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SIDE EFFECTS: GONE GIRLY

Callum and Troy are on the verge of a scientific breakthrough that just might change the world. The cure for baldness.

But the pair haven’t planned for side effects. Callum, as test subject zero, finds not only is his hair growing, but his body is changing. He becomes softer, prettier, girlier. And then the urges start...

Callum and his best friend Troy are on the verge of a scientific breakthrough that will make them both rich and famous, and might just change the world. The cure for androgenic alopecia. The cure for baldness.

But when Callum, whose hair loss inspired the projects, becomes the very first test subject, he encounters some unintended side effects. Not only does his hair grow, but his body undergoes subtle yet undeniable changes.

Initially, the metamorphosis is gradual and minimal, so the pair push on, collecting as much data as they can on their new formula, but eventually, the changes become too much and too many to ignore. Troy, hesitant, wants to pause the experiment. Callum though wants to push on, and he ignores Troy’s attempts to make his stop.

And then the changes become more obvious. Callum becomes softer, prettier, more feminine, he can no longer deny the truth. He’s gone girly, and he can’t deny the exciting allure of his new body, especially with all his new desires.

Troy, reviewing the data, reassures Callum that the side effects are temporary and reversible. They just need to work out a counter formula, and for that, they’ll need to put their heads together and focus. But Callum finds it increasingly difficult to concentrate given how hot his new body feels.

As Callum’s changes become more dramatic, brazen and sensual, and as his urges become stronger, he begins to wonder if there isn’t some useful data to be gathered about his transformation. And if he has some fun at the same time what harm could it do? He just needs to be careful. Especially given what Troy said about the changes becoming permanent.

It’s just a little fun, for science. And it’s not like he’s going to go all the way… is he?


One

The liquid was, in the end, a rather anti-climatic pale purple, almost like diluted grape juice. We both looked at it and smiled, chuckling.

“You think it might look more impressive after all the effort we put in.” Troy said.

I nodded, knowing exactly what he meant. It could at least bubble or fluoresce or steam or… something. Instead, it just sat inert at the bottom of the vial, looking for all intents and purposes like a fruit drink you might get at any corner store.

“I guess that’s the difference between reality and science fiction though. No special effects department to make it look flashy and special.” I said. “But either way, I think I like this better despite the lack of spectacle. I’m not sure I’d want to drink it if it looked like some of the things you see in movies.”

Troy nodded, grinning. We were both basking in the achievement. The moment of our collective triumph.

The liquid in the vial was the product of several years of hard work—regular long hours, years of study and research, rigorous testing in simulations—but it was finally finished.

We’d spent our youth on it—or at least our early twenties—all of our free income and most of our savings, and we’d let our social lives die a slow, cruel, quiet death of neglect as we focused on the project, but we both knew it would be worth it. Or at least, we hoped—we’d both had moments where we’d doubted, almost faltered.

Yet we hadn’t. We’d been there to talk each other down from quitting the project. We’d been there to support each other through the bleak, hard times when either of us felt like it was all doomed to failure after coming across another dead-end. We’d been there for each other, always.

It was what best friends were for. It was why we’d succeeded where other people had tried and failed. We were a team. Troy and Callum.

We’d grown up together, had bonded over our shared love of science, our mutual genius, and our general delight in nerdy nonsense, had grown closer over the years, and had even headed off to college together to study on the same course. It was there we’d had our idea. Start our own company. Make our own breakthrough product. Become rich and famous—though that last part was dubious, since how many famous research chemists were there really?

Yet maybe we’d be the first two. And why not. People were going to love our breakthrough.

“Yeah, about that… I mean… are you sure you want to drink it? I mean, shouldn’t we test it first?” Troy said.

I smiled at him. He was always the cautious one, the sensible one, the one focussed on details, while I was always the wild one, the one with the mad leaps of intuition and imagination. It was why we worked so well together. It was why the project had finally come to fruition.

“We have tested it.” I said.

“Yeah but only in simulations. And those models are crude replicas at best. There’s no way a computer model of a human body can capture the full complexity of the numerous systems and…”

“We’ve tested it in over ten thousand variable simulations.” I said, interrupting him. “There’s no way a few animal tests would tell us any more than we already know. I mean, if you think about it, what does a mouse have in common with a human? Nothing in this is inherently toxic or dangerous, and it’s all been run through the most advanced models available, including the ones you and I created just for this project. If this was unsafe we’d know.”

“Mmm… I guess… I just… what about side effects?” Troy said.

I chuckled.

“That’s the risk of greatness. We know this won’t kill me, and that it should work, but… there are always risks. We agreed though that the prize if this works is worth the risk of a few unintended side effects, right?”

Troy nodded. I could see how nervous he was.

I was nervous too, but, more than that, I was excited. This was our future, our legacy, our path to glory. I knew it would work. I’d run the tests, done the calculations, modelled the data, and I was certain it would work.

But Troy wasn’t wrong. There was the risk of unintended side effects.

With anything as potent as our formula, there was always the risk of side effects. You couldn’t affect the human body in such a dramatic way and not expect there to be unplanned consequences.

But I was willing to face those. I was willing to be subject zero. Because I knew it was worth the risk.

“Yeah, I guess. I just… I care about you man, and I don’t want you to be hurt by this.”

I smiled.

“I know. And I don’t want that either. But just think, if this works we’ll be rich and famous and we’ll be able to build an empire. This will change the world.”

Troy nodded, smiling. Maybe change the world was an exaggeration, but not by much. If this worked we’d have achieved something that no one had achieved before. We’d have done something people had been trying to do for hundreds of years. We’d have found a cure for baldness. We’d have found a way to help men—and women—regrow lost hair.

It would be the miracle cure. People the world over would come clamouring for our product. A simple formula that, when taken regularly, caused improved hair growth and the regrowth of hair in places where it had been lost due to age or illness or stress.

We would be changing people’s lives. And I knew first-hand just how much that change meant to people.

Growing up I’d come to accept that baldness was, for me, almost inevitable. It ran in my family, on both sides. My dad was bald, my grandfathers, and my uncles.

But I’d expected to make it to maybe at least my thirties with my hair intact. Genetics though had other things in store for me. I’d noticed the small, but growing, bald spot in my late teens. I’d been devastated.

And that’s when Troy and I, drunk, after a series of intense lectures, decided that we’d be the ones to solve the problem. My best friend had decided to dedicate his life to helping me find a cure, to save my hair, and to get rich by making people happier.

In the beginning, it had been a pipe dream, a fantasy, but as weeks became months we began to realise more and more that maybe, just maybe, it was possible. And then we began to plan.

“If it works.” Troy said.

“It’ll work.” I said.

And I knew it would. The two of us together were unstoppable. We’d worked together on the plan while studying, the pair of us coming top in all of our classes, dazzling our professors and teachers, and it was through the combination of our strengths, each of us compensating for the weaknesses of the other, that were able able to achieve so much. After college we’d managed to convince parents and relatives to invest in us and our start-up, the two of us working together, alone, and though it had been hard, and at times almost doomed to failure, we’d made it in the end.

In my hand, I held the product of all of our work. The final formula. This was it. All that was left was to test it.

“Now, are we ready?” I asked.

“We’re ready.”

[image: ]

Troy pointed the camera at me and I saw myself on the screen to the side, tracking myself so I could record this historic moment. I smiled, looking awkward in my jeans, shirt, and lab coat.

I could feel my pulse racing and I felt the familiar urge to step out of the view of the camera, to hide. I’d felt it ever since I’d noticed my small bald spot, and it had grown as my baldness had grown until I was as I was now, awkward, shy, and terrified of videos or photographs—only a handful of photographs existed of me in my twenties, and I was in my late twenties now.

