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-TO COME-

I looked down to my hips and then over my shoulder to my ass. Both were impressively toned but they were also significantly shapelier than last time. I’ll be honest, I loved them.

I felt incredibly feminine and sexy.

To tease the men and get their juices flowing I did an impromptu squat and spread my ass cheeks and let them drop and jiggle as I sat in a deep squat position.

“Well boys,” Stephens said. “I think it’s fair to say that this total slut is ready for a complete dicking from us. Put her in position!”

There was a ripple of tangible excitement in the room and I felt myself being lifted above head height by these muscular, horny men. I was then flipped onto my front and bent over a comfortable changing bench.

“You’d better hold on, bimbo!” One of the men shouted, laughing from the pit of his incredibly toned and sculpted stomach.

I wanted to please the men, really help them get off. I stuck my ass in the air and gave it a quick shake. I knew this would go down well so I wasn’t surprised when I heard them cheer and clap.

I did it again and again and soon found them closing in on me.

They were so big and strong they literally began to reduce the light in the room around me. It was like a solar eclipse caused by an alpha male storm.

I was soaking wet, hot, and hungry for dick…

I ran my fingers over my titties as they hung over the edge of the bench and I finger fucked myself hard to the delight of all involved. Then I knew it was time.

How did I know? I’ll tell you how.

I felt a massive cock go all the way up into me. It felt sensational and almost immediately I felt my entire body beginning to quiver and shake.

It wasn’t just the size of the cock, but it was the way I was being man-handled by Stephens. It was also the way that the other men had begun to jerk their cocks over my body, rubbing their swollen heads over my back, by thighs, my face.

Obviously, I began to take the dicks in my mouth and in my hands. I just craved more and more cock. I was in heaven, absolute heaven.

“Tell the men how much you love it!” I was ordered, and I…

-end of preview-

-Prologue-

The desire, buried inside you, to experience what a woman feels, what a woman sees in the mirror…

You dream of it, but do you really want it? Could you truly handle it?

The tight, form fitting clothes, the scandalously small, provocative lingerie… you desire the women in them, but what you most want is to wear them yourself, to look that hot, to feel that sensual.

Be careful what you wish for, because when fantasy becomes reality, all bets, and all clothes, are off…

CHAPTER ONE

So it’s a hot day, the sun is in the sky and you want to hit the beach. Seems easy right?

Well, maybe, maybe not.

You’ve got to make sure you have the right sun screen for a start. And when I say sun screen I mean sun cream; both versions are acceptable of course but it’s one of those linguistic differences between countries that winds people – or should I say some people – up something rotten.

Anyway, enough of that…

As I was saying, it is important to get your sun screen correct when you know you will be spending a prolonged period exposed to the sun’s powerful rays.

Believe me when I say, you don’t want to be waking up the next morning with a killer headache and your body essentially stuck to the bed sheets because you have spent too long in the sun without protection and now you find yourself suffering the full after effects that come with sunburn or its more serious sibling, sunstroke.

I mean, think about it.

The sun is a big ball of fire, arguably the biggest you’ll see in your lifetime, so surely you would want to make sure it doesn’t burn you?

I mean, you wouldn’t walk directly into a blazing oven would you?

You wouldn’t see a burning building and walk into that, surely not?

This is the exact same thing, only the heat is stronger from the sun than it is from a conventional gas oven or burning shop front.

Of course you agree with me, but why then is it that so many people do not heed the warnings about sun burn and sunstroke? It’s odd, but I think maybe it is a cultural thing, like back in the day people didn’t bother so this generation now is still on some level influenced by their elders?

Well, I hope the tide is turning on this one, that’s all I can say because too many people have fallen to skin cancer and other sun related diseases. It’s just not right, and it’s so easily preventable.

I guess what I’m saying is take a balanced attitude, enjoy the sun but also remember to make it right with the cream. Hell, even if it’s just from a vanity point of view, consider this: exposure to the sun without adequate cream can age your skin prematurely.

Got you thinking now have I?

