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CHAPTER ONE

 

 

	‘So, ladies and gentlemen, I have a question for you.’ Professor Archer’s eyebrows raised slightly. His intelligent blue eyes sparkled in the candlelight of his study. Our study group, as always, hung on his every word. ‘It’s a simple question really, known not only to scholars of Arthur Conan-Doyle, but also to many lay people with only a passing interest in the great writer’s works.’ It was true, he had a magnetic aura to him. People treated him like a rock star. Ever since I’d started at Yale, people had whispered in hushed tones about the brilliant new literature professor who was turning the hierarchy of the faculty on its head.

	I know what you’re thinking: what kind of nerd takes such an interest in the politics of collegiate institutions? Well, the answer, sadly, is this kind of nerd. Me. My name is Howard Dougal and I am a nerd. Sheesh, that sounded like the kind of introduction I might give at a support group. Losers Anonymous. A twelve-step program to leaving behind the geeky baggage of your childhood and becoming as cool as the Fonz. 

	Ugh. The Fonz? Who was I kidding? Even my idea of ‘coolness’ was terminally dated.

	Anyway, there was a lot of buzz around the college about Professor Brent Archer. He was the youngest senior Professor to ever be taken on by the college. It was hard to tell just how young he was. All the girls had crushes on him of course, and even though I was a guy, I could kind of see why. He looked like Indiana Jones or something. That hard, masculine jawline, those sharp blue eyes. A lop-sided smile, given only on the rarest of occasions. Yep, he was a dreamboat alright. I’d been super-lucky to get onto his tutor-group, to be perfectly honest. Weirdly, I was the only guy in the group. I guess it wasn’t as weird as it sounds, because just like everyone knows, the majority of English Lit students were girls. I don’t know the exact numbers, but it sure felt that way to me.

	It didn’t help that pretty much all of the girls were not only super-smart, but totally gorgeous, too. One in particular, Amber, was so ridiculously hot and talented that it made me sick with jealousy. She sat to my left today. She had these sparkling green eyes and white-gold colored hair. She looked like a supermodel. She had the kind of body that made you want to cry; she was so perfectly lean, so generously-breasted, so tight and slim in the all the right places that sometimes I couldn’t even bear to look at her. And to top it all off, she was probably the smartest person I’d met since arriving at Yale last year. And obviously, that meant I’d met a lot of smart people.

	‘So the question is,’ Professor Archer continued, ‘what is Sherlock Holmes’ most famous catchphrase?’

	Holy heck! I knew the answer! I really knew it! This was it. My big moment. A chance finally to impress my English literature professor. A chance finally not to seem like the class clown, the doofus of the group. I lifted my hand tentatively above my head.

	Amazingly, there were no other hands on display. I was the only person who seemed to know the answer. This day just got better and better.

	‘Howard?’ Professor Archer looked over at me with a mild look of humour on his face. His left eyebrow was raised.’You know you don’t have to raise your hand in my tutorials. Feel free to speak as and when you please.’

	What a dork. I lowered my hand. When I spoke, my voice cracked like a pubescent kid. ‘Sorry Professor Archer. I mean,’ I could feel the sweat starting to prick my brow, ‘yes Professor Archer.’

	‘Well?’ 

	‘I think that the answer is,’ I paused for effect like the moron I was, ‘elementary my dear Watson.’

	Professor Archer himself paused for a moment. He didn’t say anything, but looked around the room at the other students. ‘What do we think, ladies? That seems like the right answer, doesn’t it? I mean, in all of the movies and TV adaptations, that seems to be something that Holmes says a lot.’

	To my right, I could see Amber gently shaking her head. Her long, golden hair moved elegantly from side to side.

	‘Amber?’ Professor looked at Amber the way a starving man looked at his dinner. I mean, who could blame him. He was only human, after all.

	‘Well professor,’ she began, ‘I can totally see why Howard said that, and I think you could even put forward an argument that “elementary my dear Watson” has become a de facto catchphrase of Sherlock Holmes because of the way in which it appears in the secondary literature, but,’ she bit her ruby-red lower lip with those perfect white teeth, ‘the problem is that it Holmes never once says those words in any of the short stories or novels in which he features.’ God-damn she was so fucking polite and reasonable. That was the most gentle diss I’d ever experienced. I bet she was right, too. She was never fucking wrong.

	‘Very good,’ Professor Archer clapped his hands together in delight, ‘And you’re quite right, Amber, it’s a very easy mistake to make.’ I just wanted to curl up into a ball and disappear. It had been pretty much the first time I’d ever tried to answer a question in one of his tutorials, and I’d made a complete chump of myself. Well, I guess at least I was used to it.

	Why couldn’t I just be a little bit smarter? I guess that’s the question that kept coming into my head. Why had I been born with this specific brain? It was so infuriatingly average. Well, I guess that wasn’t strictly speaking true. I’d always been smarter than average, but now I’d come to a place like Yale, there was absolutely nothing to make me stand out from anyone else, other than the fact that I was a guy on a female-heavy English Lit course. Which was not exactly the kind of distinction I’d hoped for when I started the course.

	But something about that particular humiliation changed some part of my brain. I was fed up of being the dumbest nerd in the room. It was miserable, just scraping through college with the lowest admissible grades, struggling to keep up with the rest of the class. So when I got back to my dorm room that evening, I decided to do some googling.

	From a certain point of view, you could even blame my room mate for what happened to me. He was kind of the opposite to me, a real jock. His name was Tanner, and he was on a football scholarship. I was already pretty deep into my search when he got back from training at around 7pm.

	‘What you doing, nerd?’ he said. He was chewing on some kind of meat product. He always seemed to smell of meat. Revolting really. I always thought that if Tanner hadn’t worked out as much as he did, he would most likely be clinically obese. It was stunning to see the amount of protein he could put away. Most likely he’d be eating peppered jerky. That was his favorite. He left the empty red plastic packs strewn over the house. I generally was the one to clean up after him. What a jerk. 

	Huh.

	 A jerk, eating jerky. That’s the kind of thing that if I said it out loud would most likely lead to stunned silence . But if Tanner said it, probably everyone would roll about laughing. It was so unfair. Just because Tanner was athletic and handsome, he got away with pretty much whatever he wanted. He was just the absolute stereotype of the all-American blue-eyed, blond-haired, cornbread kid. He was solid, muscular and as dumb as he was handsome.

	‘I’m googling food supplements.’

	‘Like, vitamins?’ he asked. He took a huge bite out of the stick of red meat he gripped in his right hand.

	‘Well,’ I said, ‘it’s a little more complicated than that.’ At least I was smarter than Tanner. That was at least one thing I could cling onto.

	‘How?’ His chewing was so freaking loud. Did he have extra teeth in that mouth or something? It was like I could hear them all clacking together.

	‘Well,’ I replied, bristling slightly. ‘I’m trying to look into the balance of nutrients that are required in order to optimise the performance of the brain.’ Was that more complicated than what Tanner had said? Maybe I wasn’t even smarter than him.

	‘Why don’t you just score some adderall?’

	I turned round to look give him a stern look.

	‘Tanner, I’m not looking to get high. I’m not looking to stay up late so that I might cram for some final.I want to permanently, safely improve the performance of my brain so that I can learn more, express myself more efficiently and live a more fulfilling life.’

	‘Sounds shit.’ His chewing intensified.

	‘I’m sure that to you it does.’

	‘That reminds me though. Coach was talking about this surefire way to improve our grades.’

	‘What’s that?’ I asked. Could there be anything that the bone-headed coach of this bone-headed jock could tell me that would improve my grades.

	‘Yeah,’ said Tanner, ‘he said that the true secret to improving your grades and getting through college is to …’ he leaned in close, almost conspiratorially. He was about to whisper, and I could smell his hot, beefy breath. ‘STUDY MORE!!!’ He shouted the words into my ear like a foghorn, and I winced back as though I’d been slapped across the head, which is kind of how it felt.

	‘Thank you so much for that,’ I said, with as much indignity as I could. Obviously Tanner was chuckling to himself. 

	‘I can’t believe you fell for that!’ he said, in between deep, breathless laughs.

	‘I can’t believe you did it.’

	‘I know, pretty cool, right?’

	I sighed. ‘That’s not exactly what I meant.’

	‘No but seriously,’ said Tanner, ‘he told us to get this powder. I’m still waiting for mine to arrive. Check out this site.’ He leaned in to my computer keyboard. No chance, I thought to myself. Fool me once, shame on you, fool me twice, shame on me.

	‘I don’t think so,’ I pulled my keyboard out of his reach.

	‘No honesty,’ he said, ‘type it in yourself. Just go to www.makemesmart.com and click on the one that’s for dudes. The coach said not to get the one for chicks. It can play havoc with your hormones, apparently.’

	I still wasn’t falling for it.

	‘Sure,’ I said, ‘I’ll check it out later one.’

	‘Seriously,’ he said, slapping the rim of the door as he headed out of the room, ‘Dwight’s grades have gone up two whole grades since last season.’ The fact that he called semesters ‘seasons’ said an awful lot about Tanner. ‘And the best thing is, because the supplements are just hormones, it’s all totally legal.’

	He left and I carried on searching. Then, just out of pure curiosity, I navigated to the make me smart website. It actually looked above board. There were two different ‘flavors’ of the supplement, as Tanner had suggested, male and female. I looked at the active ingredients and he was wrong, it wasn’t just hormones. But the extra ingredients were on the short list of things I’d actually been looking to get for myself.

	They were called Nootropics. Brain hacking chemicals that improved the efficiency of the body’s neural network. Powerful stuff, if all the hype was to be believed. Just out of curiosity, I went to add some of the male pills to my cart. Fuck. $200. There was no way I could afford that. 

	Slightly put off, I nearly closed the navigator tab. That’s when I saw it. The female version, on offer at a 60% discount. That meant they were only $80. Which was considerably cheaper than any other nootropic drug I’d found online, anywhere. How bad could it be to take a couple female hormones? Heck, it might even make my skin a little smoother, right? 

	I added the pills to my basket. The female version was called Feminax. When I clicked purchase a warning came up.

	Caution, only use Feminax as described on the leaflet. Always use medicine that is appropriate for your gender. Side-effects can be extreme and unpredictable.

	Extreme and unpredictable. That sounded bad. But at least the side-effects weren’t prohibitively expensive. I entered my credit card information, and clicked buy. Little did I know, that one innocent mouse click was going to totally transform my life in ways that I couldn’t possibly have guessed.

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER TWO

 

 

It didn’t take long for the feminax to arrive, thank goodness. Only a few days, and the expedited package arrived on my doorstep. I can’t even begin to describe my excitement. I even though about doing one of those corny unboxing videos like you see on youtube. I gotta say, I know it’s deeply nerdy, but I found it quite gratifying to watch my favorite youtubers unboxing the latest boardgame release. As a cash-starved student, watching someone else spending money was a guilty pleasure, a way to vicariously experience the kind of life I wished I could be living.

Once I’d removed the boring, brown, outer shipping packaging, I was surprised to see a bright, almost luridly bright, pink container. It was small , only about the size of a mug, and the word ‘Feminax’ was written in sensual, looping print across the top of the box. I was just about to open the box and get to the inner packaging, when I felt a hard, slap across the top of my head.

Tanner.

‘What’s up, loser?’

I stuffed the Feminax package into the loose pocket of my jeans.

‘That hurt, Tanner. You can’t just wander around the house smacking people on the head.’

‘I don’t. I wander around the house smacking you on the head.’

Normally, I’d get angry at Tanner - give him a real piece of my mind - but I just wanted to get rid of him and get on with working out the dosage of Feminax I should be taking.

‘Well I’m glad that you finally got a decent grasp of semantics, Tanner. Now if you don’t mind, I’m just -’

‘Yeah what are you doing?’ Why was he always chewing. ‘What’s that?’ He pointed at the packaging of the Feminax.