I stared at myself, taking in what I saw. If the solution in my hand worked, that image would be gone, forever. I couldn’t wait.

I was a little over average height, and slender, though I’d put on a bit of weight around the middle. My frame was broad, but since I’d never really done much sports or athletics, preferring books and the science lab, I’d never put on too much muscle. I just had what genetics had gifted me, and I suppose at least in that department I was lucky.

I might have got baldness, but I’d got muscular, tall, and handsome too. A fact I was grateful for at college—Troy and I might have spent most of our time in the lab or library, or in our apartment going over plans and models and ideas, but we did occasionally go out, and when we did we were both able to meet girls relatively easily thanks to our wit, charm, intelligence, and looks.

And we were both relatively attractive. I was tall, pale, and broad, with at least a little muscle, the blessing of youth and genetics, and while I might have kept my head shaved for most of my adult life, I knew I was still charming enough. Troy on the other hand was in many ways the opposite of me.

He was about my height, perhaps a little shorter, but he lacked my natural muscle, tending to lean more towards cuddly—a fact he tried to compensate for by regular exercise, a labour that mostly worked, giving him tone beneath his naturally cuddly, bear-like exterior. He was tanned, with black hair and dark eyes, and a piercing stare that could put some people on edge when he was paying close attention to them. Yet it was his smile that most people noticed first. He had a dashing, charming smile. And he smiled often.

He was also lucky that he still had a full head of hair. A full head of thick, dark, curly hair. I’d always envied him that, just slightly. But if the formula worked my days of envy were over.

“Is the camera on?” I asked.

Troy nodded, checking again that it was recording.

“We’re all set. You go and I’ll make sure it’s all captured. That is if you still want to go ahead with all of this. We can stop now if you want and do more tests before…”

“I’m sure.” I said, grinning.

I’d had too many years putting up with my growing hair loss. I’d spent years on this. I knew it was going to work. My dream, our dream, had finally been achieved.

“Now, just keep the camera rolling.” I said.

And with that, I smiled and faced the lens.

I’d written down what I wanted to say, everything. This would be part of our launch campaign, part of the media package we’d send out detailing our breakthrough, so I wanted it to be done right.

I introduced myself, and Troy, and introduced the company. I talked about why the project mattered to me and about my personal battle with baldness and self-esteem. I gave a short speech about what we’d achieved, the work we’d put in, and the positive impact we hoped it’d have on people’s lives. I talked briefly about the testing and modelling we’d done.

“We’re confident this is going to work. We’re confident this is safe.” I said. “But like all things, there are risks. This has never been tried or tested on humans before, so… we’re not sure if it’ll work, or if there’ll be side effects, but… I accept those risks. In the name of science, I accept those risks. Breakthroughs like this don’t come easy, and they require commitment and courage. So… this is me being courageous.”

I smiled. I lifted the vial to the camera.

“Here’s to courage, and changing the world for the better for everyone out there who’s struggled like me. Cheers.”

And with that said I lifted the vial to my lips and I drank.

The liquid tasted almost sour, causing me to grimace. We could work on flavour later I figured.

As it slipped down my throat I felt it, warm and cold at the same time. Hitting my belly I felt a fizzing radiating out. I waited. I felt… a soft fluttering in my belly and my heart was racing, but that was probably nerves and excitement.

I waited, and nothing else happened. I looked at the screen attached to the camera, and the image of me seemed the same.

“Anything?” Troy asked.

I shook my head.

“If I feel anything it's masked by the feelings of nervousness and excitement.” I said. “But… at least I’ve not suddenly collapsed in agony.”

We both laughed, but the laughter was tight, almost taut, strained. I waited a moment longer, but there was still nothing. My image on the monitor looked unchanged.

“Can you see anything?” I asked.

Troy shook his head.

“It’ll probably take time to have an effect. We just need to wait.”

“Yeah. True.” I said.

We’d both know it would probably take time. Days, weeks, maybe even months. We were prepared for that. I was going to drink the formula regularly on camera and detail my journey.

Yet, still, I couldn’t help but feel a twinge of disappointment. I’d been hoping for something dramatic, like in the movies, but it seemed that just like the look of our solution, the effect was going to be subtle and grounded in reality.

I just hoped it was going to work.


Two

There was a stiffness in my back as I got out of bed, a tightness in my shoulders that told me I’d slept heavily. I’d been exhausted after the hours of tests Troy insisted he run on me to make sure I was healthy and there were no dangerous effects we needed to worry about, and I’d fallen immediately into a deep sleep the moment my head touched the pillow.

At least there was that blessing to the tests. Knowing that there were no immediate, dangerous side effects to drinking the formula meant I could relax and get a good night’s sleep. And it had been a fantastic night’s sleep.

Normally I was a pretty fitful, restless sleeper, but last night I’d slept through from the moment I’d laid down until my alarm clock went off. And my dreams…

Usually, I didn’t have dreams, or at least it never felt like I had dreams. Last night though my dreams had been wild, and I could still feel the ghost of them lingering, fleeting emotions, feelings, and images, even if I couldn’t remember the bulk of them.

I smiled, stretched, my spine and shoulders clicking, and took a deep breath. I really did feel amazing now I was waking up. And as I shifted I felt…

I stopped, frozen mid-stretch. A ticking at my ear and against my cheek. I shifted my head and the tickling shifted and something fell in front of my eyes. Something…

I lifted my hand to my head and I couldn’t help but laugh in giddy delight. I felt hair. I felt thick, long, impossible hair. My hair had grown overnight at a speed that was even greater than our wildest predictions. It had worked.

I had hair. It had actually worked.

My hair had grown overnight, dramatically and miraculously, and there were no side effects. In fact, if anything, I felt better than ever.

“I need to see.” I said.

And with that, I dashed across to the mirror to get a good look at myself and my new hair.

“Fuck.”

I was grinning as I spoke, cheeks aching from the joy of it. I could feel my heart racing, hands trembling from excitement. It had been years since I’d last had hair, and many years since I’d had hair as thick and lustrous as the hair I had in that moment.

I examined it, using both hands to feel it, tug it, testing it. I was fixed to my scalp, real flesh and blood-or rather keratin—hair. It was my hair. I couldn’t get over how good I looked.

It was like I’d gotten younger overnight. My hair was grown down to just below the tops of my ears, pale gold, a lighter, brighter copper than I remembered my hair being, but maybe that was just a side effect or my memory not being quite right.

That didn’t matter though. The colour didn’t matter. What mattered was how great I looked with my hair back. It was like my whole face had subtly changed, years falling away to make me look softer, more attractive, my features fuller. It was like I was suddenly ten years younger.

It was amazing what hair could do for a person. I couldn’t wait to see what Troy was going to say.
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“Holy shit.” Troy said as he saw me.

I’d deliberately not told him of the amazing results I’d woken up to. I’d deliberately not told him anything at all because I wanted to see his reaction. I wanted him to have the joy of the surprise at realising it had worked.

All our hard work had paid off. And as I saw his face as he looked at me I knew it was the right decision.

“You look… fuck.”

Troy was staring at me in disbelief.

“And that’s not a wig? Right? You’re not just playing an incredibly cruel prank on me, are you?”

I shook my head.

“Nope. Real hair. All mine. It grew overnight. You can come and have a look if you want.”

Troy accepted my offer, which I expected. He was a scientist after all, and this was partially his achievement.

As he moved towards me I couldn’t help but notice something slightly different about him. He looked… different, but I couldn’t put my finger on it, so, in the end, I just put it out of my mind, figuring it was probably me seeing him for the first time in years when I had hair, and that it was me feeling different that was the cause.

“See?” I said, lowering my head.