So yeah, you just know I have the right sun cream to use. But that’s not all you need to take into consideration when going to the beach. Something that people forget to mention quite often is the need for water, H2O in its purest formulation. If you’re not hydrated at the best of times you’re in trouble, but it can actually be lethal if you are at the beach, exposed to the baking hot sun, and as the hours pass you go from being a bit thirsty to collapsing in a heap.

Don’t think this doesn’t happen on the regular, because it does…

I have read the reports and poured over the statistics and trust me when I say they make scary reading. We were more or less almost totally made up of water so logically it’s only correct that we need to ensure a steady intake of it. Of course you could always go and buy a soft drink at the beach, that is if you are willing to pay the often exorbitant prices and put up with sugary processed drinks that would make even the hardest-core additive addict think twice.

Well, ultimately, I’m saying that a good idea is to take a couple of two litre bottles of distilled water with you.

Note I said distilled.

That is important to me, but maybe I’ll get into that another time but the main takeaway here is that you need water and should always have some with you on your person when you plan on visiting the beach for a good time.

Anything else?

Oh yeah, make sure to pack a towel that is large enough to negotiate the always tricky task of changing in and out of clothes over the duration of your visit. You don’t want any embarrassing slip ups here. Best case scenario is you get away with it and no one sees, middle case scenario is you get seen and feel embarrassed, worst case scenario is that you are arrested and charged with public indecency.

Don’t laugh, it’s happened. It’s happened and it has ruined careers for people.

Well, best not to dwell on extreme cases, but it is always better to be prepared for all possibilities. Anyway, you’ve got your sun cream (or screen!), your water (preferably distilled), and your towel.

You think that’s all you need?

Think again.

My final life hack for essential beach preparations is a good quality (note the emphasis on good quality) pair of beach flip flops. Thinking of wearing shoes? Well you may as well just chuck those shoes in the bin right now because you will never, repeat never, get the sand out.

So just buy a pair of cheap knock-off flip flops right?

Wrong.

A good quality pair of sandals is essential as it provides your feet with the support they need. After all, feet don’t stop being feet just because you are going to the beach. You can still get inured on sand. And hey, how about stepping on some broken glass in the car park that leads on to the beach? No thanks, I would rather not bleed out to death surrounded by mortally obese beach visitors on a hot August afternoon thank you very much.

Listen, I ‘m a pretty chill guy, but I just think you get your head in the right place and your prep correct before you go to the beach okay?

Okay, I definitely am ranting now, albeit making valuable points. 

Well anyway, now we have established the best way to have a good, but safe!, time at the beach I can tell you a little something that has been bugging me.

Now I am not one to complain or be pernickety about things, I am as chilled out and cool as they come. But recently I’ve been getting a bit hot under the collar with regards to the way that my fridge doesn’t seem to be working to perfection.

Well, why would a fridge need to work to perfection I hear you bellow?

Well, I’ll tell you, when you shell out over a three thousand on a refrigeration device you expect it to work to the absolute letter of exactness. Okay, I may be one of those annoying guys who loves to show off his twin Sub Zees, but I’ll tell you something, I don’t hear anyone complaining when I serve them up an ice cool, the true definition of ice cool, glass of beverage.

I mean, you haven’t had a cold drink like I can serve up (unless you too are an owner of a Sub Zee branded refrigeration device, then in that case you will be fully on board the Good Ship Agreement).

Well, here’s what’s happening.

It’s making a strange noise every hour, on the hour. It will beep two short beeps.

Like this: beep-beep.

Then silence for another hour.

I cannot work out what it is, and I am more or less an expert in technology from your common garden lawn mower to your space age computer app.

You name it, I can understand it.

But this puzzle is absolutely rotting my brain out. It’s like I’m in a bad trip that will never end. I’ve called the Sub Zee contact centre and to be quite frank I was pretty disappointed. The person on the other end of the line, a man called Chadley (I mean, come on!) seemed to be stifling his laughter as he rather glibly tried to tell me something or other about checking somewhere or other.

To be honest, I gave up listening and instead tried to repeat my problem until the message became clear to him.