‘Oh nothing, just a care package from home.’ I tried to keep my voice neutral and trustworthy. I’ve always been a terrible liar, but when I get nervous I just fall apart at the seams.

‘Come on, show me!’ Without warning, he thrust his hand into my pocket and grabbed the box. ‘Whoa, what have we got here? He examined the box and squinted at the label. ‘Feni…femin….feminax?’

‘Give it back!’ Why did my voice always crack whenever I got anxious. I swear, sometimes I sounded just like a little girl.

‘What is this shit? Oh!’ A sudden look of recognition breezed across his face. ‘Fuck man, this is that shit we were talking about the other day! Isn’t this the woman version though? This is dangerous shit!’ He almost threw the box down onto the table in front of me, as though he was scared to be even holding it.

‘It’s not dangerous,’ I said, ‘it’s just a slightly different mix of chemicals, that’s all.

‘I don’t know,’ he replied, ‘backing away from me slowly, ‘coach said that we shouldn’t take the woman’s version, under any circumstances.’ His relentless chewing slowed slightly, as if he was trying desperately to comprehend the situation.

‘You seem pretty scared.’ I took hold of the package, and opened the lid. Inside was a small, pink tube of pills, and folded-up sheet of instructions. ‘This is probably the first time I’ve ever seen you looking anything but cocky, Tanner.’

‘Yeah well, I just don’t think you should go against coach’s advice. He’s a smart guy, and he always has our best interests at heart.’ 

I quickly scanned over the instructions. I read again the warning that under no circumstances should the tablets be taken by a man. Pah, there was probably just some crazily unlikely, rare side effect like, I don’t know, headaches or whatever. I was going to show Tanner that I wasn’t just some wimpy little nerd. The recommended dose was one tablet twice a day.

‘Hmmm,’ I said, ‘one tablet twice a day. That’s what it says here. But I guess it wouldn’t hurt to take a few more, just to kick things off.’ I shook four tablets out of the tube and into my hand. The tablets were also bright pink, and they seemed to almost glow with an eerie light. ‘Would you mind getting me a glass of water, would you?’

‘Are you sure about this, Howard? This is some serious shit.’

‘If you’re going to be a pussy about it,’ I said, really getting into character, ‘then I’ll just do it myself.’ I chucked the pills into my mouth, and walked over to the sink. Rather than filling up a glass and drinking, I stuck my head into the stream under the faucet and heartily chugged down a couple mouthfuls.

When I swallowed, I was surprised that the pills went down surprisingly easy. I normally struggled a bit with pills. Sometimes I even gagged on small tablets like Tylenol. But not on the Feminax. They were large tablets, but they slipped down as though they were lubricated.

‘You’re a dumbass, man.’ I guess this was the least smart person who’d ever called me dumb. ‘I gotta got to practice.’ He picked up his kit bag from where it lay next to the front door. ‘Look man, I know I give you a hard time, but I really think you’re alright.’

This was not what I’d been expecting. Maybe if I acted insane more often I’d get treated better by my room mate. I had a strange tingling sensation. At the top of my throat, working its way down to my gut. As soon as I noticed it, the tingling receded and almost disappeared.

‘Make me a promise. If you start to feel bad, call the doctor.’

‘Nothing’s gonna happen,’ I said, ‘and if it does, I will most definitely call a  doctor.’ That tingling feeling was back, and there was a warmth to it this time. It was strangely pleasant. I wondered if that was the strange, slippery coating of the tablets being absorbed into my throat. I poured myself a glass of water and chugged it down, hoping to at least dull the sensation. It didn’t dull it at all, and in fact, the strange warming sensation worked its way down my body like the trickle of a warmed mountain stream.

Tanner left for the sports ground. As he turned and opened the front door, for some reason, I felt my gaze drop down directly onto his ass. He was wearing tight, sport shorts. I’d never noticed the shape of his behind before, and I was shocked to note that  I got a short thrill of arousal, watching those muscular buttocks roll their way out of the dorm room. What the hell?

With Tanner gone, I quickly grabbed the instruction manual for the Feminax tablets and unfolded it. I scanned through it for the side effects. There they were. There was all the standard kind of stuff like don’t take them with stomach ulcers and don’t take them with any other medication. I kept scanning and started to read a list. It was stuff that I was expecting, you know, headaches, internal bleeding, dry skin. I know this stuff all sounds bad, but being a bit of a hypochondriac, I’d looked into side-effects before. I knew that this kind of thing was extremely rare, and if you were the type of person who might suffer from those kind of side-effects, you find out about it when you’re very young indeed. 

There was only one word that concerned me. It sat right at the end of the list of side-effects like a panic attack waiting to happen.

Feminization.

I presumed that it meant exactly what it seemed like it was gonna mean: the development of feminine traits. I wondered how common it would be. I did not want to be made to be more feminine. I mean, God, I was not exactly the most masculine of guys already. I’d been a late developer at school, and for many years I’d been teased for my inability to grow facial hair. I had stubble now, of course, but that had only been a very recent development.

As I started to think more about the implications, I started to panic more. I tried to keep my cool, packing my bag for the days lessons. 

Keep yourself busy, Howard, I thought to myself. There’s no reason why you should succumb to the side-effects, and even if you do, they are sure to be temporary, and mild. As I lifted my notepad and pushed it into my satchel, the insistent, tingling feeling came back. It seemed to be coming in waves now, and worked its way warmly out from the centre of my body. It was like there was a tube of warmth running down from my mouth to my stomach, and little tributaries of warm sensation were snaking their way into my extremities. 

It was such a pleasant sensation that I forgot all about the worry of side effects. I closed my eyes and shivered as the wave of pleasure moved through my body. Could the tablets be causing this incredible reaction? They had to be. There was no other explanation at all. My bag packed, I grabbed the instruction manual one more time. I looked again to make sure that there was no other mention of warming side effects, but there wasn’t. 

I left my dorm room, and made my way across campus. Little did I know, that it was the last time I’d ever leave my home as a man.

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER THREE

 

 

Oh my gosh! I’d never felt this good. The feelings got way more intense, like, halfway through my walk to college. It was like this, floaty feeling, like every step I took was another step up into this soft, friendly cloud. It was hard to describe. I found myself wondering about the silliest stuff on the way. Like, would anyone notice that I was acting different? Was I acting different? Maybe I was just working myself up into a state for no reason.

Come on Howard, just relax and go with it!

I spotted Amber, walking towards the classroom. Ugh, she was so perfect. Today she was wearing this ridiculously on trend naval-print blue and white dress that fitted her figure like it had been specially made for her. It was the strangest thing. I didn’t feel like I was like, aroused, or anything. It was more just jealousy about how great she looked.

‘Amber?!’ Holy mackerel, was that my voice? Had I called out to Amber? I didn’t even know her. I was feeling so like, greg…gregari…I was feeling so chatty that I really badly wanted to catch up with her.

She turned round and looked at me, with an expression of confusion on her face. I guess she’d been expecting someone else.

‘Hello?’ she offered.

‘Hey girl!’ I said. I’d like, never talked like this before in my life, ever. It didn’t even sound exactly like my voice anymore. It was higher in pitch, more gentle, like someone else was talking from my body.

‘Um, hello Howard,’ replied. She was clearly thrown by my manner. She looked at me like I was a maniac, or like, an alien or something.

‘I just wanted to say how fabulous your outfit is!’

‘Thanks, I guess.’ She didn’t exactly look delighted to see me.

‘You always make such brave fashion decisions. I always look to you for guidance on style.’ Says the guy wearing cheap brown slacks and an inoffensive, off-white short sleeve shirt.

‘Thanks.’ I’ve never heard anyone say thanks in such an ungrateful way. Ever.

‘Have you done the homework?’ We’d been asked to read The Hound Of The Baskervilles.

‘Yes,’ she said, her beautiful golden hair tossed in the breeze, ‘in fact I’ve already read the text, but it was excellent to have a reminder before the seminar. I wouldn’t like Professor Archer to ask me questions for which I was under-prepared.’ She had a weird way of speaking. She sounded so posh, kind of stuck-up I guessed. And fast, too! I found that I as struggling to keep up with what she was saying! It was funny in a way, and I found myself smiling with dumb acceptance as the words washed over me like a waterfall.

‘I was struck this time round that the language was a lot more simplistic than it had appeared to me when I was younger. Of course, it follows in a sense, because the first time I read it I must have been barely seven years old. In fact, Sherlock Holmes was one of my favorite literary characters as a child. Obviously he was never in the same league as Pippi Longstocking, but still, I found the descriptions of his lodgings in Baker Street and his manifold adventures with Watson to be quite compelling.’

What a snooze-fest! I could feel myself drifting off as she spoke. Jeez she was a mega-nerd! I had absolutely nothing on me. What was she even talking about? She found his manifold adventures quite compelling?

‘Did you read it?’ she asked. It was such a beautiful day! Was it just me or did everything seem just a little bit better than normal today? Did the sun seem a tiny bit warmer? Was the sky just a couple shades bluer? Were there a few more butterflies flapping their gorgeous wings with more joy than on any other day? 

‘I read it,’ I sighed, feeling another pulse of warm pleasure move through my body. This wave was slightly different to the others. Previously, the warmth had kinda spread from my center to the outer limits of my body, and then had dispersed. This time though, it pooled in a couple parts of my body. My legs, and more disturbingly, my groin. For a moment it felt like there were little angry prickles attacking my groin, then the prickles turned into little blossoms of pleasure, and it was almost impossible not to smile.

‘Did you like it?’

I thought back. Um, I think I’d enjoyed it. Had I? I could barely remember the thing! And I’d only read it yesterday! How funny. I’m sure that normally this would be the kind of thing that would worry me, but right now I didn’t seem to care at all.

‘Yeah, I totally loved it.’ I replied. I sounded so bright and breezy! It had to be the first time I’d ever felt OK about the way I sounded. There was a first for everything, I guess.

‘What was your favorite thing about it?’ said Amber. She looked at me with those big, beautiful green eyes, and gave me such a sweet smile. I was so happy to be talking to her, and I thought that I was so grateful to the pills. I felt sure that without the pills, I’d never have plucked up the courage to talk to her. And she didn’t exactly seem like she was too unhappy to be talking to me. I mean sure, she was definitely weirded out! And sure, overall, probably she’d prefer not to talk to me! But whatever!

I couldn’t let her down. I tried my hardest to think about the story. There was something about a dog. And something about a house. Murders, I think… But before I could string together that seemed like it could be realistic, words popped out of my mouth:

‘I thought that the dog was like, totally cute!’

She frowned and looked confused. ‘You found the dog cute? What an interesting interpretation.’ She looked thoughtful for a moment and raised a finger to her lips. ‘Hmmm, I would never have thought of it that way.’

I got away with it!

A few moments later, we were in the department building, and then knocking on Professor Archer’s door. 

‘Enter!’ The voice from inside was deep and well mannered. As he spoke, another wave spread through my body. I shivered with pleasure. I felt almost like a liquid! Like I wanted to shimmy around and spread myself on the floor.

Amber gave me a funny look and then pushed the door open. Professor Archer had the blinds down and the room was dim and inviting. The rich smell of old books wafted over me. For sure I felt like I was sensing things stronger.

‘Ah, welcome. Amber, early as ever, and Howard as well, nice to see you both.’ He stepped forward from the shadows. Holy heck! He’d changed. He looked incredible. What was wrong with me? Why did I find my college professor sexy? I was a guy. I’d never once had any kind of lustful feelings for another guy before. Sure, I could tell a good-looking guy when I saw him, but I’d never crossed that line from appreciation to arousal. Until now.

Had his eyes been this blue before? They were big, too. And I noticed for the first time that his eyelashes were really long. They framed his eyes beautifully, giving the startled appearance of a little fawn. But like, a really sexy fawn. Ugh, that sounds bad, doesn’t it? I mean, no worse than crushing on my male professor, I guess.