Troy moved in close and stood on tip-toe to look down on the top of my head.

“You mind if I touch?” He asked.

I shook my head. We were both very comfortable with each other.

Troy began parting my hair, tugging on it gently. His hands on my scalp felt oddly sensual, like a massage, and I wondered if that was another side effect. Maybe increased blood flow to the scalp was making my head more sensitive. If it was, time would probably settle it down again.

“Shit man. It’s… it’s amazing.” Troy said.

“I know, right?”

“None of the models showed anything like this. We were expecting weeks, maybe days, but not… not overnight like this. This is too fast.”

There was a catch in Troy’s voice and I could tell his cautious nature was getting the best of him. He’d been excited to start, overjoyed, but now, seeing the miraculous nature of my hair’s regrowth, he was feeling startled.

“I think maybe we should stop this, just for now, until we can run more tests.”

“What? No! Why would we stop now? It works. We’ve got to keep going, to show just how well this will work for people.” I said. “This is going to make us rich, but more than that, it’s going to change people’s lives. You’ve still got all your hair but for men like me, and for women who lose their hair, this is going to change their lives for the better. We can give them hope. Why would we hold back?”

I stepped back to look at Troy and for a moment I thought he was still on tiptoe given how tall he looked next to me, only… he wasn’t. Why did he suddenly look so tall?

I was too fixated though on what he’d said to worry about it. There was no way I was going to let him stop these tests.

“Look, it works, and it works well, so there’s no reason we should stop. And I feel amazing this morning. There have been no negative side effects, no unforeseen consequences like we worried about, so I say we keep going. Something being too effective isn’t reason to stop.”

Troy stared at me. He looked… almost worried.

“I know you’re excited, and I am too, but… I’m worried about you. What we’re seeing is pretty far out from even our more optimistic, far-fetched models, so if the formula is that effective for hair growth, just think what else it could be doing. If our models are wrong on the potency for hair growth, then maybe there are other things we’ve missed, other potential side effects that could come up, other…”

“It’s worth the risk.” I said, cutting Troy off. “And like I said, I feel better than ever. There’s nothing wrong with me and my hair looks great, but if it means that much to you we can just do one more dose and see how I respond. If there are any negative effects we can stop after two doses, okay?”

Troy looked at me. I could tell from the way he was staring at me he was considering continuing the argument, but he also knew how much this meant to me. Finally, he softened, and I felt myself relax.

“Okay, but if you feel anything unusual you have to say, okay?” He said.

“Absolutely!” I could barely contain my joy.
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I stood in front of the camera for the second time and went over what had happened, the miraculous changes I’d experienced overnight. I made a point to bend over to show the lens of my scalp, to prove my hair was real, and I talked in detail about how I felt and how my body was responding.

Troy made me go over his concerns too, so they were on the official record, but I also gave my opinion to balance things out. By the time I was finished, I could barely contain myself.

“And now, time for my second dose.” I said to the camera. “This one is exactly the same as yesterday’s with no modifications to the formula. Cheers everyone.”

With that said I lifted the vial to my lips and drank. It tasted… almost sweet today, almost delicious, and as I drank the last of it I could feel myself craving more, almost resentful that it was almost finished. I’d need to make a note of that. Maybe it was a side effect and if so we probably…

And then I felt the fizzing in my gut, a heat and a cold spreading out from my belly, a bubbling, a shiver running up my spine. It was more intense than the day before, so intense that it caused me to gasp, and then…

I felt my cock throb, the heat becoming intense. I felt a wave of lust and desire crash over me, my cock throbbing, getting hard.

“Are you okay Callum? You sound hurt. Should I…”

Troy made to dash towards me.

“I’m fine.” I said, holding up my hand to stop him from getting too close.

The last thing I wanted was for him to realise I was having a physical reaction to the formula. My body ached, throbbing, and I could feel the pulse of my heart through my swelling cock.

What had happened? My mind raced, but with how suddenly horny I felt it was difficult to understand.

Yesterday’s dose hadn’t done this, but then maybe the second dose was more effective and potent because there was still some of yesterday’s in my system?

Hair growth was affected by hormones, which was what we’d targeted with our formula. We’d wanted to affect the hormones that effected hair growth. Yet some of those hormones had other effects.

On things like sex drive and libido. So maybe this was just an unplanned side effect? Yet, even knowing that and rationalising it, it didn’t make it any easier to deal with. I might know what was causing the sudden rush of arousal, but I was still hard and struggling to cope with the flush of need.

I couldn’t remember the last time I was this horny.

“I just… feeling really sweaty all of a sudden. I think I need a shower.”

“A rapid change in body temperature could be a side effect. We should monitor you and…”

“After the shower.” I said, almost snapping.

I regretted the harshness of my words almost immediately, but I couldn’t help it. I was really fucking horny and I needed to deal with that before I could think about anything else. It might be a side effect, and if so we could deal with it, iron it out in the final product, but for now, I had a painfully hard cock I needed to deal with.

“Just… just call if you need anything, or feel dizzy or if you…”

“I will.” I said. “And I won’t be long.”

Then, before Troy could trap me in any more conversation, I rushed to the bathroom.
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The moment I was alone and the door was locked I began stripping off my clothes. I set the water of the shower running and waited for only a moment for the water to heat up before stepping under the flow. As the water hit my body I couldn’t help but gasp again.

I felt so sensitive. It was like the sudden arousal was making my whole body hot and flushed and excited. If this was a side effect it was definitely worth isolating. We couldn’t launch a product that did this to people, but at the same time, isolating the compound responsible could create a whole new product for us.

A formula that could make people feel as good as I felt in that moment would make a lot of money and would make a lot of people happy. But that was in the future. That was for later.

The immediate problem was dealing with my hard-on. My thick, long, throbbing, painful hard-on. Ever since that second dose, my cock had been so hard it hurt. I needed to fix that before I could think about anything else.

So, I grabbed a handful of soap and I stood under the flowing water as I lathered up my cock, stroking it slowly, gripping it tight, making it slick and slippery and wet.

I bit down on my bottom lip to try to keep the noise down, aware Troy may well be listening just to make sure I was okay. Truth was I was fine. Hell, I was better than fine. I felt amazing.

As I worked my hand up and down my cock I couldn’t help but moan and work my hips, thrusting my cock in and out of my grip. It felt different today, more sensitive, but the pleasure was more diffuse, and, as hard as it was, it felt… almost smaller.

I’d always been blessed with an above-average cock, but today it fit in my hand almost neatly. Maybe it was the formula affecting blood flow or causing blood vessels to contract.

I’d need to look into that. But first… I had to cum. I needed to cum. Yet as I worked my hand up and down my cock, even as intense as the pleasure was, it was like there was something missing.
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I could feel it, the need in me, the desperate hunger, my arousal and lust and desire more intense than they’d been in weeks, months, perhaps more potent than they’d ever been, but still, there was no release. I whined in frustration, gripping my cock tighter, working it harder, faster, thrusting my hips, slick and soapy, but it was not enough.

I could feel my pent-up pleasure, but it was as though it was blocked, as though just touching my cock was not enough. Was it something to do with my cock feeling smaller, with it not feeling quite as hard?

As turned on as I felt, as full of energy as I felt, as amazing as I felt, I knew my cock should be hard as a rock, but if anything it was… a little soft, and a little smaller. Perhaps a side effect of the formula?

That thought chilled me, unnerved me. I’d need to look into that. Getting my hair back was my dream, and it was what we’d both been working hard on, it was what would make us rich and famous, but if it came at the expense of cock size and potency then people would not want to take it.