Well, it looks like I will have to demand an engineer call out for this, because despite the fact that I can still enjoy the perfection of an ice cold beverage, there is no way on God’s great earth I am putting up with this hourly beeping.

Not a chance.

To top all this off, I still haven’t found my digital watch I lost a few weeks ago. I guess that’s probably one thing that I’ll have to accept is gone forever.

Oh well.

But as I say, I’m not one to let things wind me up. I’ve been reading up a lot on the ancient ways of dealing with relaxation and allowing the mind to decompress. Not that I need to, I am as cool as a cucumber for ninety nine point nine nine recurring percent of the time. It’s others who need to show some respect, just like that moron Chadley at the Sub Zee contact centre.

Well, it’s his life, he can behave like an arrogant prig if he wants.

As I have learned, it is he who will have to content with his karma, not I.

But anyway…

Beaches, bikinis, tanning lotions, a cold drink from the refrigerator, ice cubes, a potent combination to get the mind racing. I’d always drooled over hot babes in bikinis, who hasn’t?

But I’d also had a long term wondering about what it would be like to be one of the curvy, super sexy women in the different colours and styles of bikini. What it would be like to be lusted after like that, to have that kind of perfect body, to have men practically falling over themselves to get inside that tiny swimsuit. These had always been fantasies of mine, the nature of the fantasy gradually becoming more complex, dirtier, more open minded over time…

But, I’d always assumed it would remain a fantasy and nothing more.

Well, I was about to find out that sometimes, despite doing the research, knowing the facts, rehearsing all the mental gymnastics, things can just happen that blow your mind. Totally unexpected, inexplicable things that radically alter your perception, your experiences, and your entire life…


CHAPTER TWO

I arrived at the health club and spa and got out of my car in the underground parking area. It was still quite warm even without the sun but I couldn’t wait to get into the rooftop pool and enjoy a bit of rest and relaxation.

Then something strange happened.

Something very strange.

All of the cars in the car park started honking their horns and flashing their lights.

It was intense and totally out of the ordinary.

Beep-beep.

Flash-flash.

And so it went.

I’ll be honest, it was quite off putting and maybe even a little scary. For a brief moment I was totally blinded by the lights and for a few seconds I literally couldn’t see a single thing.

But I did feel a strange energy around my body, that much I do know.

This energy was very intense, almost like something entering my body through osmosis, totally running through me and altering me from the inside to out. I couldn’t describe it any better than that, it was totally otherworldly.

Well, this only lasted for a few seconds as I say and once it was over I dusted myself down and continued out of the carpark and up the elevator towards the reception on the ground floor of this grand old building that had undergone massively expensive refurb from a mysterious international conglomerate.

As I walked towards the elevator door, the funny feeling still persisted but I couldn’t put my finger on what was different.

I kept thinking about how the energy had felt like it was coursing all through my body at an incredible pace, with this kind of kinetic magnetism that was turned up to max volume.

Chill the hell out, I thought to myself, today is about stepping out of my super-pernickety mindset and just going with the flow and maxing out on the rest and relaxation.

I pressed the button on the escalator door and entered the lift.

Weird, a lift without a mirror, I thought. Huh, probably some kind of spiritual thing.

I walked over to the receptionist and swipe my card (which I had received in the post via special delivery a few days earlier) on the scanning machine. I noticed the receptionist smile knowingly as I walked through the security device.

Then that weird feeling in my body again…

It was a powerful, tingling sensation now. Sure, it was weird and made me feel a little strange, but I couldn’t deny that I also felt… good. But, being a bit of a control freak, I hated the fact I didn’t know exactly what was happening.

Huh, oh well, nothing a bit of relaxation won’t remedy, I thought in my head.

I picked up my complimentary towel and robe set and walked into the changing room area ready for my day. I surely could never have predicted what I was about to discover…

CHAPTER THREE

Removing my clothes in my large private changing area I suddenly realised that I was no longer me.

What the total hell? I thought as I saw something I couldn’t quite comprehend.

I had…

A woman’s body???