I tried to open my mouth to say something, but ending up kinda gasping like a fish. The surges of sensation were coming quicker now, and I was caught in the grip of another one. Without meaning to, I had to clench together my legs, as it felt almost as though I was about to cum! I know it sounds crazy. I didn’t even have an erection. Would it be physically possible to cum without having a boner. Luckily for me, the feeling subsided almost as soon as it arrived.

‘Are you feeling alright?’ Professor Archer looked at me with concern.

‘Totally,’ I said. It came out way more dreamy-sounding than I’d expected, like I was floating away to somewhere good. I wondered if maybe he thought I was high. I wondered what Amber thought. Nevermind!

There was another knock at the door, and the rest of the students filed in.

‘Shall we start?’

Luckily for me, most of the lessons went by without too much focus on me. The rest of the class rose to the challenge and were answering questions left, right and center. Here’s my chance, I thought. If I could just concentrate on what they’re saying, just take some of it in, then maybe when it was my turn, I could answer it. But a much as I tried to take it all in, the quicker I found the words flying out my mind like little tweeting birds. 

I just couldn’t concentrate. My mind wondered. I found myself wondering what it might be like to be Amber. I know, it was a weird thing to think about. But as the surges became more and more regular and strong, I imagined myself wearing her blue and white dress, I imagined pulling a comb through that silky hair, and finally, I imagined running my hands up and down her body, my body, feeling the feminine contours of a womanly form.

‘Well Howard?’

Uh oh.

I snapped back to reality. He’d asked me a question, I was sure of that. But what had it been? Something about Hound Of The Baskervilles that much I knew. Something about Holmes? Or Watson. Oh dear, this was bad. It would seem so rude to not know what question he’d asked me. Gosh-darn it. And then, before I even knew what I was doing, my mouth opened, and the following sentence tumbled out of it:

‘I thought the dog was sooooo cute. And Holmes and Watson were a perfect couple. They were just made for each other.’

Stunned faces looked back at me. The room was silent. Finally, after much too long a time, Professor Archer opened his mouth. His perfect, beautiful, kissable mouth.

‘Well Howard, that certainly is an interesting take on the text. Would you care to expand on what you’ve said?’

What was the best thing I could say now? Some genius take on what I’d said? Maybe there was some way to justify, with lightning logic, that what I’d said actually was a measured, reasonable inter…interpreta…feeling about the book. Hmmmm….

‘Nope,’ I said. 

‘Right, well, unfortunately for all of us, that is our time up today. As much as I wish we had a few more minutes to thoroughly interrogate Howard’s interpretation of the text, we simply do not have the time.’

I got away with it! Everyone started to file out of the room, and I collected together my papers and books, Professor Archer came and stood next to me.

‘Howard, would you mind coming by my office tomorrow? I’d like to talk through your plans for the essay you’re due to start work on soon. It’s worth a third of the marks for the year, so it’s crucial we discuss it. It’ll give us a chance to look through The Hound Of The Baskervilles together, which might help to set a few things straight in your mind.’ 

Just looking at him this close was sending butterflies fluttering around my tummy. He was so dreamy. I’d love the chance to spend some special time one on one with him. ‘Absolutely,’ I said. My voice sounded so high-pitched. It had really changed. Had the hormones from the Feminax affected my voice-box?

‘Good. Shall we say half-past ten? It’s a little later than my office hours, but it should be fine.’

‘Of course,’ I said. ‘I’ll put it in my diary.’

I felt so coy. I’m not sure why, but I lifted my hand, and rubbed it across my jawline. I think I just felt embarrassed to be so near him. And I was sure that he had no idea just how hot and bothered I felt. When I pulled my hand away, I was shocked to see that it was covered in tiny little hairs. For a moment I thought that hair must be growing on my fingers. And then it dawned on me. It was my stubble. My facial hair was falling out.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER FOUR

 

 

Later that night, in the privacy of my own bedroom, I made another shocking discovery. It wasn’t just my facial hair that was falling out. It was falling out from every part of my body except the top of my head. 

For the first time, I was glad that my mom and pop had insisted I take a full-length mirror with me to my college dorm. I took my t-shirt off and I looked at myself. I was looking…good.

I’d never had a particularly hairy chest at all, but now, as I ran my fingertips over it, it felt as smooth and hairless as my face had done when I was a child. It was totally amazing! I rubbed my palm over my chest. I couldn’t believe how freaking great it felt to touch myself! 

These little tingle sparks of sensation radiated from every spot I touched. I couldn’t believe it, even the tiny, fair hairs that I used to have growing on the backs of my palms were gone! I was hairless. Thank goodness that the hair on my head hadn’t started falling out. 

In fact…

Was it longer than it had been before? I moved my hand up to my forehead and ran my fingers through my dark brown hair. It felt different! Like, it was more silky than it had been before. And as I pulled my fingers away, there was a bounce to it, as though it was voluminous and had new body. It was shiny, too, and as it caught the light, I couldn’t help but imagine myself with even longer, more lustrous locks.

I moved closer to the mirror. Something had caught my eye. I studied my face. It was…different. It was really hard to describe, but the shape of my face, something I’d been familiar with for my whole life had subtly shifted. My cheekbones seemed higher. Not massively, but just a tiny shift upward.

My nose seemed slightly smaller, slightly cuter. It was subtly up-turned at the end, and it made the rest of my face seem more in proportion than it had before. I’d always hated my nose. It had been big, and my nostrils tended to flare out when I got anxious. But now it was, I guess, pretty.

Speaking of pretty, I looked down at my lips. They were marginally plumper. Like I’d been rubbing them with something tingly. I once heard about some women who rubbed their lips with some kind of stinging plant to make them plump up and seem fuller. It was as though someone had done that to me. They were a deeper red, too, another thing that made me look as though I’d been stung by something or other. I tried out some expressions: a smile, a frown, a pout. I looked much, much better than I used to. Just then, something weird happened. My eyes started to tingle. It was that prickly, warm feeling that had been spreading through my body from before. It gave me a brief moment of panic, and then my vision started to swim. I couldn’t focus on anything, as though I was on the verge of fainting or something.

I reached up and took my glasses off, closing my eyes and rubbing them. When I opened my eyes though, I found that my vision was perfect. How could this be? Had the feminax fixed my eyes? I had to blink a few times before I allowed myself to believe that this could actually be happening. My whole life I’d had to wear super-thick prescription glasses. I never really had much money, either, so I’d had to settle for the least attractive lenses on offer. 

I felt a strong upswell of emotion, and then, a moment later, tears were in my eyes. I’d often wished that I could get laser eye surgery, but obviously right now there would be no way of me affording something like that. But it seemed like my eyesight had been cured. I looked at my new eyes. 

They were still blue, but were bigger. They were lined with extremely long, thick lashes. It was as though someone had painted my lashes with goopy mascara. I rubbed my eyes again. I just couldn’t believe it. There was a deeper blue to my eyes as well, as though they’d been carefully highlighted with sky-blue ink. 

It wasn’t exactly that I was looking handsome. 

I looked beautiful. It still looked like me, but it was like someone had remixed my facial features. 

Hang on. This study drug was meant to improve my brain. Had it? 

Honestly, if anything, I felt as though I was more dumb than before. In fact it was obvious. I’d been saying the most ditzy things all day long. It was as though I’d been changing from a nerd to a bimbo. What did people call male bimbos? A himbo. I guess that’s what I was now. 

Bizarrely, I didn’t even care. Who gave a crap about your mind when your looks were getting good? 

I must be changing, because I didn’t even feel anxious. The old me would have been running round the place, trying to call hospitals, doctors, anyone who could help. My first action would probably been to call the manufacturer and complain, raging at them about having a dangerous product on the market. But at the moment, I felt more inclined to ring them and thank them from the bottom of my heart.

A thought struck me. I wondered whether the hair loss had also taken place on my bottom half. I slinked out of my pants. They seemed to come off more easy, as though they’d grown. Or, come to think about it, as though I’d shrunk. I saw that my hair had indeed fallen out. My legs were totally smooth and hairless. They were a pretty pink color. I pointed the toes on my left foot and lifted my leg. To my surprise, I saw real definition in my muscles. But they weren’t like, big, hulking, masculine muscles. They were lean, feminine muscles. The kind of muscles that a supermodel got through regular, light exercise. I wriggled a little bit and watched the languorous way my flesh moved. It was truly amazing to behold.

As I stood there, I felt another surge of pleasure. It started in my backbone, and wrapped round the front of my body like a warm blanket. It made my skin pucker, as though someone had breathed warm, tickly air all over my body. It concentrated itself, as most of the more recent surges had done, on my groin. I luxuriated in the sensation, letting the warm pleasure soothe me. Then, to my amazement, felt a strange, tightening sensation at the base of my  penis.

Then, a cascade of tiny hairs fell down out of my boxer shorts. Holy heck! What was going on. I hooked my fingers into the waistband of my boxers and pulled them down. I was hairless as a baby! And my dick had shrunk.

Feminization. I had been so convinced that nothing like this would ever happen to me. But there was no doubt of it: the feminax had made me much more feminine than I had been this morning. It was so fast, such a tornado of transformation. 

I could just about believe that my hair had fallen out. I could maybe, just maybe understand that somehow the mixture of chemicals and hormones had caused my eyesight to improve. But how on earth had four hot pink pills shrunken my penis. I waited for the familiar kick of adrenaline, but it didn’t come. I was nowhere near panicking. The truth is, that this change was not only pleasurable, but if felt right.

I heard the sudden clink of the front door. Tanner must be back from practice. I hurriedly pulled my clothes back on. Tanner wasn’t likely to come in to my room, or even want to talk to me, but you never know. It was better to be safe than sorry.

‘Howard?’ Tanner sounded worried. His voice was clear. I couldn’t ever remember hearing him sounding anxious like this before. I was about to answer when I was cut short by the sound of an insistent knocking at my bedroom door. ‘Howard, you in there?’

I walked over to the door and opened it up. ‘What’s up, Tanner?’

He was wearing his football kit, and he was breathing heavily, not from exertion I didn’t think, but from panic. 

‘Howard I’ve done something stupid!’

‘What’s wrong, Tanner? Come in, have a seat on the bed.’

He walked into my room and pace around for a moment, before taking a seat on my bed. He was wearing shorts, and the fabric stretched tight across his bulging thighs. His shirt was tight, too. In fact, all his clothes looked super tight. Had he…grown?

‘I know I shouldn’t have done it.  I know that it’s wrong to go against what coach said. He was specific about the dosage. Follow the instructions, he said. But I wanted results as swiftly as possible.’

He didn’t sound like Tanner. He was using like, correct vocabulary, talking in long sentences and using fancy words. I knew that I should be able to piece together what he was talking about, but for some reason, my brain wasn’t working right. ‘What happened, Tanner? What did you do?’

He looked up at me with large, anxious, blue eyes. He combed his long blond hair out of his face and his brow knitted together in a worried frown.

‘I took too much Masculex. Much too much.’

‘What’s Masculex?’ I asked. I was starting to feel seriously…funny looking at Tanner. His arms were so thick, his muscles were bulging against the fabric of his football shirt. When he shifted around, I watched his muscles moving under his skin, and I felt a warm, alien feeling spreading from my groin. My breathing started to get heavier, slower.

‘Masculex is the male equivalent of the nootropic drug you procured from the internet this morning. I’ve had mine in my room for the past three weeks, ever since the recommendation of our sports educator. I’d been taking the recommended daily dose, like a good jock. I’d been seeing mild improvement of my mental faculties, but I’ve been worrying about an upcoming mid-term. The anxiety had been getting to me, and in truth, it had started to affect my performance on the pitch.’ I was struggling to keep up with what he was saying. The words were like a cool breeze. I was much too busy watching his body to concentrate too hard on what his mouth was doing. I’d become obsessed with his tight shorts. They were really hugging his thighs so tight. I found myself wondering what it might feel like to rub my hands up and down those thighs.