Yet, I wasn’t too worried. I knew it was something we’d be able to fix with work. If we could make hair regrow we could definitely work out how to fix any major side effects. Hell, if it was affecting my cock, then if we isolate how it was doing that then maybe we could even work out how to make it so the formula not only effect hair but also effect cock size or potency. Or maybe we could split the formula and make two products and become even richer.

My head was spinning, buzzing with ideas, but it was hard to think clearly, hard to focus. I was too turned on, too overloaded with pleasure. I needed to cum, and soon, before my brain melted.

I worked my hand harder, gripping tight, but it was not enough. I needed more, but what…

And then something bubbled up at the back of my brain. A desire, a craving, an instinct. Without thinking, too desperate to resist the strange new urge, I shifted one hand back around behind me, to my ass, gripping it firmly.

I moaned a rush of pleasure, head spinning. My ass felt so full and soft, smooth, sensitive, and there was an aching need inside me that felt both new and familiar all at once. I groped myself, delighting in how good my ass felt, wiggling my hips as I stroked my cock. Had it always been so juicy and soft and I’d just never noticed before?

And yet, my hand did not linger on my ass cheek. Desperate to cum, my hand moved on, roamed deeper, creeping towards my crack. My fingertips teased along, soapy and slippery and eager, and when one slipped over my hole I felt my cock throb, becoming momentarily harder.

Clearly, my body knew what it wanted, what it craved, what it needed.

And, armed with that knowledge, nervous and unsure, but too horny to be able to stop, I pressed on. My finger teased around my entrance, my tight hole, even as I stroked my cock, and I whimpered, moaning in delight.

I’d never felt so good, so hot and horny and full of pleasure, yet I still needed more. Bracing myself, almost trembling, I pressed the tip of my finger at my ass, my hole, the slick rosebud of my entrance, and then pressed.

As slippery as my ass and finger was, there was little resistance. As eager as I was, as horny, it was almost as though my ass opened in want and hunger, gaping to accept my finger, almost wet.

My finger slipped deep, teasing, and it felt…

“Fuck.”

My moan was soft, breathy, a whisper of delight. My cock throbbed, getting harder, larger, balls tight. I worked my fingers to find the knot of pleasure within me. My ass clenched down, hungry. I thrust my hips, working my cock into my hand, working my ass onto my finger, fucking myself from both sides.

It was more than I could ever have imagined.

And then… I was cumming. Cumming hard. Cumming harder than I’d ever cum before.

I was cumming, and it was bright and hot and intense and addictive. I could almost feel the pleasure rewriting my brain, my body responding to it. It was better than anything I’d ever felt before, and I wanted more.


Three

It took me a moment to realise what had changed overnight.

As I stared at myself in the mirror all I could see was my hair. My long, thick, luscious hair.

I couldn’t stop smiling. It had been years since I’d last had hair so thick and glorious. As I shook my head I giggled, and I wasn’t sure I’d ever giggled before.

It was grown now down to my chin, loose waves, and quite bright blonde—it was definitely more blonde than I remembered it being, but maybe that was age, a factor of the formula. We’d need to do more tests on others to see if everyone’s experience was the same.

Yet, it felt like there was more than just my hair. Though all I could see was the amazing mane of wonderful blonde waves, I couldn’t help but feel as though there was something I was not seeing.

It took me making a concerted effort to really look at my reflection to see what it was. It took me really focussing on the person in the mirror to see what had changed. And yet… I still struggled to see and believe.

“That’s… maybe it’s just the hair making it seem different?” I said to myself.

The first thing I noticed was my face. With my hair grown longer I looked so much younger, almost like a teenager again, my face softer and cuter, but… it was more than just the hair. Even when I pulled my hair back and out of my face I could see it.

My face really did look younger. It really did look softer, cuter, prettier. My skin looked vibrant and youthful, glowing, and my features were altered slightly, more delicate and refined, like they’d looked when I was much younger, yet still adult. I looked… almost feminine.

And I supposed that made sense. To encourage hair to grow we were messing with hormones and body chemistry, yet such a profound effect seemed startling. But then again my hair growth was also startling, so in some ways it made sense.

Clearly, the formula we’d created was potent, so then any side effects would be potent too. Fortunately, so far, there’d been very few side effects and none that I was worried about. Having hair again was far too amazing so I was willing to accept a few minor side effects. Plus… I looked good.

I’d always been reasonably attractive, but never exceptional, but now… I was kind of hot. The softening of my features had given me a face that was alluring and hypnotic, with big bright eyes, refined cheekbones, a thin nose, a fine jaw, and full, bee-stung lips. I smiled, and I felt a fluttering in my gut as I realised that I was the attractive human in the mirror.

With a youthful face, a full head of hair, and a very full bank account—which I figured was inevitable now I’d seen how successful our product was—I was going to be irresistible. And, excitingly, I thought about what we might be able to do if we were able to isolate the cause of the side effects.

If we could work out the components changing my facial features we might be able to offer a painless alternative to facial surgery. If we could isolate the components that were affecting my cock, and that had made last night’s fun time in the shower so intense, we could market them too.

It was like we were on the cusp of discovering something that could fundamentally change and enhance the human experience. We were going to be very rich, and very famous. I giggled again, the sound light and soft.

Even my laughter seemed different. I wondered how deep the changes went. And then I saw what else had changed.
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I could barely believe it. I looked… I looked so different. How had I not realised? When had it happened?

I blinked, and moved a hand to check, to touch myself, unable to believe my eyes. My hand caressed my thigh and a shiver ran up my spine, my belly fluttering. The change was clearly more than just appearances.

I was hairless. Utterly hairless.

I’d never been a super hairy man, not compared to some of the guys I saw at the gym, covered with thick thatches of body hair, but nor had I been lacking in hirsuteness. I’d been average, which suited me just fine. I was a reasonably hairy dude, and I was okay with that. It was part of my identity, a defining feature of my maleness ever since my mid-teens.

But now… now it was all gone. Now I was smooth. Utterly smooth. My feet, legs, cock, balls, belly, chest, arms, arm-pits, even my face. All my body hair was gone. I remembered last night, playing with myself, groping my ass.

It had felt good. It had felt smooth and soft. Had I been hairless then and not realised? When had it happened? My head spun as I stared at myself.

The only hair left was my eyebrows and eyelashes and the thick, luscious, glorious mane of hair on my head. I was totally smooth. And, more interesting, my body was suddenly a lot more sensitive to touch. Even just my hand on my thigh to check for hair felt strangely pleasant. What would someone else touching me feel like? What would it feel like to have someone touch me somewhere more intimate, more sensitive, more…

I felt my face flush, the fluttering in my belly intensifying. I needed to focus. I knew I didn’t have time to stand around staring at myself, daydreaming about maybes. I had work to do.

And with that in mind, I turned away from the mirror and set to dressing. With all the unintended side effects I was encountering I knew we needed to begin work on isolating and correcting for them. It was going to be a lot of work, but I knew we could do it. We’d invented the formula after all, so I knew we could fix it. With my creativity and Troy’s stubborn resolve, with our combined genius I knew we could fix it.

What was happening to me was perhaps beginning to become slightly concerning, but I wasn’t worried. I knew we’d be able to understand it and undo it and perhaps be able to learn from it to develop new products and ideas beyond the original idea of a hair regrowth formula.

So, I wasn’t worried. I wasn’t anxious or fretful, despite the rather sudden changes. It could be undone, and if anything, it was all kind of fun, a once-in-a-lifetime experience. My belly fluttered as I remembered the addictive pleasure of the night before, in the shower, a warm glow radiating through me.

If it was a once-in-a-lifetime experience, maybe I could even lean into it, enjoy it, and if there were some unintended side effects I enjoyed, or that suited me, maybe I could keep them.
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“Fuck. You look… you look…”

Troy couldn’t quite get the words out. He stood, staring at me, eyes wide. I just smiled, chuckling at his shock.

