saliva ran down it, out of Jerald’s mouth  and  down  Walter’s  thick  ball  sack.  Jerald’s  pace  increased,  with  the help of Walter’s hands, which grabbed on tightly to the top of Jerald’s head and pulled him in tight, and then pushed him off sharply, over and over again. 

Finally,  Walter  pushed  Jerald  off  of  him,  making  him  fall  back  onto  his soft butt. 

“Get up,” Walter demanded, patting on his desk. 

Jerald  placed  his  hands  on  the  floor  and  pulled  himself  to  his  feet.  He

nearly fell back over, not used to standing in high heels. 

“C’mon,” Walter said impatiently. 

He  patted  on  the  desk  again,  signalling  Jerald  to  bend  over  it.  Jerald complied. He placed his stacked chest onto the desk, with his bum up in the air  and  his  heeled  feet  firmly  on  the  ground.  Walter  walked  up  between  his legs  and  pulled  up  his  skirt.  He  was  breathing  deeply.  He  took  the  panties carefully from Jerald’s hips and slid them down his legs, revealing his brand new, damp slit. Walter licked his lips at the sight of the beauty. 

He took his long, dripping wet dick in his hand and shimmied in closer. 

He  pressed  the  giant  tip  of  it  up  against  the  reluctant  Jerald’s  pussy  and started to push. 

As the thick girth penetrated Jerald’s slit, an explosion of elation travelled through Jerald’s body. His autonomic system sent his head flying backwards. 

His  mouth  opened  wide  and  he  let  out  a  long,  soft  moan.  The  tingling sensation  in  his  pussy  travelled  down  his  legs,  making  his  legs  tremble  and shake. 

The  long  dick  slid  in  deeper  and  deeper.  Jerald  could  feel  every  single inch of it throbbing against his tight vaginal walls. 

“Oh, fuck,” said Jerald, through his moaning. 

Then, without warning, Walter started to quickly thrust himself in and out of  Jerald’s  pussy.  Warm  fluid  started  to  splash  and  trickle  down  his  legs. 

Every time the big hard dick inside of him pulled its way out, it would tickle his dangling clit. 

Squish! Squish! Squish! 

Walter  picked  up  his  pace.  Sweat  was  dribbling  down  his  forehead  and his muscles were tightening. He planted his hands down onto the edge of the desk and grasped tightly. 

Jerald’s butt, which had become softer and lighter over night, rippled and bounced every time Walter’s hard pelvis slapped against it. The quivering in Jerald’s  pussy  was  quickly  becoming  a  full-blown  throbbing  as  it  clenched and released against the thick cock. 

“How  badly  do  you  want  that  scholarship?”  Walter  asked  between breaths. 

“Badly,” Jerald replied. 

“How badly?” 

“Real badly.” 

“Badly enough to take it in the ass?” 

Jerald closed his eyes. He couldn’t say no. He could feel Walter smiling over his shoulder. 

“Yes,” he said reluctantly. 

Walter  pulled  out  immediately  after  the  response  and  lifted  his  cock  up, lining it up with Jerald’s tight, virgin asshole. 

Once  again,  without  warning,  Walter  started  jamming  his  cock  into Jerald. He pushed hard, penetrating the feminized man quickly. Jerald could feel the throbbing monster sinking in deep. He bit his lip hard and closed his eyes tightly. 

Before he knew it, an older man was fucking him in the ass. Walter was unrelenting,  and  merciless.  He  pulled  back  completely,  letting  the  tip  of  his dick taste the brisk office air, and then plunged in deeply, slamming his thick ball sack against Jerald’s pussy. 

Jerald  could  feel  his  tight  asshole  quickly  and  painfully  stretching  out. 

Walter reached one of his hands down, between Jerald’s legs, and he started to finger Jerald’s slit. 

Every swift thrust was less painful than the last. Soon enough, all the pain was  gone,  and  Jerald  returned  to  his  elated  state.  Between  the  fingers plunging in and out of his wet slit, and the thick cock thrusting in and out of his tight anus, Jerald started to cum for the first time ever as a woman. 

He screamed out loud. “Fuck!” 

A  large  bout  of  warm  fluid  squished  out  of  his  tight  pussy,  soaking Walter’s  fingering  hand,  Jerald’s  legs  and  the  office  floor.  The  unexpected surge  of  euphoria  caused  Jerald  to  clench  all  his  muscles,  including  his already  tight  anus.  Walter  perked  up  straight  as  the  little  hole  tightened around his massive girth. 

Suddenly, he came. Walter gave in and warm, sticky cum started to blast out of his cock inside of the feminized Jerald. Jerald took a deep breath in as he felt his bum fill up with the hot substance. 

Walter grabbed onto Jerald’s sides. The final few drops of cum dribbled out  of  his  dick,  and  then  he  stumbled  backwards,  taking  his  long  shaft  with

him. He took a few breaths, and then pulled up his pants. He straightened his back and pushed back his messy hair. 

“Well  then,”  Walter  said.  “We’ll  give  you  a  call  when  you  can  pick  up that scholarship.” 

Jerald couldn’t help but to smile. He pushed himself off of the desk, and pulled his panties back up over his wet pussy and cum filled asshole. 

“Okay,” Jerald said. 

Jerald walked towards the door. 


* * *

1-2-3-4. 

Once again, Jerald found himself in the lab, this time alone. It was late at night, and only a few night classes were in session. 

On the table in front of him was the female-to-male vial. He stared at it for a moment, and then picked it up. 

“It’s been quite the day,” he said to himself. 

He popped open the vial and prepared to consume the drop. 

He hesitated. 

He was going to miss the attention he got as a woman. He was going to miss putting on the makeup, and the dresses and the shoes. 

Maybe he wasn’t done being a woman. He thought for a moment. 

Then, he turned away. He liked being a woman, and he liked the idea of remaining a woman. 

After all, “Everything happens for a reason.” 



The End
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