‘That’s terrible,’ I said with a dreamy, floaty voice. He looked puzzled for a second.

‘Hey you’re looking different,’ he said, suddenly fixing his eyes on me. ‘Have you done something? You’re not wearing makeup are you?’

I shook my head. 

‘Nope. I think it’s the feminax. It’s making me feel all dreamy and look more feminine.’

His eyes widened. ‘You do look more feminine. I guess maybe that explains what’s happened to me. You see, this morning, after I saw you take a boosted dose of your hormones, I decided that maybe I should so the same. You see the midterm is very soon, and I still didn’t feel confident about it. So I decided to boost my chances. I didn’t take four pills like you, just three. I thought that maybe that would be enough. But I had no idea how drastic the effects of the pills would be. The physical sensation was almost instant.’

‘What did it do?’ I asked. The more I stared at his shorts, the more it looked as though something was in there, struggling to get out. There’s no way he could be -

‘Have you ever heard of priapism?’

‘A prism?’ I replied.

‘No, priapism. It’s named after the Roman God of fertility, Priapus.’

I had a brain meltdown. ‘I know this sounds dumb, but what’s fertility?’

He looked at me as though I was the biggest idiot on the planet. ‘Fertility is, you know, the science of reproduction.’ I gave him another blank look. ‘Fucking.’ He didn’t bat an eyelid. 

‘The God of fucking?’

‘That’s it. And in statues of him, he’s always depicted with a huge, straining erection. An inhumanly long member. A crazy, massive, dangerous dong.’

A dangerous dong.

He continued. ‘He had an erection that never goes away. I noticed the physical difference in my arms. They felt thicker, and I felt stronger by miles. I was excited by that, and when my legs seemed to firm up, too, my excitement built and built. But soon, that excitement turned to embarrassment. In the shower, after practice, I noticed that my penis was engorged. Not erect, but it was thicker and longer than normal. I got a few funny looks from the other guys on the team. We’d all seen each other’s members before, and mine had clearly increased in size.’

As he talked about his thick, long cock, I felt a tingling, excited sensation between my legs. Then, suddenly, a dangerous thought swum up to the top of my brain like a surfacing dolphin. I was desperate to see Tanner’s cock. No. Not just see, I wanted to touch it, I wanted to taste it, and then, somehow, I knew I wanted it inside me.

‘That’s when the erection started,’ his face was drawn into an anguished grimace, as though he was confessing something dangerous and wicked. ‘So far, there’s nothing I’ve been able to do to make it go away. I’ve tried meditation, I’ve tried visualisation…I’ve even tried masturbation. But the truth is, that no matter what I do, my cock remains thick and hard, and desperate to fuck.’

I felt my lust intensify, and a strange sensation across my chest, as though my skin were tightening and my pecs were expanding.

‘So I thought I’d ask advice from the smartest guy I know,’ he said, ‘and I’m hoping that maybe there’s something you can do to help.’

I nodded. ‘I’d be pleased to help.’ I was almost panting now. I felt a wetness spreading between my legs. Normally, when I was this aroused, my own dick would be engorged and thick, but I felt only a longing hunger between my legs. A space that felt desperate to be filled. ‘The first thing that I need to do though, is to examine you.’

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER FIVE

 

 

‘Are you sure that you want to do that?’ Tanner had a look of panic on his face. 

‘Mmmhmm,’ I nodded. I was practically squirming on my desk chair now, rubbing my crotch down into the pillow. ‘Go on, stand up.’

He did as I told him. Fuck he looked handsome. I was so distracted by his looks that I hadn’t even noticed the way he was looking at me. Hungry, like a dog desperate for a bone.

The outline of his cock was clear and strong. I could see just how thick it looked without him having to take his tight shorts down. 

‘Thanks so much for doing this for me. You know, I gotta say,’ he continued to speak as he untied the cord at the top of his shorts, ‘you’re looking really good. It’s like, your face looks different. Like it’s been reorganized.’  He hooked his hands under the waistband, and started to move his shorts down. A moment later, he was standing there with just his shirt and sports briefs on.

‘You know,’ I said, virtually salivating with anticipation, ‘you should take your shirt off. I need to see how the hormones affected the rest of your body, too.’

‘Is that necessary?’

I nodded.

He took hold of the bottom edge of his shirt and stretched up. Just then, with the effort of stretching, I saw the tip of his cock break free from the upper lip of this briefs. He was HUGE. The dark, smooth skin of the tip of his cock nestled in the wispy hair that laced his tight, muscular belly. Noticing that I was staring at him dick, he reached down and rearranged himself so that his penis was hidden again by his briefs.

‘Don’t worry,’ I whispered, ‘it’s nothing I haven’t seen before.’ That wasn’t true, strictly speaking. I’d never seen such a ripped, toned  body before. It was crazy, like he’d been cut from stone. Without realizing I was doing it, I opened my mouth and said, ‘Fuuuck.’ He looked worried.

‘Is something wrong?’

‘No no no.’ I shook my head. ‘I was just surprised by your body. You’re so athletic. I guess you work out pretty much every day.’

‘It’s the Masculex,’ he replied with an embarrassed smile. ‘Since I took the overdose, it’s like my whole body has tightened up. Everything has just gone crazy!’

‘I’m going to just touch your torso, check the skin,’ I said. I felt my eyes widening with excitement as I moved my hand through the warm air towards his rippling muscles. His skin was soft and smooth, but the muscles underneath it were hard as iron. I ran my fingers up and down his abs, and then up, over his chest. He let out a little sigh.

‘Are you sure we should be doing this?’ he asked. I looked down and I saw his cock had moved back so that its tip was poking out from the top of his shorts.

‘Yes,’ I said, ‘this is important stuff.’ I lay my hand flat on his abs. ‘There doesn’t seem to be anything wrong with you, as far as I can see.’

‘It’s just that your making me feel…strange, that’s all.’

I looked up into those big blue eyes. ‘Strange bad or strange good?’ I gave him a smile.

‘Strange good.’ He said.’It’s making me feel things I’m not sure I should be feeling.’

‘Well,’ I replied, ‘let’s see what we’ve got going on down here.’ I ran both my hands down his wonderfully firm torso and hooked my fingers into the waistband. I was inches away from the tip of his cock. I wondered whether he could feel my hot breath on his manhood. I could smell him, an earthy scent, like soil in fresh rain.

When I pulled down, the tip of his cock caught for a second on the waist of his briefs, then, as I jostled it free, the full length of his dick sprung out of his briefs and stood to attention in front of me.

‘Well, it certainly looks healthy.’ I said. He remained silent, but breathed heavily above me. ‘Now, I better just touch it to see how engorged it is.’ I touched him just above the knee. His leg was so warm and muscular. Did he really feel this good? I felt as though something had changed in me. It was as though I was experiencing everything for the first time; the sights, the sounds, and even just the touch of a human body.

‘You’re so strong,’ I said. My hand traced its way up the thigh, until I was just to the right of his cock. It was so huge, so thick, so heavily veined. It was bigger and more turgid than any dick I’d ever seen - it made my cock look like a little toothpick in comparison. I paused just for a moment. I felt so horny, so fucking turned on, it felt like there was a river between my legs. It couldn’t be that my dick had just completely disappeared, could it? I wanted to touch myself so desperately, to see what my newly feminized crotch looked like. Would I have a pussy eventually? Two soft, pouting lips, quivering and moistening at the thought of the cocks I wanted to shove into them. ‘And you’re so big,’ I whispered. I let my hand brush the base of his cock so lightly. I could see his member stiffening to my touch.

‘You know,’ I said, ‘I have a theory. Sometimes, the only thing that will soothe a situation like this,’ I slipped my hand so that it lay loosely around the warm base of his shaft, ‘is a gently massage.’ I tightened my grip lightly. I heard a strangled moan from up above.

‘You should stop,’ he said in a hoarse whisper. I moved my hand away just a millimetre.

‘Are you sure?’ I said. ‘Doesn’t this feel good?’ I slowly gripped again and he let out another soft moan.

‘You’re right,’ he said, ‘it’s worth trying isn’t it?’

‘I’ll only do the most gentle massage you can imagine,’ I said, pouting my lips and looking up into his eyes.

‘You look like you’re a girl,’ he said, ‘you look so fucking hot.’

‘Just imagine I am a girl, I said. I could feel the tightening sensation around my breasts again. I decided to take a chance. ‘Maybe this will help you relax.’

I reached down and took hold of the bottom of my shirt, before lifting the light material up over my head. I felt my hair bouncing down. It must have been growing the whole time.

‘You’ve got tits?’ His voice was incredulous. I looked down. I had tits. They weren’t huge, but they were perfectly formed. I reached down and touched my left breast. It was soft and lightly firm. My nipple had changed color. It was slightly larger than it had been before, and now it was the soft, warm brown of demera sugar.

‘Do you like the way they look?’ I asked.

‘Mmmhmm,’ he said. He couldn’t take his eyes off me.

‘How about the way they feel?’ I took hold of his cock and gently pushed its tip against the quivering flesh of my breast. I rubbed it around the edge of my nipple, before gently teasing the tip of my nipple with the end  of this cock. I felt this string of lust pulling from my nipple to my groin, and felt a pulsing heat in my crotch with each tingly rub.

‘Fuck, this is so fucking good!’ he said, ‘I might…’

‘Not yet,’ I said. I grabbed hold of the base of his dick and squeezed it tight. He grunted and I could feel his cock gently throbbing in the palm of my hand. ‘We have to build you up a little more, Tanner. That way, when you finally cum, you’re gonna get some relief. I’m gonna swallow down your cum, Tanner, do you know that?’

He let out another strangled moan. ‘This is so wrong,’ he said.

I leaned forward and kissed the bottom of his ballsack. He smelled so salty and kinda dirty, and it was a smell that was driving me wild. I planted fluttering kisses on skin that was pulled tight over his balls by his erection. It was the most intensely masculine scent I could imagine.

‘Please,’ he said, ‘just put me in your mouth.’ 

‘OK Tanner,’ I said, looking up at him again, ‘if you insist.’

I started with the tip. I slowly parted my lips around him, swallowing up the shiny skin of the tip of his cock. I’d never in a millionaire years thought that I would be doing something like this. Now, with my head bobbing slowly back and forth over my room-mate’s cock, it was the most natural thing in the world. I ran my the tips of my finger nails over the hard muscle of his stomach, gently scratching his beautifully taught skin. 

‘That feels so good,’ he said, ‘your mouth is so hot.’ I sucked as hard as I could. His dick was so huge that I could barely fit it all into my mouth, but I was so hungry for it that I let it slide down my gullet. I almost felt as though I was gonna gag, and then I did, but it didn’t feel bad, it felt so pleasurable and silken. I was drooling, with saliva spilling over his dick. I sucked harder, moving my head back and forth, then I moved my hand round to fondle his buttocks. I used my other hand to pump the base of his dick and I moved faster and faster, moaning with joy until finally I heard him gasp.

‘I’m gonna..’ He said. I moved  back, and grabbed his cock with my hand, placing the tip over the entrance to my mouth. His seed sprayed out, coating the back of my mouth with salty cream. It tasted so good! Thick ropes of cum covered my mouth, my lips, my face. He shouted out, a guttural, angry sounding cry that was about the sexiest thing I’d ever heard. I licked my lips, looked up at him, and swallowed.

A few minutes later, as he did up his fly around his finally loose hanging cock, he looked at me.

‘Thank you so much,’ he said. ‘I never thought we’d do anything like that.’

‘Don’t mention it,’ I said. I was buzzing with sexual excitement still. It was as though something had been awakened in me, but I knew that Tanner was starting to feel weird about what had happened between us.

‘Thanks,’ he said.

‘Just know two things: One, I won’t ever tell anyone about what happened between us. And two, if you ever, ever want me to service your cock again, I’ll always be a little cum-hungry slut for you.’