“I know. Quite amazing right? At least we know the formula is potent and we’ve got a working product.”

As I spoke I couldn’t help but fidget, my skin prickling, a hot, burning itchiness creeping over my flesh. The itch had begun just after I’d got dressed and had been getting worse by the second and it was quickly becoming unbearable. Out of all the side effects I’d encountered so far it was easily the worst.

“Yeah, I mean, it clearly works, but… you…”

I shook my head, letting my hair flick through the air. I loved how it felt to have hair again. I felt attractive and hot and I couldn’t stop smiling.

“Look at my hair!” I said. “The growth is way beyond anything we predicted even in our most optimistic models.”

“Yeah, but… it’s not just your hair. I mean… you’ve seen yourself right?” Troy said.

I stopped showing off my hair and looked at him, meeting his eyes, making a show of taking him seriously. I nodded.

“Yeah, and I know it’s a bit of an unintended side effect but it’s nothing we can’t cope with. Plus, I’ve been thinking… if the formula can have these side effects, maybe we can isolate them, find what’s doing it, and…”

“We can develop additional products for market.” Troy finished my sentence.

I smiled. We’d always been in sync.

“Exactly.” I said. “Just think what we could do. Which is why we can’t stop now.”

“You want to keep going?” He asked.

I nodded again. I was adamant I wanted to keep going. I needed to keep going. I wanted my hair back, and… just thinking about the formula was making my head spin.

After my experience yesterday, in the shower, and feeling myself this morning, realising how sensitive and good I felt, I was curious what it might be like to take more, to push further. I wanted to explore, to experience this once-in-a-lifetime chance to feel something different.

Plus, it was a unique opportunity for us to discover what the formula could really do. As one of the developers being able to experience it first-hand was invaluable. This was my chance to really understand our product and what it was capable of. I couldn’t stop now. I didn’t want to stop.

I needed to push further.

“Yeah. Absolutely. I mean, we need to really find out what it can do, and being the one to feel it I can give detailed feedback on the process and… and… fuck…”

The itching was so mad it was becoming a distraction. I couldn’t stop myself from scratching, but that, if anything, was only making things worse. The scratching was causing the fabric of my clothes to rub against my skin, and given my lack of body hair, and the newfound sensitivity, my clothes felt suddenly coarse and rough and very unpleasant.

“Are you okay?” Troy asked.

I nodded, not wanting to worry him, but the itching was getting worse. Every movement caused my clothes to rub against my skin. Itchy, coarse, rough, unpleasant clothes. My body was so sensitive and soft and my clothes felt positively ugly.

I’d worn nothing out of the ordinary, just a pair of jeans and a loose shirt. They were both well-worn, freshly laundered, and were what I’d have considered comfortable before today. Yet in that moment, I wanted to tear them off.

“Yeah, I just… I… one of the side effects I think. My skin is more sensitive to touch so my clothes are not irritating my skin.”

“Yeah, I can see.” Troy said. “Can you go put on something else? Something softer?”

I shook my head.

“I could, but… it’d just be more of the same. This is, if anything, one of my more comfortable outfits. I don’t own anything softer.”

I felt a stab of regret and annoyance at that. Jeans and a shirt were far from soft in the scale of things, but they were definitely amongst the softest things I owned. Why was it that none of my clothes were soft?

“You can’t keep scratching like that. Not only are we not going to be able to get any work done but you run the risk of hurting yourself.” Troy said.

I nodded, agreed, but what was I supposed to do?

“I think I have an idea.” Troy said. “Go to your room and take your clothes off and wait for me. I’ll go get you something softer to wear and hopefully that will help ease things for you.”

I stared at Troy, smiled.

“Thank you.” I said.

And I headed off to my room to get undressed, let my skin settle, and wait.
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I undressed as quickly as I could then sat and did my best not to scratch and further irritate my skin. Gradually, thanks to the lack of clothing and the cool air, the itching began to subside and I was able to relax. In the end, I didn’t have to wait much more than an hour before there was a knock on my door.

“Special delivery!” Troy said.

There was a note of forced cheer to his voice.

“I’ll just set the bag outside your door and leave it. Unfortunately, there wasn’t much to choose from but… I found the softest things I could. If you wear them it should help and we’ll be able to work on fixing the side effects. Just… know I’m not going to judge.”

“What do you…”

“Just put the clothes on and come down to the lab.” Troy said.

And before I could say anything else I heard footsteps, the sound of him leaving. I wondered what he had meant, but there was an easy way to find out.

I opened the door a crack, aware that I was naked, not wanting to expose myself, but the hallway was empty apart from a plain bag outside my door. I grabbed it, shut my door, then moved to empty the bag out onto my bed. My heart sank as I realised why Troy had sounded so sheepish.

“Fuck.” I said to myself.

But what choice did I have? I couldn’t work naked, and I couldn’t wear my clothes, so… that just left the items on the bed. They certainly looked soft, but I couldn’t really wear them. Could I?
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In the end, I really didn’t have a choice, so I decided to at least try them on. I was a scientist after all, and this would be valuable feedback about my skin’s sensitivity. Yet, I was determined not to enjoy it.

I picked up the underwear first, a pair of silk pants, silk panties, and a silk vest, a slip, that were almost slippery between my fingers, the material so sheer it shimmered. They really were a lot softer than my cotton underwear.

I slipped the panties on first, the cloth caressing over my legs, tugging them into place around my ass and hips, my cock snug, and I wiggled, moving, testing the way the fabric felt. The itching was… there was no itching. They felt almost good, like wearing them was a relief, a bliss, something oddly pleasant and reassuring and sensual about how they felt against my soft, smooth skin. And…

I giggled and blushed as I realised how good they made my ass look. In just the panties, with long, smooth, full legs, I looked… hot.

My cock throbbed. I needed to focus though. I could enjoy myself and the side effects later. For now, I needed to get dressed, and I was suddenly a lot more excited to get dressed.

After the panties, I slipped on the vest, the same sheer black silk as the panties, and it felt just as soothing against my skin, and I couldn’t help but gasp as it caressed against my body, my nipples getting hard as I let it fall down over my chest, a bright crash of pleasure centred around each hard nub that made it difficult to focus.

After the vest I slipped on the pantyhose, sheer black silk, the fabric hugging and caressing my legs, sensual and soft. Compared to my jeans the material was like a sensual, soothing caress.

Part of my brain, the rational part, the scientist, was intrigued by it all, how the formula was affecting me, how I was changing, how different materials were causing different reactions, and I knew we’d need to record all of this data, but another part, a new, bold, giddily eager part, was just… excited. I could feel it, the enthusiasm, the pleasure, the joy.

Not only did the new clothes feel good, but they looked good too, and I was enjoying how they made me look.

I looked… cute. My legs were so smooth, long, clad in sheer black pantyhose, and the way the panties and the pantyhose hugged my hips and ass it was almost like I had curves, like my hips were wider, and my ass rounder. I looked… sexy.

I wiggled, giggled, and blushed. My head was spinning.

After the pantyhose I slipped on the trousers, a pair of stretchy black leggings, like the yoga pants I’d seen women wear at the gym. At first, I thought Troy had bought the wrong size but I soon realised that the soft, sensual fabric was just much stretchier than I realised.

As I slipped them on I realised that they were going to be very tight, but part of me loved that. As I pulled them all the way up I couldn’t help but delight in how they hugged my legs, my hips, my ass, and I felt my body throbbing with a warm glow of pleasure.