I looked at myself in the mirror and felt a mixture of emotions.

Yes, I was scared.

Yes, I was confused as hell.

But I simply couldn’t deny how turned on I was, and it was a sensation that was building up inside of me by the second, my heart rate increasing, an energy building up in me faster than a Formula One race car. 

Let me take a second to describe the new me I was seeing in the full length mirror: 

I was shorter, probably five foot three. My face was slender, cheekbones to die for, and plump and soft lips that were exactly the kind I would usually go for. My hair was a perfect blond shoulder length bob. 

I had a frame that was sturdy but petit. My new breasts were not too big, not too small. You know the kind of titties that you don’t need a bra for but will jiggle all over the place? The kind that you dream of squeezing and fondling, making you hard as a rock within seconds. That’s right, absolutely perfect.

Yes, that was me now. 

Continuing…  

My waist was small, neat and toned. This was great but it also served to super emphasised the curve of my hips and ass. Strong but soft thighs and a chunky booty were my new style and I loved it.

My ass was incredible. It looked like the kind of booty that gym freak babes on Instagram spend months and months of hard work to build up, exercising every single day, focussing on the glutes and many, many hundreds of squats and lunges in an attempt to achieve. And here I was, with exactly the kind of booty that would guarantee a thousand likes within minutes of a single hashtag!

I imagined briefly the kinds of clothes I could wear with this body. Sure, I drooled at women who wore tight yoga pants that left nothing to the imagination, or the form fitting party dresses, or even the formal work wear that on a sexy, curvy woman just popped and made men wild.

And, of course, the bikinis.

Would I go for a classic 80s bikini? A thong bottom? Or a super high cut that would reveal my sculpted thighs?

Sure, this was the kind of body I had lusted after previously, but I also knew now that this body would be in demand with men, men who had the confidence to handle a fit, curvy, well turned out woman. 

This made me feel a mixture of total fear and ecstatic excitement.

I did a turn in the mirror, spinning around on my heels and watched as my perfect titties bounced, my booty wobbling perfectly in contrast to my tight body. 

I felt like I looked... totally incredible... and.... absolutely horny. 

Of course I would get turned on in my male body, but my first experience of sexual arousal in a female body was proving to be overwhelming.

I was like an animal.

I couldn’t control myself!

Almost in some kind of out of control experience I burst out of the changing room naked, looking for a well built stud to take me. Every single sexual position was running through my head at this point and instinctively I knew I needed dick in my tiny wet pussy.

I wanted to be pounded relentlessly, my big booty up in the air, my nipples pulled, my pussy being filled up with the meatiest, hardest cock going.

I could feel the heat in my tiny, unused pussy building up to what was fever pitch.

I needed dick in every hole, and I needed it that second.

But suddenly reality hit me…

I couldn’t just do this in a private members health spa. I could get arrested! So I went to turn around and quickly duck back into the changing room.

As I was shutting the changing room door, now with my sense partially restored, I felt it jam. I looked up and saw a large hand stopping me from closing the door.

“Move away from the door now”, the voice said, in such a manner that failing to comply simply wasn’t an option.

Nervously I stepped back and stood with my back to the wall and my hands covering my breasts and my pussy, my legs bent at the knee to minimize the exposure.

I felt totally vulnerable and even more so when this happened:

The man in front of me shut the changing room door. He was enormous, muscular, tall, and with the kind of sophisticated sense of power that an alpha just exudes naturally.

And oh yeah, he was just wearing a bathrobe.

Which he then proceeded to let slide off his body and onto the floor.

The alpha male stood before me, totally naked…

My jaw dropped open, I honestly couldn’t tell you if any drool came out because my head was spinning and my new body was reacting in so many pleasurable ways.

“Tell me what you see,” He said. “And make it detailed or you’ll be in even more trouble.”

In more trouble? What for? Oh wait, I guess I had just run out into a public zone of a mixed changing area totally naked. He had me on that.

Nervously and trying not to stare too hard, I began to describe him.