He walked over the room and kissed me hard on the mouth.

‘You look so fucking good,’ he said.

‘Well,’ I replied, ‘I plan to look even better in the morning.’ I pulled the bottle of Feminax pills out of my cupboard and popped another four pills into my mouth. This time, the went down even smoother than they had that morning.

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER SIX

 

 

I had strange dreams that night. Normally, I hardly ever dreamed. Or if I did, I remembered them only in confused snatches; just faces, images, sensations. That night though, it felt as though I was walking through fields of bright green plants. The plants smelled sweet: vanilla, cinnamon and something I couldn’t quite put my finger on. 

I leaned in to one of the blooms and looked at the flower. It was a soft, fleshy orchid. Its petals were the colour of fresh-poached rhubarb. I reached out a hand and gently squeezed the stem. It had a firm texture, and its surface was smooth like hairless skin. 

As I continued to look at it, the petals slowly unfurled, making the head of the flowers bigger and bigger, juicier and more enticing. I moved my nose into the centre of the flower to take in its scent, and I was surprised to see sweet, clear nectar dripping from the petals down onto the soft carpet of grass below.

I stuck my nose far in and breathed in deep, closing my eyes and giving in to the wonderful sensation. The aroma was so sweet and tempting that I gasped. Then, feeling a heady wave of intoxication, I opened my mouth, extended my tongue and slowly lapped the nectar from the petals. Each drop was a sweet explosion of pleasure, and could feel a surge  of sensation between my legs, as though someone was expertly rubbing my body’s pleasure center. 

When I woke up, it wasn’t with a sudden jolt, but with a warm glow.The memory of my dream was still there with me, and I felt that blaze of pleasure continue into my waking life. But something was going on. Something different. My chest was ablaze with feeling, and I put a hand to my heart to check my pulse. But something felt different. Very different.

I wasn’t touching my chest any more. The small but perfectly formed breasts I’d had the previous night had blossomed into an enormous rack. As I touched myself, I gasped. Bolts of pleasure shot down my body, toward my groin. I felt my nipples grow hard, the areolae puckering up in perfect little pouts, pushing out my nipples, as if they were desperately seeking something in the air to touch.

I traced silvery lines of sensation across the surface of my bosom, and thought about Tanner touching me. I remembered draping his huge manhood across my breast, my areola, my nipple. I wanted more.

I heaved one of my enormous breasts high into the air, and dropped my head, sticking out my tongue. Almost… almost… Fuck! I desperately wanted to suck these hard, tingling nipples. I couldn’t quire reach.

Carefully, I reached my hand down to my boxers, pulled back the elastic waistband, and slipped my hand beneath. 

Oh my god!

My cock was gone. Totally gone. In its place was a smooth, hairless slit, and two silken lips. As I touched them, I felt a warm, delicate pleasure begin to radiate out from my groin and through my whole body.

This was unreal.

I couldn’t believe how good my pussy felt. I pushed my ass into the mattress, wriggling it against the firm cushionng, and continued running my fingers up and down the soft slit. I could feel a sticky slickness, seeping out from the cleft. I let out a small gasp left my new, soft mouth. Juice was positively gushing from me. If only I’d felt like this last night, if only I’d been confident that my cock had transformed into a pussy. I would have loved to stuff Tanner’s huge dick into me.

My fingers began to move faster now, over and up and down and now slowly, as I got to know my new body. I slipped them into my warmth. I was actually pushing my fingers into my own body. It made my head swim with lust. 

My other hand dragged itself up my toned, soft body, beginning to circle my breasts, feeling their weight, flicking teasingly over the hard, desperate nipples, pushing more and more sweet, sticky juice out of my pussy.

I threw my head back against the headrest, and pushed harder into myself with my new, slender fingers.

I felt the long, soft, dark hair on my head, flying over my face as I writhed around in ecstasy.

 With my thumb, I pushed the moisture from my pussy over my clit and - oh my god, it felt good. So much better than my cock had ever felt. 

The waves of pleasure became more and more intense, emanating from my hot, wet, welcoming center, until, with a shriek of pure ecstasy, my body shuddered, and I experienced a pulsing, juddering, cosmic explosion of an orgasm.

Was this just normal for a woman, I thought, as I lay there panting? It couldn’t be, could it? Was this how Amber felt? Was this how all women felt when they touched themselves, when other people touched them. 

The feeling of satisfaction came and went as I lay there. I knew that if I wanted to, I could carry right on, push my body to new limits of pleasure. But I wanted to know what I looked like now. Plus, I had a date with Professor Archer this morning. 

Fuck. Professor Archer wouldn’t know it was me. What was I going to do? There had to be some kind of story I could tell him. Hang on, there had been a girl who was meant to be starting in our study group who’d never showed at the start of the semester. Maybe I could pretend to be her? Somehow say that she was a friend of mine and that I was ill? That seemed as good a plan as any. Maybe the Feminax would wear off in a couple days.

But as I had that thought, I felt sad. I never wanted this feeling to go away. Like, ever.

My phone beeped and I checked the notification. It was a text message from Tanner.

 

Thanks for last night. You’re a great friend. Wow. That’s something I never thought I’d say. Feeling better, but still thinking about you.

 

I texted him back an emoji of some lips next to an emoji of an eggplant. I guess I was dirty as a girl.

I looked at my watch. It was loose on my wrist now, and I was gonna need to take it off, realistically. It was nine-thirty, so I only had an hour before I needed to meet Professor Archer in his office. I needed to get going as soon as I could!

First though, I needed to know exactly what I looked like.

I got out of bed and stood in front of the full length mirror in my room.

Oh. My. God.

I was gorgeous. Like, outrageously, inhumanly gorgeous. That extra does of Feminax last night had really done the trick. The biggest surprise was my hair. It had grown, sure, but the most striking difference was that I was now a blond. It was shimmering and golden, marginally darker than Amber’s hair. It had a silky lustre though, as though it was glinting in the sunlight of a spring day. I ran my hands through it and watched as it caught the early morning light. 

My eyes had widened and were a warm hazel color. I wasn’t wearing any make-up, but it was hard to believe that, as my lashes were long and thick and dark. I could actually feel the additional length of my lashes. It was so weird to have all these incredible changes.

I wondered for a moment whether all over the country, men would be changing into women because of the Feminax. It was unlikely though. I was probably an extremely rare special reaction. Plus I’m sure taking four times the recommended dose had slightly boosted the potency.

My body was now this slinky, sexy package of femininity. I twisted to the left and the right to examine my profile. It was crazy just how curvaceous I was. I had this voluptuous thickness to me, to. I was lean, sure, almost athletic look to me, but the bumps and curves of my body were just so damn juicy I just wanted to sink my teeth into my own flesh.

I looked at my lips last. They were generous, deep red, and impossibly kissable. I experimented with facial expressions, trying to see what others would see when I smiled, frowned, gave a cute, grumbly pout. How would any man ever be able to resist me. 

I’d never felt even remotely happy with the way I’d looked as a man. But the incredible thing was, there was still something about my new look that kinda looked like me. It was liked I’d said, a remix. A re-imagining of my facial features in a brand new, feminine context. Did all women feel like this? Like they were in command of this crazy source of sexual power? Like they could wrap men round their little fingers? Like they were world-class seduction experts? Whatever. I looked totally hot.

Looking at myself like that, it was tricky not to just give my tits and squeeze and finger myself again. But I knew I had didn’t have much time before my meeting with Professor Archer. So I picked out my most unisex outfit, and hit the road. I still basically looked like I was a girl wearing guy’s clothes, but what was I meant to do. I’d tied my shirt together at the waist so I was showing off a decent amount of my toned, bronzed midriff, and I’d picked a pair of my tightest jeans and cut them off just below the ass so I was effectively wearing hotpants.

Not bad. I made myself a coffee, which tasted even better than normal, and headed out into the heat of a warm spring morning.

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER SEVEN

 

 

On the way to Professor Archer’s office, I realized that I was gonna have to do some research. Luckily, I had access to my faculty email on my iPhone. I looked right back to the group emails that I had been receiving right at the start of last semester. 

Ah! There was the thing I’d been looking for. The very first group email had everyone’s email address on it. I looked through, checking the names on the emails. There was Amber, Charlotte, Tasmin. 

Finally, a name I didn’t recognise: Jenna Morgan. That was the name I was going to be taking for the day. If I could convince Professor Archer that I was Jenna, maybe I could just let Howard Dougal fade into the past…

The sun felt so good on my skin today. I looked down at my long, tanned legs and imagined my body absorbing all the solar energy like a plant, or a solar panel, I guess. There was that fresh spring smell on the breeze: cut grass, pollen, morning dew. I was sure now that all my senses were just that little bit heightened. I wondered whether this was how all girls experienced the world, or whether it was another side effect of the Feminax. 

Luckily my brain felt a little more clear than it had done yesterday. That foggy, cloudy, dreamy feeling was gone, replaced by a kinda sharp focus that I guessed was the Feminax finally working on my brain in the way it was supposed to.

Jenna Morgan.That’s who I was. I wondered what Jenna was like. I kinda wished that I knew a little bit about the real Jenna. I wondered why she’d never turned up to college. Maybe she’d got bored by literature.

As if that could ever happen…

The walk to Professor Archer’s office was quick and pleasant, and I found that I was gonna be a little early, so I ducked into a coffee shop on campus. It was called The Daily Grind. Clever, I know. My visits tended to be even a little more regular than every day. I was a total caffeine addict, and I was keen to experience my favorite drink with my newly keen feminine senses.

Kenny was working today. He was a history major and we’d had a couple talks about our favorite periods of literature before. He was a nice guy.

‘Morning Kenny,’ I said, without thinking about it. My voice sounded so different now. It was just simply a woman’s voice. There was a hint, the tiniest memory of my own  voice in it, but the Feminax must have changed my voicebox so drastically that only the faintest memory of the person I used to be remained.

‘Um, good morning,’ replied Kenny, nervously. Obviously, he didn’t recognise me! I’d never really notice before, but Kenny was kinda cute. He had this perky little nose, covered with the most darling little freckles. I was not prepared for the way he looked at me though. I’d noticed a couple guys eyeing me up and down on the way over here, but no-one had looked at me quite the way he did. 

It was just pure lust. Like unashamed desire. His eyes kept flicking from my eyes to my lips to my bust, which was a little on display between the unbuttoned top of my shirt. I had to admit, I was loving all the attention. I ordered a coffee, trying to fix him with the most seductive look I could conjure up. I saw him look a bit strange a swallow, then his reply to me was so quiet that I could barely hear it.

‘Yes ma’am.’

Well, that was the first time anyone had ever called me ma’am. I guess it suited me now.

I sat in the window and sipped at my latté.The coffee was strong, just the way I liked it. It tasted particularly good. Sometimes, sunny weather was enough to make things taste better, but this was more than just that. This was extra, extra special. I watched the students walking past. I got a few funny looks, mostly from the girls, and a few lusty looks, mostly from the guys. It felt so weird to have so many people look at me. Normally, no-one would have batted an eyelid. I checked my watch - it was time to meet Professor Archer.

My heart was pounding as I headed over to his door. I’d never tried to use a fake identity before. I hadn’t even had a fake ID when I’d been at high school. I’d been much too busy playing Magic The Gathering and learning about obscure 18th century literature to go to bars and get drunk! I wondered if I’d be convincing enough. I wondered if he was going to buy the story I’d be selling.

‘Come in!’ His voice was as stern and commanding as ever. The mild tingle that buzzed at the base of my spine turned into a tremble. I raised my hand to the door and pushed it open. He looked up at me and there was confusion in his eyes. ‘I’m sorry, I was expecting someone else, so if you don’t mind - ’

‘Howard?’ I cut in. ‘You were expecting Howard, right?’