After the leggings, I pulled on the sweater. It looked relatively ordinary compared to the other clothes, like something I’d normally wear, a simple hoody, except it was in a soft pastel shade of pink I’d never normally be seen dead in. Yet, as I slipped it on, I realised that it too was much softer than anything I owned, and that combined with the silk slip I was wearing underneath meant that there was no itching.

I felt soothed, soft, sensual, caressed. I smiled. If anything, I felt even better than usual.

The final touch was a pair of simple trainer-style boots Troy had bought me, the inside lined with soft fleece. They were the kind a lot of women wore around the gym and when out for coffee, not particularly sexy, but clearly feminine and cute in their own way. I slipped them on, and I could immediately see why so many women chose to wear them. They were really comfortable.

With my shoes on I turned to face the mirror and I froze. I blinked, stunned.

The image in the mirror wasn’t me. It was…

It had taken a change of clothes to make me see it. It had taken feminine clothes for me to see what was really happening.

The outfit I had on was like any pretty young woman would wear when going out to do shopping or get coffee, like many women wore jogging when it was cold, or to the gym. It was feminine, fitted, just slightly sexy and cute. With that on there was no denying the changes, the side effects.

My hair had grown longer, true, long blonde waves that framed my face, but my face too had changed, become softer, cuter, more refined, with a youthful glow. And the changes had not stopped there.

It wasn’t just my hair—head and body—and my face. It was my body too.

In the leggings it was now clear that my legs were fuller, and my hips were wider, but most obvious of all… my ass was rounder and fatter and plumper. I had a peachy, round, juicy ass.

I giggled as I saw it. Part of me, the scientist, was intrigued, fascinated, excited to isolate the parts of our formula that had caused such a change. If we could reproduce it in isolation we’d make even more money, could help even more people. And the other part, the new, loud, joyful, boisterous part, was thrilled at how cute I looked.

I really did look cute. I looked like a cute young woman. A little plain, my chest flat, my features slightly androgynous, and without make-up or accessories, but still undeniably cute, pretty, and feminine.

I wiggled my hips and smiled at myself, a fluttering in my chest and belly. I could feel joy swelling up, excitement. I knew it would all be reversible, that everything would be fine and I’d be back to my old self soon enough. I was confident in mine and Troy’s ability to solve this unintended side effect, so there was no fear or anxiety.

Instead, I resolved to just enjoy it. It was new, a novel experience, and both the scientist in me, and the new, eager, hungry part of me was keen to make the most of the experience that I could.


Four

“How do I look?” I said as I stepped into the room.

I blushed as I realised what I’d said, and how I’d said it. My voice was almost soft and flirtatious, playful. I’d never talked to Troy like that before. Why now?

And yet as Troy turned to look at me that question fell out of my head. The way he looked at me, his expression, the flicker in his eyes, made my chest feel suddenly tight, made my head feel empty, and made my body feel too hot. Had he always been that handsome?

“Callum? Shit… I mean… you look… you’ve changed.” He said.

I smiled. He looked almost flustered, and realising that I was the reason he was so flustered. I could see his eyes wide, the pink in his cheeks, and he was struggling for words. My best friend, normally so eloquent, was struggling for words.

And… I’d done that. Just by looking the way I did. Why did that feel good?

“Yeah, I know. But… it’s just a side effect. Think about what we can do if we can learn how this all works. Not only can we affect hair growth, but we can affect the whole body. With what we could learn from this first test we could make a whole suite of products to change the way people live their lives. Think how many lives we could make better?”

Troy nodded, but I could tell he was barely listening. The way he was looking at me stirred something in me.

He looked different, changed somehow. He looked far more attractive than I remembered him, and he smelt better too. He looked broader, taller, but that didn’t make any sense. And then I realised… I must have gotten shorter.

One more side effect. Our formula really was miraculous.

Yet I was confident that the two of us together could work out how to reverse the changes, how to refine and isolate the properties. The two of us together could do anything. We just needed to focus and concentrate and…

Something behind Troy caught my eye. Just the sight of it caused my belly to flutter, a sudden hunger, a thirst, a craving. The formula.

“Is that today’s dose?” I said.

I smiled even as I said it. I’d set the batch up to process last night, and I knew it was more potent than the original batches. I’d not known the full extent of the formula then and had been confident in pushing it to the limit to see what it did.

I knew now that taking such a potent, concentrated dose was a bad idea. And yet… I could see it. I could feel the craving in me.

I could vividly remember the pleasure from the night before, in the shower, that rush of lust that had come after I’d had the last dose.

I wanted to feel that again.

And… the changes so far hadn’t been that extreme, and I was enjoying the novelty of it, the chance to experience something different. I was curious about what more would feel like.

The scientist in me knew it was a terrible idea, that I should stop and monitor the situation, examine the data, understand it, but the scientist was overpowered by the new part of me that had awoken. The bold, eager, joyful voice wanted more of the formula, needed it, craved it, hungered for it.

That voice wanted to go further, wanted more pleasure, wanted to see just how extreme the side effects might become. I felt my chest getting tight as I battled with myself.

“Yeah, today’s dose.” Troy said. “I got it ready while you were getting dressed. But you can’t. Seeing you in those clothes it’s clear there’s more going on than just a cure for baldness. You look totally different. I mean… you’ve seen yourself, right? You look… you look…”

“Hot?” I said.

I blushed even as I said it, not sure where the word came from. Yet, I meant it too. I did look hot, and I felt it. There was something so playful and liberating about being cute and soft and feminine, about dressing like a cute girl heading out to the gym or on a casual date, about having long blonde hair, a pretty face, a body with subtle curves.

Plus, the way Troy was looking at me, the way he was reacting, the flush to his cheeks, was… thrilling. Knowing I could tease my best friend, get him flustered, mess with his head, was a once in a lifetime thrill I was not about to pass up.

“I… that’s not what I meant. I mean, you do, in a way, but… the changes. If you take that concentrated dose who knows what it’ll do to you. We made it up before we both realised what the formula could do. We have to stop now, examine you, look over the data. If you take any more there’s no telling what might happen, how you might change.”

I smiled, fluttering my eyelashes.

“Yeah, but… look at it another way. Our models never saw this. We never predicted this.”

As I spoke I moved in a way to accentuate my body, and I delighted in how flustered Troy became as I wiggled my hips and ass, the way he watched my body.

“So the only way we’re going to get reliable data is through testing. Consider this the last, final test. Once I take this we can monitor me and examine me and run over the data, but… we need to do this.”

I tried to sound calm, rational, like the scientist I was trained to be. I didn’t want Troy to know how much I craved the formula. If he knew how much I needed it I knew he’d never let me take it.

“Think of this as the best way for us to get all the data we’ll need to get it to market. If I take that, and we study the results, we’ll have not just a hair growth formula, but a whole range of products. We’ll be set for life!”

Troy stared at me. I could see he was buying it. He had to let me have it. I needed the formula.

“No.” Troy said, shaking his head. “It’s too dangerous and you’re my best friend. We need to monitor you and work out what’s happened and how we treat it before we go any further. You’re right, the data would be valuable, but you’re worth more than data.”

I stared at him, trying hard not to show how horrified I was, how desperate. My head was spinning.

I smiled.

“Yeah, I guess you’re right.” I said. “We should go slow.”

I could see the moment Troy relaxed, believing I’d seen sense. It was at that moment I pounced.

Before Troy realised what was happening, what I was doing, I was past him, and I had grabbed the new, concentrated formula. I lifted it to my lips and I drank, downing it, drinking all of it.

“Callum! What are you…”

I turned and gave him my prettiest smile.

“Relax.” I said. “Everything is going to be…”

And then I felt it hit. Pleasure, pain, a bright hot fizzing in my gut more intense than anything before. I could feel my whole body vibrating.