“I see a big man,” I said. “I see a big man who is well groomed. I see a body that knows its way around a gym, big muscles in all the right places, excellent definition to the shoulders, biceps, abs, and pecs. I see a strong man who probably has excellent stamina. I see a man with strong legs. I see…”

“Yes, go on, no one said stop,” He said. “And remember I want every detail.”

“I see a slim waist with a long, thick cock hanging down between the legs. A cock that is already big, and looks like it is getting bigger.” I said, stumbling over my words, nervous, excited, in a trance almost.

As I was saying this, I really could see his dick getting stiffer and stiffer. It was rising like a tent pole and as horny and desperate to touch it as I was, I could feel myself a little scared of what it could do to me.

The alpha male beckoned me over. I obeyed, because… well, just because he was an alpha male and I was a silly little bimbo.

Without him asking I kneeled in front of his rock hard cock. I began to touch it, squeeze it, slowly jerking it up and down. I so desperately wanted to put it into my mouth and taste it.

But I wasn’t sure I actually could do it.

Ultimately I wasn’t given the choice. The man moved his cock and began to rub it over my face. My pussy dripping wet, my clitoris tingling like crazy, I just kind of automatically opened my mouth and took the dick in.

It tasted amazing.

It felt amazing.

Within seconds I was bobbing my head up and down on it, really taking it all in, getting high from the sensation of a big muscular dick pumping away in my mouth.

And then it happened.

Yeah, you know what I’m talking about…

I felt the alpha cock explode into my mouth. In fact I thought the cum was never going to stop flying into my throat. It was so hot, so salty. The man groaned and grabbed my head, pushing it up and down to maximise the drainage of his cock, which will still very hard even after it had cum.

Finally, the man stopped and pulled his dick out of my mouth.

“Now, listen,” He said. “You will be my bimbo bitch from now on. You will report to me, and you will do as I say. Understand?”

I couldn’t believe what was happening. As silly as it sounds, I actually enjoyed him talking to me like that. I got off on the fact that he saw me as a bimbo sex object he could boss about and use as he pleased. So I nodded my head and told him I was his.

“Good,” He said. “We’re going to have a lot of fun together. Now get yourself off for me and record yourself doing it. I’ll watch it back later and there’ll be a spanking for you unless you impress me.”

With that, he put his robe on and walked out.

I realised I hadn’t even asked his name, but here I was about to record myself jerking off for this absolute God.

This day had been crazy and bewildering so far, I guess I was just kinda going with the flow at this point. And enjoying it more than I could ever have imagined.


CHAPTER FOUR

The ride back from the hotel and spa was an interesting one.

In an attempt to take my mind off things I put on some music. I didn’t care what it was, of course as long as it wasn’t salsa, which I absolutely detested with every fibre in my body. I settled on a station that seemed to be combining talk with music, the best of both worlds arguably.

I tuned in to a little bit of contemporary retro pop, the new release from Duran Duran. It was an interesting tune, a couple of nice moments of synthesizer mixed in with a nice catchy hook that I would find myself whistling for a few days. Heck, I might even stream the song from time to time but I wasn’t going to buy the CD or anything like that.

After Duran Duran finished the talk segment returned and the topic of the day appeared to be relating to whether political correctness had gone mad. I hadn’t heard anyone discussing this before and had always assumed that political correctness was universally viewed as being excellent and essential for a progressive society.

Well I was shocked to find that not everyone agreed with me...

Shoot all dissenters! I shouted out loud, having a joke to myself, subtly parodying both myself and the debate itself on some levels.

Anyway, the conversation ebbed and flowed with credit going to the presenter for providing a fair and even handling of the callers, despite it being clear that his own personal preference was almost certainly that political correctness had not, I repeat not, gone too far.

What I found interesting was that while my overall opinion hadn’t changed over the course of the debate, it was noticeable that I could find shared moments of agreement with those who thought political correctness (or PC to use the shortened version) had in actual fact gone too far.

The idea that the enforcement of PC could be at times draconian and anti-debate and stifling for debate was one that I conceded, although only with the caveat that we take the position that not everyone can debate honestly and without bringing in their own prejudice.