‘That’s it. And he’ll be here any minute I should think so maybe -’ 

I took a step deeper into his room. My heart was pounding, my breasts heaving. ‘He asked me to come see you, actually, Professor.’

‘Oh?’ He looked at me properly for the first time. Really took me in. Was I imagining it, or did his eyes stop for a moment at my breasts? ‘You don’t seem much like a friend of Howard’s.’

How rude!

‘Yeah, he’s like a total dork!’ Holy heck what was I doing? That uncontrollable voice was back.

‘Anyway, do you have a message for me?’

‘Yeah. Howard’s really sick, so he can’t come see you. He says he’ll come by soon. When he’s better.’

‘Very well.’ He looked so fucking hot today. He had his shirt undone slightly so that his hard, masculine chest was only just visible beneath it. He looked as though he had a pretty good body. Maybe not quite as hard and muscular as Tanner, but there was a mature strength to him that was really appealing. ‘If there’s nothing else, I’ll thank you for passing on the message, and send you on your way.’

‘Oh,’ I said, as innocently as I could, ‘but there is something else.’

He looked intrigued. 

‘You probably don’t recognise me,’ I said, ‘I mean, you definitely don’t, we’ve never met before.’ I gave him a smile. It was amazing just how powerful my smile was. I saw in his face, straight away, a softening, a change. It was like he’d noticed something about me for the first time.

‘Well, that makes sense,’ he replied, returning my smile.’

‘Maybe you remember my name though,’ I said, ‘it’s Jenna. Jenna Morgan.’

He looked at me with a blank expression on his face. ‘Sorry,’ he started, ‘I don’t remember -’

‘I was due to start in your tutor group at the start of the year. But I dropped out. That’s how Howard got in.’

A look of recognition spread over him. ‘Ah yes, I remember now. Jenna, that’s right. How strange that you’re friends with Howard. I’d presumed that since you transferred to another department, you wouldn’t have met anyone on the course. Well Jenna, what can I do for you?’

‘I actually wanted to talk to you about the transfer. I think I made a big mistake. I was hoping I could transfer back to your course. Howard always raves about your tutorials and he loves the texts you set for the group.’

‘Take a seat Jenna. Unfortunately things aren’t always as straightforward as I wish they were.’

I sat down on one of his leather-backed chairs. He sat behind his imposing, mahogany-topped desk.

‘So do you think there’s any chance at all?’  I tried to sound as imploring as I could, but I was hoping, no praying that he was going to say it was impossible. Because I wasn’t really there to get back on the course. I was there to fuck, pure and simple.

‘I think, unfortunately, that it’s not going to be possible.’

‘Oh no,’ I said, trying to hide my delight.

‘Sadly, we are a very long way into the year. There’s no way that you’d be able to make up all the course work that would be required of you, and there are even a couple of quizzes that you’d need to -’

He’d stopped talking because I was slowly undoing the buttons of my shirt. 

‘Keep going,’ I said, ‘I’m just a little hot, that’s all.’

‘What’s going on?’ he asked. His incredibly handsome face was looking more surprised than I’d ever seen it. His piercing blue eyes widened as he watched my slender figures delicately undo the buttons of my red and black checked shirt.

‘The thing is, Professor, I’m so keen to get on your course that I’d be prepared to do absolutely anything for you to accept me back on. I’d be prepared to anything over and over again, just for the chance to learn from you.’

‘Now look here,’ he stammered. Tiny beads of sweat were prickling his brow. ‘This is inappropriate behavior. You’re a student-’

‘No, I’m not,’ I interjected. My shirt hung open now. The entirety of my cleavage and the middle of my toned stomach were on full display. ‘I’m not a student. I’m just a horny bitch who wants your cock.’ I was surprised by my filthy mouth, and so was the Professor. His eyes nearly popped out of his head when I said the word cock. I took hold of the right hand side of my shirt and pulled it back over my huge, perfectly pert breast. My nipple stood to attention. I felt waves of powerful sexuality radiate through my body and the quickly familiar sensation of wetness working its way out of my pussy.

‘You’re not technically a student, are you?’ he said. It was his turn to breathe deeply now. He was into this, I was sure.

‘That’s right,’ I said. I stood up and shrugged off me shirt. ‘I’m not. I just happen to be in your office,’ I unbuttoned my hot pants. ‘And I just happen to be naked.’ I dropped them to the floor. ‘And I just happen to have a wet little cunt that wants to be kissed.’

He gulped. ‘Lock the door, Jenna.’

‘Yes sir,’ I replied. The rush of power I felt was just incredible. I turned, fully aware that he was watching my shapely behind as I walked up to the door, then I turned the key in the lock. When I turned back around, he was standing behind his desk. The bulge in his trousers was hard to ignore.

‘I see that you like the look of me,’ I giggled, walking towards him.

‘Jenna,’ he replied, ‘I can honestly say that you are the most beautiful creature I have ever seen.’ He held his warm, hard hands up to the sides of my face. I brought my hands up and held his head, ran my fingers through his hair. 

‘You smell so good,’ I said, ‘I just want to eat you up. I heard you were hot, but this is just ridiculous.’ I grabbed his hand and pulled it down my body. ‘Look, feel what you’re doing to me.’ I pushed his hard finger top into the warm, wet entrance of my body and his eyes widened with surprise.

‘My goodness Jenna, you’re so wet.’

‘I’m hungry for you.’ I leaned forward and kissed him. He tasted like the rain; hard, mysterious, metallic. I felt his tongue probe my mouth and I answered him with mine, twisting my soft, delicate muscle around his. We stood there for a moment, eyes closed, lost in each other’s mouths, and then I felt his thick finger pushing its way into me.

I pulled back.

‘Take your pants off.’

He grabbed at his waistband.

‘Now!’ I commanded, urgently. ‘I’m desperate.’

He yanked his pants down,and he must have had a hand on his underwear too, because his erection bounced up to meet me.

I collapsed down onto me knees and had a good look at what I was dealing with. 

‘What a big boy.’ I was practically panting. ‘And you trim your hair!’ I’d never seen a man with shaved genitals before. It wasn’t totally smooth, there was thick, prickly stubble around his balls and above and around his cock. Not what you’d expect from one of the highest-rated university professors in the country. It looked good enough to eat.

I kissed the tip of his cock. He gasped. My tongue extended from my hot mouth and I started to lap at his manhood, twisting my muscle around his shaft, treating his cock as well as I knew how, before taking it into my mouth. It was huge and fitting it all in was hard. But I did it. As I licked and sucked, it grew in size, as he became more aroused, realizing that yes, this was really happening, that this hot little slut wanted to fuck him as good as she good.

All of a sudden, I felt this beast of a penis pushing all the way down my throat, straining to get deeper. I started to suck, as hard and deep as I could. I could smell his penis more that taste it, a deep, rich, powerful scent of musk and cologne, man and dirt. I could see why he shaved it now. It emphasized his toned, muscular body. I ran my hand over his genital stubble and pushed my face into it, rubbing my cheek up and down, licking his balls, wanting to take his entire body into my mouth if I could.

I’d never been so turned on in my entire life. I could feel my pussy filling fatly with blood, making the folds curl out in an inviting way. I’d never wanted anything as much as I’d wanted this man’s penis inside me. I thought about the taboo of the situation, of him fucking a stranger in his office at his workplace.

I felt strong hands take hold of my shoulders and pull me up. 

‘Your turn, you little whore.’

Hearing him call me that sent a rush of pleasure through my body. Professor Archer laid me down on the desk. He pushed papers and books onto to the floor with a grunt of passion, kissing my toned body as he did. He grabbed my knees and lightly pushed my legs apart. With a confident, assured movement, Professor Archer began to touch me. From the first touch, I could tell that he knew what he was doing. I wondered how many women he’d fucked. I thought about them, all hot and naked, waiting in line for Professor Archer to come and service them. His fingers dipped in and out of me, flitting over my clit and then his thick strong tongue was on me, in me, moving over me.

He looked up at my face, and winked, ‘You like that, Jenna?’

‘I love it’ I said, and I meant it, ‘you’re so good at this.’

‘I’m experienced Jenna.’ 

He began to move his tongue rhythmically in and out of me, and I felt a radiating pleasure begin to beat through me. ‘Oh fuck,’ I said. ‘If you keep doing that you’re gonna make me…’ 

Professor Archer had slipped two fingers up inside me. He pumped them in and out of my slit while his hungry tongue lapped at my clit and oh my god this was the most incredible thing I’d ever felt and oh my god Professor Archer I wanted to fuck him and have his babies and let him do whatever he wanted to me and oh fuck oh fuck oh fuck and then, forgetting who I was, where I was, and everything except for Professor Archer’s finger’s and tongue, I came. 

My body shook and arched, straining against his licks and finger fucking. That’s when I felt it. Professor Archer had moved himself up me, and now, the tip of his penis prodded my vagina, desperate for entry.

‘Fuck me, professor.’ I panted.

‘I’m going to savour every moment of this, Jenna’ he said, a wicked look in his deep-blue eyes.

I grabbed hold of his strong arms and pushed myself down, enveloping his hot meat with my pussy. I felt the smooth tip of the penis push my pussy lips apart tenderly, resisting slightly. And then, after a small bump of tension - boom - he was all the way inside me. Fuuuuuck. I was totally full of him and it felt incredible, and then, smoothly, expertly, he began to move inside me. 

It was such pleasure, such unbelievable, powerful, bone-juddering pleasure. The little, tight muscles inside my slit gripped so hard, trying to keep him inside the whole time, begging him, with their grip, not to pull out. He pushed harder. It felt like his whole body was a muscle, was a penis, getting exactly what it wanted from me, from my womanly form. His hands were everywhere. In my mouth, on my breasts, holding tight, pressing me down to the ground as he fucked me, made me his.

‘I’m yours,’ I moaned. ‘Do what you want with me.’ God damn it felt good to be a woman. Nothing in my life even compared in the slightest to this sensation.

I felt him shudder as I spoke and he pumped more firmly. ‘That’s right Professor Archer, fuck me harder. This body belongs to you.’

He looked so hot as he fucked me, his hard face determined and full of dominating force. He was so strong, he moved me exactly as he wanted, and what he wanted was to get his cock as deep into me, as much as he could. He began to get faster and faster and then, with a moan, he grabbed me and turned me so I was on my front. He took hold of my hips and lifted them up, so my face was against the desk and my ass was pointing in the air.

‘Yeah,’ I said, ‘fuck me exactly how you want.’

This time, when his cock slipped effortlessly into me, it felt even bigger. It was touching some other part of me and he pushed more and more. It felt completely different this way round, as though he knew, just knew that this is what I’d wanted all along. He moved harder and harder, moaning, groaning, straining to get in and out of me and then I felt it, this build up of tension in his cock, it seemed to pulse with a liquid, throbbing energy. He was cumming! 

The thought of this powerful older man cumming inside me drove me over the edge. In a fog of lust and passion, I reached my hand in between my legs and started to rub my clit soft then hard and, as he continued to come, I felt my own climax building inside. I screamed loud and said his name over and over as my body tensed and tightened. My pussy pulsed in time with the last few spurts of semen from his cock, and I looked up over my shoulder at him.

‘Holy shit,’ I said. ‘That was incredible.’

Professor Archer looked down at me. ‘Based on that performance,’ he said, ‘I think we can find space for you in my tutor group.

 

 

* * *

 

The thing is, I didn’t really want to join the tutor group. And I got the feeling that I’d already learned more from Professor Archer than he could ever teach me in the classroom. So, I made my excuses, and dropped out of uni. It just didn’t have the same appeal any more. I wanted to live, to see the world, to travel and discover myself.

I felt as though a whole new world of sensuality was open to me. Maybe my future would be in literature eventually. But I felt as though I wanted to write, not just dusty old critical commentary, but novels, short stories, heck, maybe even erotic poetry.

The one thing I was sure of, was that I wanted to stay a women. So I got more Feminax, kissed my old life behind, and set out on the journey of a lifetime. Because in order to write erotic fiction, you’ve got to have lots and lots of sex. 