“Callum?”

Troy moved towards me, but I couldn’t answer. My vision blurred, the room span, and I moaned in agony and delight as I collapsed to the floor, and everything went black.
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There was a quiet sound, drumming, constant, and it took me a moment to realise it was the beating of my heart, drumming in my skull. It was dark. I tried to move but I felt heavy, like I was weighed down by heavy iron chains, shackled and bound.

“Callum?”

A voice. Close. Troy’s voice. I ached. Memory stirred.

I’d drunk the concentrated formula against Troy’s recommendation. I’d tricked him, pretended I agreed, then I’d run to down it, swallowing all of it.

Why? Why had I done that?

Yet, even as that thought occurred I knew why. I’d wanted it. I’d needed it. I’d wanted more data, wanted to observe what would happen, wanted to discover what our formula could really do.

I wanted to see what it had done to me. How had I changed? I tried to move again and it was easier, my body waking up slowly, aching slightly. The chains were falling off.

“Callum? Are you awake?” Troy said.

I shifted, blinking, then moved to sit up. The room was too bright and for a moment my head spun and I worried I might black out again.

But the spinning slowed, stopped, and I took a deep breath. I was okay. I was fine. I smiled

“Where… where am I?”

I wasn’t in my bedroom.

“I brought you to the examination room so I could monitor you and the effect of the formula. You’d been unconscious for almost twenty-four hours, and…”

“What happened?” I asked. “Did it work? Are there more changes? Do we have the data?”

I was suddenly excited at the prospect of all the data we would have collected, information about how the formula was affecting me, what it was doing to me, how it was changing me and transforming me. Yet… it was more than that too. I was excited to see what I looked like.

If two doses had changed me, altered me, then what would the concentrated dose have done to me? I needed to see.

I shifted and moved to step off the bed, looking around the room for a mirror. I could feel my heart speeding up.

“I think you should stay sat, let me explain and…”

“I need to see. I’ve got to see what we’ve made.” I said.

But I was lying. Though I was intrigued by the science, and eager to see the data so I could understand what was going on, the real reason I wanted to find a mirror was that I wanted to see how I looked. I wanted to see how I’d changed. There was a fluttering in my belly, and a voice in my head was excited by the idea that my transformation had continued, had become more extreme.

I slipped off the bed, the floor cold on my bare feet, and moved slowly, still a little unsteady on my feet, as though I was unsure about how to walk, slightly clumsy like a newborn fawn. Troy moved to my side so that he could catch me if I stumbled and fell and I was struck by the fact that he was taller than me.

Troy had never been taller than me. Yet he was two or three inches taller than me now, and he seemed suddenly broader too. And he looked… good, and he smelled even better. My head swam.

“Fine, but go slowly. There’s a mirror on the other side of the privacy curtain. I’ll come with you.”

Troy stood close to me, his hand on the small of my back to guide and care for me, and the gesture felt suddenly comforting, reassuring. I smiled. My belly fluttered.

As I walked I realised why I felt so clumsy. My body was different. My legs were shorter, my hips wider, my thighs thicker, my gait changed, yet learning to walk with my new body was not too difficult, as though my nervous system had already adjusted and it was just my conscious mind that needed to catch up. Fortunately, I’d always been a quick learner, and I figured learning what my new body could do was all part of being a good scientist.

It was my duty to gather data given my unique situation. It was why I’d drunk the concentrated formula after all. Right?
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I stood in front of the mirror and I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. It was impossible. There was no way it could be real.

Yet the proof was in front of me. All I had to do was look in the mirror or look down at myself.

I moved, shifting, posing, and the person in the mirror moved with me, copying me exactly, because they were me. I was… I was utterly transformed.

“I’d say they were more than side effects now.” Troy said. “But I think with the data we have from monitoring your change overnight we can work out what happened and isolate the properties and reverse the unwanted changes without affecting the hair growth. Maybe.”

I nodded, but I was only half listening. I was too fascinated by the person in the mirror to give Troy my full attention. I was too fascinated by the girl in the mirror.

I giggled as I stared at her, at me, at the person I’d become.

One thing was very clear. The formula really did cause hair growth. My hair was now long, grown down to just past my shoulders, falling in long, bright platinum waves, a thick glorious mane of bright blonde hair.

Yet it was not just my hair. It was now clear that the other changes could no longer be dismissed as just side effects.

My face had changed further, had become youthful and pretty, with fine delicate feminine features, big bright eyes, and full, puffy, bee-stung lips. Even my eyelashes looked thicker and darker, making it seem like I was wearing just a hint of makeup, and my lips were so pink and wet that they looked… distracting.

Yet my hair and face were the least of the changes. The rest of my body had changed even more dramatically.

I’d been unconscious for almost a whole day. Almost twenty-four hours. And in that time my entire body had been transformed. Standing next to Troy, looking into the mirror, it was clear that I was shorter now. Much shorter. And I was smaller too, my shoulders narrower, my arms thinner, much of my muscle and bulk gone.

Yet I hadn’t just shrunk. In some places, I’d grown. In some places, I’d got bigger.

My hips were wider now, and quite prominent, which, combined with the swelling in my ass, gave me an accentuated womanly curve. My ass was round, plump, juicy, almost a bubble-butt, and my thighs too were thicker, though even as I stood with my feet together I could not help but notice the thigh gap I now had.

I blushed as I stared at myself, wiggling my hips, and the way my body jiggled made my heart skip and my belly flutter, a throbbing in my cock. There was something so fun about how I looked now.

The scientist in me was fascinated, but the new part, the bolder part, was just… giddy.

I turned and watched my reflection. My waist was smaller, my ribs not as broad, but my chest was, if anything, larger.

That was the most dramatic change. My chest. My breasts. Overnight my chest had gone from flat to… voluptuous. I had tits. I had big, heavy, full tits, and under the surgical gown Troy had dressed me in after I’d collapsed, I could clearly see my nipples, hard, straining at the fabric.

Even my nipples were changed.

My nipples were wider, thicker, longer, and they were hard enough to cut glass. Each movement caused the fabric of my gown to rub against them and the sensation sent shivers of pleasure down my spine.

I was just as smooth as I’d been the day before, but I was adjusting to the newfound sensitivity. My skin was less irritated, but more keen to touch, and everything just felt amazing, like the world was suddenly full of new sources of pleasure.

I giggled. I looked so cute and hot and… sexy. I felt so good.

“Definitely more than just side effects.” I said. “But just think, if we can isolate and reproduce this, we’ll be able to change the world. Think how many lives we can improve. Now, aren’t you glad I drank that formula yesterday? Aren’t you glad we’ve got all that new data?”

Troy sighed, nodded. I watched him in the mirror, stood close, as though he were guarding me.

It was odd being smaller than him now. He looked so different, and being close to him felt different. I could feel a tightness in my chest and belly, a heat in my crotch.

“Yeah, the data is useful, but… I’m worried about you. These changes are way outside anything we predicted.”

“But they are reversible, right?” I said. “So no need to worry. We can look at all the data and do some science stuff and everything will be fine.”

I knew everything would be fine. We were smart.

Yet, at the same time, the thought of reversing the changes stirred emotions in me that were unexpected and strange. I ignored them though, pushed them to the side, because Troy’s expression worried me.

He looked… fretful.

“I… yes, they probably are reversible. The data suggest we can undo all of them, but… there’s a couple of details we need to be careful of.”

There was a note of something close to fear in his voice, caution, wariness. It sent a chill along my spine—what if I was stuck like this, what if the changes were not reversible—but at the same time there was almost a sense of joy too. Where did that come from?

“What is it?”

Troy was quiet for a moment, and he looked almost… embarrassed.