But this also opens up the can of worms that is: who decides who is ‘clever enough’ to debate a topic? Well, it certainly prompted a lot of high level thinking from me, a perfect distraction all things considered.

As the debate came to a close I was glad to hear the presenter play That’s Not My Name by the Ting Tings, a really brilliant pop song that meant a lot to me for reasons I might go into later but not right now. But from a musical point of view I was of the opinion that it was close to the mythic title of perfect pop. I loved the sparse sound, the catchy hook, the involving lyrics. It really evoked a lot of emotions to me as the lead singer made her way through the names that she was called that actually were not her name at all.

In many ways I think the fact that it was pop, and by an unknown band at the time of release, made people overlook how good it was.

Had it been released by Elvis Presley or Frank Sinatra we would be raving about it for years!

So I continued on my drive back.

The radio began playing a song I didn’t recognise and to be perfectly frank with you, I wasn’t feeling it.

Not one bit in fact.

What is the deal with this sudden plethora of banal lyrics and strangely incongruous beats? Well, I suppose I sound like my parents sounded to me now? Anyway, I guess it is all a matter of taste anyway.

As I say, the radio was playing a song I’m not especially vibing to (to put it mildly) when some absolute moron attempted to overtake me on the inside lane. Now, not only is this totally illegal, it is also incredibly unsafe and morally reprehensible.

So I pushed my hand down on the horn long and hard, there is no way I am going to let this villain get away with this unnoticed.

BEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEP!

I did briefly consider putting my foot down on the accelerator and making it a struggle for him to pass, but a quick look at his car and I knew this would be borderline pointless. You see, his engine was a 3.3 turbo injection and mine was a more modest 2.6 diesel fuelled beast.

Now don’t get me wrong, my car could shift and had even been known to overtake the odd supercar in its time, but in a situation like this, I knew when it was pointless to try anything out of the ordinary.

I lifted my hand off the horn and maintained my steady speed. But although I was calm and totally unfussed by this utter moron, I couldn’t help but wonder what compelled people to drive so crazily?

What was the need?

What was the burning desire inside them to put their lives at risk like that, not to mention the lives of others?

Me, I was an excellent driver all things considered.

One of my particular strengths was changing up and down the gears. I was efficient, never crunched, always changed at the perfect moment and I know because the rev counter and engine noise made their approval quite clear to me every time.

I had passed my test on the second occasion. Unfortunately I failed my first attempt because a youth threw a carton of pasteurised milk at my windscreen and I veered off the road and on to some poor individual’s front lawn. Unfortunately this counted as a fault complit and the adjudicator ruled that the test should come to an end.

I never did catch up with that unruly youth, I imagine he is rotting in a jail cell or leeching off society now. What kind of living excrement throws a carton of pasteurised milk at a moving vehicle, let alone a vehicle that is clearly being used for a driving test?

The mind does boggle, it really does.

Anyway, people were sometimes a mystery to me, whether they were making disgusting inside overtake manoeuvres or projecting cartons of milk, I just couldn’t get inside their mentality. And believe me, I was an open minded person, so it wasn’t from a lack of trying or empathising. 

Wow, it felt good to get that off my chest.

Thing is, we often bottle things up don’t we?

And that actually serves to make them seem worse than they really are at the end of the day. Well, I now operate a policy of letting loose. In the rare event of something bothering me I just let rip with my complaint and speak my mind.

Don’t like it?

Deal with it.

Ultimately though, I actually think that as difficult as it may be for people to initially accept this approach in the end they always see that I was right because the issue is nipped in the bud before it turns into some long winded dispute or grievance. I mean come on, who really wants a load of long term beef and mental strain to deal with?

I know I don’t, and I’m pretty certain that you don’t either.

Thing is though, some people are addicted to drama.

You may have heard the term drama queen?

No? Well, let me explain. It means someone who revels in dramatic situations, and no I don’t mean a professional actor treading the boards or up on the silver screen (an old term for a movie). What I mean is the kind of person who almost goes looking for conflict or something to get all rile dup about and then spends their time endlessly replaying the issue for any poor sap who is in earshot.