Hungry for more?

 

Why not subscribe to my mailing list? I’ll keep you up to date with all my latest gender swap erotica stories and news! Sign up here: http://eepurl.com/dmEOvz.

 

I'll send you news of my new books as and when they're released, and occasionally, if I'm feeling super generous, you might just get a totally free story as a little treat! 

 

I promise I won't use your email address for anything other than than the things I've listed above, and I won't bombard you every day - I’ll just save you the good stuff…

 

Gal

 

P. S. If you enjoyed my story, why not leave a review of the book on Amazon, so others know what you thought?
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GENDER SWAP CANDY SHOP

 

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

 

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

 

He gets more curves.

 

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

 

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

 

A slow change gender switch romance.

——

GENDER SWAP OFFICE JOB

Sean is desperate for a job. 

 

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

 

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

 

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

 

A slow change gender switch, cross-dressing romance.

——

GENDER SWAP BEACH BOD

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

 

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

 

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

 

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

 

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

 

A slow change gender switch romance.

——

TROPICAL ISLAND GENDER SWAP

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

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

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

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

A slow change gender switch romance.
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SWAPPED BY THE BILLIONAIRE by River Belle

 

‘Trust me, there’s nothing weird going on here. This is all totally normal.’ The woman’s face was open and honest, her large blue eyes twinkled innocently at me as she held the tube of glowing pink liquid up to my lips. My gaze flicked once more down to her generous, soft-looking cleavage, and the sweet curves of her hips How had I got into this situation? What was I going to do?

 

OK. I’ve started in the wrong place. Let me explain.

 

I can’t remember the first time I heard of Holden Bryce. He was pretty famous in the town I lived in, and the story of his life had become something of a local urban legend: Born into a wealthy family and denied his inheritance by his father to make him a man, Holden had worked incredibly hard at Grantham’s, the world’s largest investment bank. A millionaire by the time he was twenty, Holden had invested his money wisely, so wisely in fact that within a few short years his wealth had exponentially grown. He had become a billionaire by the time he’d been thirty.

 

There were crazy stories about him, about the lifestyle he lived, about his parties, about his tastes, about his quirks. These stories were somewhat tempered by the incredible work that Holden was involved in for the local community. He gave huge amounts to charity and even went so far as to take in dozens of unemployed young men every year and giving them work, no questions asked.

 

That’s where I came in.

 

I’d been struggling to find work for over a year. It hadn’t been easy, finishing college and then entering the big wide world. Jobs were nowhere to be found, and even a qualification in economics didn’t help. It had been so humiliating, going from the freedom that a life in college afforded to having to move back in with my parents. Even though we got on well, not being able to do what I wanted, when I wanted, was a nightmare, one that I thought I’d left behind.

 

When the man in the job center had mentioned The Holden Bryce Program, I’d thought that I had absolutely no chance of qualifying. Normally, he only took people who’d been unemployed for many years, people who the system had totally failed. But, said my caseworker, there were times when he’d take people with the right qualification almost immediately. So, we’d filled in the form, included a photograph, signed the NDA and sent the whole lot off in the post.

 

Just under a week later, as I’d been eating cereal in my parent’s living room, my dad, sounding really excited, had come in, clutching an envelope with my name on it. On the back was stamped the official-looking logo of Bryce Incorporated, Holden’s huge company.

 

‘Finally, a lucky break for you, Jim!’ my dad said. Well, rather than counting my chickens before they were hatched, I opened up the envelope and speed read the letter within. I couldn’t believe it. I was being a place of work, with no interview, at an excellent rate of pay. I was going to be an Executive Assistant, whatever that meant. All I had to do was send a reply and start work on the following Monday.

 

So of course, that’s what I did. My dad was so pleased he even bought me a suit! I felt so proud trying it on. Maybe things were going to start looking up for me. Little did I know how crazy life was about to get, and how many changes were about to start happening.

 

*

 

The entrance of Bryce Inc was larger than some entire buildings that I’d been in before. It was glass and brushed steel wherever I looked, and many copies of the logo which had adorned the back of my offer-of-employment letter were plastered around the place, gleaming in the harsh, corporate light.

 

	Working on the front desk of Bryce Inc, in the lavish, steel and glass surroundings of the opulent bank, was the most stunningly beautiful woman I’d ever seen. She had the look of an amazon to her, she was tall, I could tell even though she was seated, and she wore a simple white blouse, cut low. Her eyes were warm and brown, and the smile she flashed me when she saw me enter the lobby almost stopped me in my tracks. She sat behind her computer, casually clicking on whatever work she was doing. As I approached in my brand new, very cheap suit, my nerves were racing and my heart was beating harder than I could remember. She looked up at me and said, ‘Jamie Kirkman?’.

 

	‘It’s James, actually,’ I replied, my voice cracking a little as I struggled not to stare straight down this goddesses top.

 

	‘Oh no!’ she giggled, ‘we made a mistake. We got you this name badge, as well, what a nightmare!’ she gave me a little embossed name badge. It had Jamie written on it in clear gold letters.

 

	‘Well, it’s not a big deal,’ I said, nervously, ‘I don’t mind being Jamie for a bit.’

 

	‘Oh that’s super-great,’ said the woman, who I noticed from her name badge was called Charlie. ‘Well, if you don’t mind taking a seat over there. You need to go through the company’s medical check-up before you have your interview with Mr. Bryce.’

 

	What? An interview? Fuck! I thought that I already had the job, no questions asked. Now I was going to have to do an interview! I was terrible at interviews, that was one of the reasons I hadn’t managed to get a job up until now. I always bungled my words, struggled to get my point across. I usually came across as really rude as well, because of how nervous I was. I couldn’t believe it.

 

	‘Oh, I didn’t know that there would be an interview. I haven’t prepared.’

 

	Charlie giggled once more, ‘Don’t worry, it’s not what you think. Mr. Bryce is a total pussycat, he doesn’t bite. Well, not unless you want him to!’ 

 

	What did that mean? 

 

	‘What’s the medical all about?’ I said, still feeling as though I was on the verge of a nervous breakdown.

 

	‘Just a few tests, blood pressure, taking your height, airways etc, it’s for insurance. And you get your first dose of the vitamins that Mr. Bryce developed for the company. It’s really cool. I’ll never forget my medical.’

 

	As I looked at Charlie, I was amazed to see that she’d almost started squirming in her seat. Her chest heaved up and down a little as her breathing got heavier.

 

	‘Are you OK?’ I asked, concerned.

 

	‘Oh, I’m just fine, sweetheart,’ Charlie purred. She flicked her eyes up at me, ‘I’m absolutely perfect.’ As she spoke, I saw that she’d moved her hand down to her crotch! She started to rub herself in front of me. Jesus, what was I meant to do? ‘Why don’t you come and give me a hand with this, Jamie,’ she said. I was so nervous that I just froze, unable to do anything. I couldn’t do anything at all, there was no way. If I got caught, I’d be fired immediately. Charlie was obviously some kind of sex-fiend, totally insane and unstable. Just as I was about to say something, there was a little buzz, and a deep female voice sounded over the intercom.

 

	‘Send Mr. Kirkman through to the examination room please, Charlie.’

 

	With a disappointed sigh, Charlie replied. She pointed to a door on the left, and gave me a long, sexy wink. I wondered for how long I’d regret not having that chance to help Charlie out. Not long, it turned out.

 

*

 

As the door swung open, the sight that greeted me was shocking, to say the least. The doctor’s surgery was beautiful. An elegant, highly polished walnut-wood table sat in the center of a truly opulent space. A full-sized skeleton hung in the corner of the room, with anatomical charts hanging either side of it. There was a rich, thick, red carpet on the floor, something I’d never seen in a doctor’s surgery before. On the carpet stood an old-fashioned globe of the world, that looked old and worn. There were a couple of large, wardrobe-like containers placed around the edges of the surgery, as well as what looked like an antique examination table, surrounded by round surgical lights on chrome-plated struts and small metallic plates of surgical instruments. 

 

The room couldn’t be any more of a contrast to the bright, gleaming setting of the entrance hallway. Behind the doctor’s surgery sat another gorgeous woman, this time wearing a tight fitting doctor’s outfit. She had huge blue eyes, and the reddest, most moist-looking mouth I’d ever seen. I was struck dumb by my lust when I saw her, and immediately started to think what she might look like underneath that lab coat. 

 

‘Come and sit down, Jamie,’ she said, motioning to the chair sitting opposite her. I was a little annoyed that everyone just assumed that my name was Jamie, now, because of an admin error. Never mind, I’m sure that it could be fixed later on. Hopefully I’d get a new badge.

 

I walked over to the desk and sat down.

 

‘Now, I need to do a serious of tests to make sure that you are in a fit state to start working for the company. I can see just by looking that you are an excellent physical specimen. It’s always nice to have a handsome young man start with us here. You must be quite healthy,’ as she spoke, she got up and started to pace around behind me. ‘Then, after I’ve finished with the tests, I will give you a cocktail of vitamins and supplements that everyone here at Bryce Inc takes on a weekly basis, and I’ll send you through for your interview with Mr. Bryce himself. How does that sound?’

 

‘Fine,’ I said, sheepishly.

 

‘Great. Take all of your clothes off please.’

 

What the fuck?

 

‘Really?’

 

‘Yes, I need to examine you. All of you. Don’t worry, it’s perfectly normal, I am a trained doctor after all. I’ve seen everything you can imagine,’ she said, coyly, ‘and quite a lot that you can’t.’

 

I had not been expecting to have to take my clothes off like this. Slowly, I started to do what she asked, slipping slowly out of my brand new suit, removing my shoes, taking my shirt off. Eventually, I was standing in the middle of the room, just in my underwear.

 

‘Could you take your briefs off please, I need to examine your penis, make sure that it’s in good working order.’

 

Why in the world did she need to examine my penis? This was so humiliating, being forced to strip like this. When she saw me hesitating, she gave me a wicked wink.

 

‘I tell you what, why don’t we make this a bit fairer,’ she said. She started to undo the buttons of her lab coat. As she took the coat off, I saw, with shock, that she was only wearing underwear underneath it. She wore tiny, black lace knickers and a similar skimpy bra. I couldn’t tear my eyes off her body. It was beautiful, and she was by far the most incredible woman I’d ever seen in the flesh before. With a terrible feeling of utter embarrassment, I felt the blood start to pump round my cock, it filling lustily with each beat.

 

‘Ah,’ she said, I can see that your dick works perfectly.’

 

She slinked toward me, and then I noticed that she was holding a small glass vial, full of an iridescent pink fluid. When she reached me, I felt her hook her fingers underneath the waistband of my underwear. She held the vial out towards me.

 

	‘Trust me, there’s nothing weird going on here. This is all totally normal.’ The woman’s face was open and honest, her large blue eyes twinkled innocently at me as she held the tube of glowing pink liquid up to my lips. My gaze flicked once more down to her generous, soft-looking cleavage, and the sweet curves of her hips How had I got into this situation? What was I going to do?

 

	As if to answer my question, she raised the vial to my lips, and slipped her hand down my pants. I swallowed the liquid in one gulp, as I felt her expert hand start to pump at my pounding cock.

 

	Suddenly, I felt a heat inside me I’d never felt before. With a wicked smile, she withdrew her hand. ‘Time for you to go see Mr. Bryce. He likes to witness every transformation personally.

 

As if in a trance, I walked with her out of the room, into an elevator, and waited, just in my underwear, to meet with my new billionaire boss.

 

 

*

 

 

When she left me in the boardroom, I knew that something weird was going on with me. My body felt like it was on fire. All of the tiny hairs on my arms and legs were standing up on their ends, and it felt as though they were all tiny, burning flames, set alight by some mysterious force. The sensation was almost enough to distract me from the outrageous surroundings I found myself in.

 

‘Mr. Bryce will be with you in a minute, Jamie. I look forward to working with you,’ Charlie had said, before walking straight out of the room, leaving me alone.

 

The ceiling in the boardroom was exceptionally high, and the windows of this twentieth-storey room looked straight over the city. They were floor to ceiling, and it felt like I was a bird, looking out over the world, in command of everything.

 

I had a sudden surge of pain that ripped across my chest. I gasped at the sensation, but it was replaced by an odd, soothing feeling, almost pleasurable, very calming and relaxing. I heard the sound of the door being unlocked, and a moment later, he was there - Mr. Bryce. I’d seen pictures of him in the newspapers and online before, but seeing him in person was very different. He was tall, taller than I’d expected, and you could tell immediately that he had a particular energy to him. He was magnetic, and you could feel the charisma leaking from him. He walked into the room like he owned it, and even though he did in fact own this room, I was willing to bet that it would be the same, wherever he went.

 

The tight feeling in my chest started to move down my body. It seemed to envelop all of me, starting with my groin, spreading back to my butt, moving up and down my back. It was as though someone had their hands on me, and was stretching and massaging my body as they moved.

 

‘You must be Jamie,’ said Mr. Bryce. He had a deep, impatient voice. The mouth which spoke the words had an almost cruel twist to it, and his steely blue eyes pierced me right to the core. I could feel the power radiating off him like a torrent of electricity.

 

‘Yes,’ I said, but I must have been terrified, because the voice that came out of me barely sounded like me at all! It was high pitched and broken. I’d  never experienced anxiety like it, being made to meet my new boss like this, almost naked, feeling like something bizarre was happening to my body. ‘I’m sorry I’m not wearing any clothes, the doctor…’

 

‘Oh don’t be silly,’ Mr. Bryce said, a cruel grin spreading over his face, ‘this is exactly what I expect from the people who enroll in my program. I like to see the change with my own eyes.’

 

I felt a sudden surge of tightness down in my crotch. In surprise, I looked down. It almost looked as my groin was shrinking into me. I must be terrified.

 

‘I can tell by your voice that you’ve already taken your vitamins, which I find to be very pleasing,’ he said, ‘it’s very important to me that we only have people in the peak of physical health working for this company.’ As he spoke, he started to loosen his tie. ‘As you can see, I take physical perfection extremely seriously.’ His jacket came off, and then his shirt. I set on the chair, weirdly obsessed with what he was doing, unable to look away. His torso was magnificent, toned, muscular, and lean. I could see his ribs and the muscles beneath his skin moving as he loosened his pants, and then slipped them off. I could see the shape of his cock underneath his underwear and all I could think, to my unbelievable surprise was that he looked like he was built for sex. 

 

‘Jamie,’ he said, ‘I suggest you take your eyes off me, and look very closely at your body. You’re never going to see it like this again.’

Suddenly terrified, I looked down at my chest. It began to shift under my gaze.

 

*

 

A cold fear gripped my brain. My body was changing. My chest, which had previously been covered in wispy, curly hair, was totally smooth. The sensation I’d felt earlier, of my body hair being on fire made sense now. As I looked at my arms and legs, I saw that it was all gone. I was hairless. Then, with a tender feeling of pleasure, the flesh of my chest started to swell. It bulged out and downward to begin with, then, as though someone had grabbed my nipples, my…breasts twitched up an and out.

 

	‘What have you done to me?’ I yelled out, and instinctively, I moved my hands on to my chest. As the tips of my fingers gently traced their way around my breasts, trying to make sense of what was happening, I felt an overwhelming, golden feeling of delight start to play over the surface of my body. Wherever I touched, little buds of pleasure opened up. It felt like tiny little explosions, as though my sense of touch had been activated for the first time.

 

	‘Fuck…’ I said, and noticed that Mr. Bryce was walking over to me.

 

	‘Does that feel good?’ he asked. He was starting to rub himself through his underwear. I saw his dick start to twitch and I felt immediately repulsed, and then, a second later, extremely aroused.

 

	I realized that I was going to get an erection too, and without thinking, I moved my hands down my body. Fuck, I felt so good. My stomach pulled in, and my legs were suddenly tight and so smooth. 

 

	‘The thing about being a billionaire,’ he said, massaging his huge dick through the thin layer of black fabric, ‘is that you can do what you want. He slowly pulled his briefs down, and I saw his dick spring out, large and dark, covered in thick veins. ‘If you want to sink fifty million dollars into researching a serum to turn men into sex-slave bimbos, you can,’ I watched him tug on his dick, with a newfound hunger welling inside me. ‘If you want to strip off and start stroking your dick in a new employee’s face, you can,’ he said.

 

	‘What’s happening?’ I said.

 

	‘Well,’ he replied, ‘your true nature is revealing itself. You’re  becoming a woman, and your sexual feelings are being amplified. But rest assured, none of this is unnatural. We just found a way to reveal hidden parts of the genetic code. You’re not being brainwashed.’ He moved his hand to my face, and stroked a long curl of blond hair. ‘This is just an awakening.’ The hair was mine.

 

	Trembling and breathing heavily, I moved my hand down to my groin. It was flat. My dick and my balls had totally disappeared. Jesus Christ.

 

	‘You don’t have to do anything you don’t want to do, and the process is reversible,’ he said, ‘but every one of my other girls found that they were delighted with their new bodies, and their new lives.’ I started to feel a strange new type of arousal spreading out from the center of my body.

 

	‘I hope you’ll feel the same,’ he said, and suddenly, almost out of control, not knowing what I was doing, I lunged forward toward his cock, kissing it over and over with my new lips, sighing and groaning with a voice that wasn’t my own.

 

*

 

‘Wait!’ Mr Bryce warned, his voice urgent. He pulled away from my hungry mouth. ‘First, you need to learn about your own pleasure.’ He took hold of my hand, and guided it down toward my groin. I slipped my fingers under my now too loose briefs, and when I touched what was down there, a thrill of pure ecstasy pulsed around my body.

 

	A thin parting of flesh ran vertically where my cock should have been. I pushed my finger along down it. There were delicate silken lips around the slit. Touching them was unreal, as though a whole new sense had been fired up, as though the part of my brain that dealt with touch had been allocated more memory. 

 

	I sank into ecstasy, running fingers up and down the cleft, moving them around, seeing how the little muscles inside my brand new, hot, wet pussy felt from the inside. They felt good, tight but soft, yielding to my probing fingers, but with a tight elastic strength almost sucking, pulling my fingers further inside. Fuck fuck fuck was I masturbating as a woman? Is this what I would have been like if I’d been born a woman? With my other hand I reached up inside my top and began to apply pressure to my breasts. I stroked, groped, squeezed and clamped, surprised by how pleasurable it was to me to be a little rougher than I’d been with female lovers in the past. A strong grip felt goooood. I felt Mr. Bryce’s hand take hold of my shoulder, and looked at his long, thick dick, inches away from my face.

 

	Soon, torrents of pleasure began to radiate from my little pussy. How could something so small, so delicate and tender, be producing such a ferocious energy? It was amazing, like it was connected to every part of my body, so different to male sexual pleasure, like a whole new experience. I gave into it, gave into my plunging fingers, my probing thumb, my expert, stroking hands. I gave in to the desires of me body and started to jerk, arch my back and surrender to the delirious pleasure of my first female orgasm. All of the muscles in my body tensed and untensed, causing a pulsing spasm that took me by surprise.

 

	‘You enjoy it, Jamie, you enjoy the feeling of it.’ As Mr. Bryce spoke, he moved the tip of his penis to within striking distance of my panting mouth. I found that unlike if I’d just come as a man, I was still hungry for sex, still hungry to devour his cock.

 

	His cock was perfect. It was long, and so thick. Fuck. It smelled of a man, of the earth and of salt and musk, some dark aroma I’d never experienced before. I just wanted to lay down and worship this thing. I started to feel myself getting wetter and wetter, my pussy pouring juice out in sweet anticipation. Then, I crouched down, and took him into my mouth.

 

I splayed my tongue out wide, pasting his shaft with my spit, licking up and down like a good little bitch, and then, I popped my little cherry mouth over his purple hood, looking up at his big brown eyes, trying to be a good little maid for him. I wanted him to feel good, I wanted him to enjoy having his dick in this soft little mouth. I worked my tongue over his tip and he gasped.

 

I spat down onto my tits and pulled them up, totally surrounding his dick, the tip poking up far enough to just enter my mouth. 

‘Fuck my mouth, baby,’ I said, and he started to slide his monstrous cock back and forward between my breasts and into my waiting mouth, causing dirty shoots of pleasure to run up and down my body. I groaned onto his cock. ‘Fuck, you know what you’re doing. I bet you’ve done this before, haven’t you, you little whore.’ The final word of his sentence turned into a long groan of pleasure. My entrance started to pulse with anticipation. I couldn’t handle it any more, I needed him inside me.

 

I crawled up onto the table in the middle of the boardroom, and beckoned to him. I bent down and prepared to feel the kiss of his cock against my brand new pussy. 

 

‘Come on Mr. Bryce. Time to show your new employee what you can do.’

 

	I didn’t need to say anything else. Mr. Bryce was behind me. I heard him groan and then -fuuuuuu I felt his penis pressing against the outer lips of my pussy. It was electrifying, having him there behind me. He grabbed hold of my shoulders.

 

	‘You wanna get fucked in the office by your new boss, you little slut?’ He said. I knew he’d said this so many times to so many other new hires, but I didn’t care. 

 

	‘Yes, boss, yes I do.’ I said, panting with desire. He pushed just the tip of his cock past my velvet entrance, just forcing the lips apart. As he did, a whole new world of feeling came over me again. I wanted more.

 

	‘Please, more,’ I cried, ‘please…’

 

	I pushed back a little and with a groan, Mr. Bryce was all the way in. He was huge! I could feel the size, the weight of his cock inside me now, in my flesh, his meat mixing with mine. I felt the ridges and bumps of him, each square inch causing me to shudder with ecstasy. He began to pound, rhythmically into me, hoisting me back, making my back arch, causing me to present my perfect little ass to him more.

 

	‘Is that what you want?’ he demanded.

 

	‘Yes, I’m greedy,’ I said.

 

	I could feel his pleasure building by the second. I wanted to give him more. Give him all of me. I wanted to suck all of the cum out of him. I felt as though my pussy was the perfect receptacle for it, like I’d been created to fit the contours of his cock perfectly.

 

	‘You want more?’ he said.

 

	‘Please!’ I replied.

 

	I felt his right hand coming up underneath me and start to rub at my moist little clit. I wasn’t ready for it, the feeling was so intense I felt as though I was going to collapse. My knees buckled a little and this seemed to make Paul work even harder, fucking me like an animal and mercilessly rubbing my juices all over my hot, pink clit. I could feel my muscles working together inside me, like a machine, built for pleasure. We moved in time to some silent beat, like animals had since the dawn of time. Him, a man, the man, and me, his woman, all his.

 

	‘I’m yours.’ I said, and with these words, my orgasm started. Even more intense than my first, O-shaped waves of pleasure and clenching tension began at my tight, ever-so-tight slit and seeped through my body. I slumped over, moaning and that’s when I could feel Paul’s thrusts become even more potent, even faster.

 

	‘Come inside me, Mr. Bryce, please.’ I turned around and looked at him over my shoulder.

 

	‘Fuuuuuckkk!’ He shouted and I felt his penis erupt inside me, pulsing over and over again until his balls were totally empty of their rich, thick white fluid. I felt amazing.

 

	‘I’m yours, whenever you want me,’ I said.

 

	‘You’re amazing,’ he replied.

 

	‘Did I ace the interview?’

 

	‘You’re going to get a rise,’ he said. I knew right then that I’d found my place in life, working for Mr. Bryce, living the life of a glamorous, sexually charged woman. I was in heaven.

 

For more stories by River Belle, go here!
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