Well, I aint got no time for that as, a famous singer once sang.

As I say, I like to let it all out, let it go (another musical reference for you!) and move on with my life. Take a moment, look around, smell the flowers. Life is too beautiful and too short to worry about the small things. We need to appreciate the wonder of this medium sized planet we call home.

It was only this morning that I was eating a bowl of healthy cereal and noticed that there seemed to be way less hardened strawberry pieces than were suggested from the on box photograph. So rather than get all steamed up about it I merely banged my fist on the table a few times.

There we are. Done! Problem solved, and no more worrying or letting it grind my gears all day. Previously I would have called the cereal manufacturer’s office and demanded to speak to a manager or production line operative.

But that was before I got enlightened.

Now I just blow my top and move on. It is a very healthy way of looking at things and dealing with the world. Every single person I have advocated this method to has agreed with me entirely. I haven’t heard or even sensed a single rebuttal.

Well, I know it’s a game of opinions but when every single person wholeheartedly and unequivocally agrees, I guess you can confidently say you are one hundred percent correct.

So, yeah, the system works.

And that is why when I walk around with a wide smile on my face, I do so in the knowledge that I am on the journey to enlightenment. 

CHAPTER FIVE

So here’s the thing...

I left the Health Spa and kinda got used to being a woman. I was more or less able to just carry on with my life as normal. Which may seem weird, but it’s the way it was.

As I’ve just been describing, my personality was kinda the same. But it also felt a little like the femininity was wearing off. I noticed I wasn’t as curvy, I didn’t quite fit my female clothes so well. And I was a little less submissive and ditzy. 

Well, I had received another special voucher to go back to the Health Spa along with a tiny pink bikini in the mail and a rather intriguing note that read:

You are expected back at Change Spa at 11:59AM tomorrow. Do not be late.

What was the meaning of this? I mean, I did suspect it was something to do with the hot stud who I, ahem, met last time I was there on my first magical experience.

But who knows, I thought.

So I got myself ready and packed my new bikini and made my way into the health spa. As I went through the security gate I got that same strange feeling as last time, my eyes blinded by strong lights and a rather intense sensation, almost as if my body was topping up on some kind of specific energy.

Well I walked into the changing area again, still feeling that strange energy but not noticing anything different in a tangible, physical sense at this moment. I was about to walk into a changing cubicle but suddenly found my pathway blocked by two men. I turned around and saw another two men behind me.

Then another two.

Now they were in a circle around me.

“You’ll be changing out here,” He said.

The He in question was a large, athletic black man called Stevens. Now let me describe Stevens…

Here was a man of medium to tall height but very broad. And I don’t mean fat at all, I mean seriously muscular, well built. He had an air of dominant stag about him, a real top male in the pack kind of vibe. He was topless, his hard nipples sticking out of his even harder pectoral muscles.

Wow, I really felt like I could start panting at any moment.

My brain was feeling kind of dizzy again, returning to that cock hungry bimbo state of mind…

Then my eyes drifted downwards towards his naked bottom half. He was already hard, his meaty thick cock pointing upwards, flexing and twitching. His dick head was bulbous and looked keen for action. Exactly the kind of action my by now soaking wet and pulsating pussy was ready to give him.

“Boys,” Stephens said. “Boys, strip this big bootied slut for me!”

And with that, the men closed in on me and began to overpower me with total ease. I felt my clothes being removed with a kind of power I couldn’t have resisted even if I had wanted to (which, of course, I didn’t!), no care being taken to make sure that I was okay.

As the clothes fell off I found myself conscious that my body had changed again. I was suddenly curvier than I had been the previous time I was caught up in antics inside the changing room.

My breasts bounced up and down.

They were large, juicy, voluptuous.

I felt one of the men tweak my nipples and I gave out a long moan as he pulled on them and I looked at them in awe as he released them and left two large, hard nipples, totally perfect in all aspects.

I looked down to my hips and then over my shoulder to my ass. Both were impressively toned but they were also significantly shapelier than last time. I’ll be honest, I loved them.

I felt incredibly feminine and sexy.

To tease the men and get their juices flowing I did an impromptu squat and spread my ass cheeks and let them drop and jiggle as I sat in a deep squat position.

“Well boys,” Stephens said. “I think it’s fair to say that this total slut is ready for a complete dicking from us. Put her in position!”

There was a ripple of tangible excitement in the room and I felt myself being lifted above head height by these muscular, horny men. I was then flipped onto my front and bent over a comfortable changing bench.

“You’d better hold on, bimbo!” One of the men shouted, laughing from the pit of his incredibly toned and sculpted stomach.

I wanted to please the men, really help them get off. I stuck my ass in the air and gave it a quick shake. I knew this would go down well so I wasn’t surprised when I heard them cheer and clap.

I did it again and again and soon found them closing in on me.

They were so big and strong they literally began to reduce the light in the room around me. It was like a solar eclipse caused by an alpha male storm.

I was soaking wet, hot, and hungry for dick…

I ran my fingers over my titties as they hung over the edge of the bench and I finger fucked myself hard to the delight of all involved. Then I knew it was time.

How did I know?

I’ll tell you how.

I felt a massive cock go all the way up into me. It felt sensational and almost immediately I felt my entire body beginning to quiver and shake.

It wasn’t just the size of the cock, but it was the way I was being man-handled by Stephens. It was also the way that the other men had begun to jerk their cocks over my body, rubbing their swollen heads over my back, by thighs, my face.

Obviously, I began to take the dicks in my mouth and in my hands. I just craved more and more cock. I was in heaven, absolute heaven.

“Tell the men how much you love it!” I was ordered.

I didn’t need asking twice...

“I love it,” I moaned. “I love all of your big, alpha dicks. I want you to pump me, use me, slap me, pinch me. Use me as your sex doll, your bimbo, your slut. I want you in every hole, I want your hot, rope-like cum all over me, inside and out! Ooooooh, give it to me!”

“You heard the lady!” Stephens roared.

Soon the men began to cum, their hot stringy semen hitting me on my face, in my hair, dripping down onto my nose and then into my mouth. The men would slap my face with their dicks after the initial cum to make sure that every last drop was out.

I had orgasmed several times and now could feel one final one building up. Stephens could sense it too and told the men who weren’t already recording this spectacle on their phones to hit the record button because, and I quote, ‘This will be spectacular.’

And, of course, he was right…

Just as soon as he said that, I felt my entire body shaking, going into an animalistic spasm that seemed to last forever. I was moaning and squealing like a wild animal, totally unburdened by self-consciousness. I rocked back, pushing more and more furiously on his mammoth dick.

I was tapping out, slapping my hand down on the bench, my body and mind totally lost in the moment, destroyed by the alpha…

Then I felt my alpha master spread his seed into me. It was like being blasted with a powerful tap, the amount of cum he juiced into me was ridiculous. I heard him grunting and panting, and I felt incredible.

I felt like a worthy bimbo who had pleasured her boss.

After the men had left and it was just me and Stephens he picked me up and carried me over to a clean comfy sofa. We sat together, my head across his lap, looking up lovingly at him and his chiselled features. I was in the presence of a bull, a real man.

And as I gently caressed my soft skin and run my fingers across the curves of my body, I knew that I would be returning to this magical health spa again and again… and again and…


-Epilogue-

The feel of a man, of several men, inside you…

Their firm, masculine hands on your body as they drive their rock hard dicks into your true, perfectly feminine and sensual body. This is everything you could have dream of, and more on top of that.

You now fully realise the power of your body, your perfectly put together face, an image of absolute and total perfection to go with your sexual, relentlessly desirable new appearance.

The new you. The new you who undresses the big, strong alpha men with your eyes when you see one, imagining what it will feel like for them to ravage and dominate you when you are in your female form…

Swapped, ready to serve, ready to please, but most of all… ready for pleasure.
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