“Well, it’s… it’s kind of hard to say. I mean, it’s not like it’s ever going to happen, but… I just figured you should know, that I should warn you, just in case.”

I waited. Troy chuckled. I’d never seen him this flustered before.

“Well, it’s… the changes are all reversible, but… they might not be. You need to be careful that you don’t make them permanent.”

My heart skipped, my belly fluttered. Permanent?

“How? I mean… what would I need to do, or not do?” I asked.

Troy looked at me and blushed. I’d never seen him blush before.

“It’s… like I said, it’s not something that’s going to happen, but, I figure you need to know so you can just be careful, so you’re aware of the risks.”

I nodded. That made sense.

“It’s… the changes… if you were to receive a large dose of external male hormones then they could become permanent.”

I frowned.

“What do you… how…”

Troy shifted, chuckled.

“If you were to… I mean… I’m talking about semen. Another person's semen. If you were to get a large enough dose of testosterone from another person's semen, either… either orally, or anally, then the changes could become permanent.”

I blinked. My mind spun. Semen. Orally or anally. Finally, I knew why Troy had been so embarrassed. I felt my cheeks blaze.

I giggled, suddenly shy. If I were to get… to be… if I were to…

“Yeah, I don’t think that’ll be happening, so I figure I’m safe.” I said.

Troy nodded, smiling.

“Yeah, I know, but… the data… I had to tell you.” He said.

I nodded, and thanked him for his honesty. It was useful information to know.

But I was safe. There was no chance of that, was there?


Five

After giving me a final check over—the whole thing oddly embarrassing given my new body, Troy examining me, close, the mutual awareness of how I’d changed and what it meant, the warning he’d given me—Troy left me to get dressed.

“I bought you some new clothes since the old ones I got you yesterday were not going to fit you given your… changes. These should be okay though. Sorry about them but given your measurements they were the best I could do.” He said as he left, handing me a bag.

I took it, and as he left I looked inside. I could see why he’d apologised. Yet, at the same time, there was something oddly exciting about the clothes I’d been given.

The clothes the previous day had been feminine, girly, but plain. These were anything but plain.

Given my loss of height, my wider hips, rounder ass, fuller thighs, my narrower waist and my perky, fat breasts, it was obvious any outfit was going to look good on me, but what Troy had given me was going to look hot. And I was kind of excited by that.

I’d never been unattractive, and had even been called handsome a few times, but I’d never been hot. I’d never felt sexy. In my new body, with the clothes Troy had handed me, there was no way I could feel anything but sexy.

Yet, I couldn’t think about that. I had work to do. We had data to go over, a formula to work on, side effects to resolve.

There was no time to worry about how I was going to look. Still, part of me couldn’t help but feel eager and excited to see how I was going to look, and I couldn’t help but wonder if that excitement itself was a side effect.

The changes so far had been quite dramatic, yet I’d remained calm and curious about them, had almost enjoyed them. Rationally I knew I should have been scared, unnerved, perturbed, but I… just wasn’t.

I was almost enjoying it all. In fact, in many ways, I was enjoying it.

The scientist in me was treating it as just a rare chance to experience and study something new, something I’d never experienced before. It was new data, and new data was always exciting.

But it was more than that. It was more than data. The scientist in me was just one part of me. There was a new, loud, bold, brash, eager part of me that was embracing the changes, that was excited by them all.

I could still clearly remember my experience in the shower, that pleasure, unlike anything I’d experienced before, but it ran deeper than just pleasure. There was something fun about being pretty, about being cute and feminine and sexy. Part of me was embracing it, was eager and glad for it, and I couldn’t help but wonder what that meant.

Still, I had more important things to worry about. So, taking a deep breath, I forced my inner scientist to the front. I had a problem to solve. I had side effects to undo. Didn’t I?
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I slipped the panties on first, black silk and lace, though they were skimpier than the first pair I’d worn—though I couldn’t help but wonder if that was by design, or if my ass was just that much larger now, my hips that much wider, so that my panties were unable to cover as much of my luscious new booty—so that they left a lot of flesh uncovered. As I tugged them into place I couldn’t help but delight in how they felt, how they made me look. I was cute, and even my cock, so much smaller now, looked adorable in them.

After the panties, I turned my attention to the bra Troy had left me. Just the sight of it made me blush. I was going to have to wear a bra.

There was no way around it. My tits were too big. I needed the support if I were to be comfortable all day, and aside from that I needed something to cover my nipples or they’d be hard and stiff and poking through whatever I wore distracting both me and Troy all day.

So, resigned, I slipped it on, fastening it around my waist backwards before spinning it around and slipping it up and over my tits, slipping my arms through the straps. I was surprised by how comfortable it was, the added support making my heavy tits seem just a little lighter, with the added benefit that the lift made them look slightly larger, giving me a deep valley of cleavage. Why did I like that?

After the underwear I slipped on a new pair of pantyhose, the sheer silk material comforting on my smooth, sensitive legs, then I slipped on the outer garments.

The skirt was simple enough, a knee-length black skirt that was tight fitting—especially around the ass and hips, practically painted on to show off every wiggle and jiggle of my new body, a fact that excited and pleased me immensely—and it was paired with a similarly simple blouse, white, thought the material of it was surprisingly thin so that the black lace and silk of my bra could be seen through it.

Out of all of my clothes, only the blouse was a poor fit. Though it was sized correctly around my waist and lower body, fitting neatly over my shoulders and arms, I could only button it part of the way up.

My tits were too large for me to fasten all of the buttons, so I was forced to leave my cleavage and a small hint of my bra visible. I looked almost… slutty. I smiled, thrilled by it. I’d never felt slutty before.

The feeling was new and bright and addictive. The thought that I was, for a brief time, going to get to play the role of a slutty, sexy, blonde scientist, excited me. I couldn’t wait to see Troy’s reaction.

So, with that thought exciting me, I slipped on the shoes Troy had bought me—shoes I needed because even my feet were smaller now.

They were simple enough, and matched the outfit well, but part of me wondered if maybe he could have got me something other than heels. Sure, they were low heels, but still…

Yet as I slipped them on I felt something almost click, and part of me was glad Troy had chosen heels. The way they made me stand, the way they shifted my posture, made me feel… hot.

I stepped towards the mirror, noticing how the heels made me walk with more of a wiggle and a strut. My hips rolled and my ass jiggled, and I found I enjoyed the sensation, the thrill of it.

As I stepped in front of the mirror I saw myself, and I couldn’t help but grin, giggling. In my surgical gown the change had been undeniable, but dressed as I was, it was stark, and breathtaking.

I was completely transformed.

I was a sexy, curvaceous, beautiful young woman. I was hot.

Our formula had done this to me. Not only had my hair grown, but my whole body had changed. I looked… amazing.

I was a whole new person. I was a new person I liked.

“Looking like this I feel like… like I need a new name to suit my new look.” I said, giggling again.

I was giggling a lot recently.

“Callum is no name for a cute girl.” I said to myself. “How about… Callie.”

Even as I said it I knew it fit perfectly. Callie. A pretty name for a pretty girl.

And I was that pretty girl. For now at least.

I felt a pang of emotion stab at my heart. Once the data was analysed and processed, once we’d modified the formula, the changes would all be undone.

But that was what I wanted, right?

My body throbbed. My head spun. I giggled.

I was just doing this for the data, the experience. Nothing more.

Yet, there was something more tickling at the back of my head. There was a soft, fluttering, eager voice, too quiet to hear clearly.

I shifted, staring at my reflection.

I was so hot, so sexy, so dazzling and brazen. I could feel my body heating up.

Ever since I’d woken up I could feel it, the lust and the desire, the same as before, only dulled by a foggy head. Now though I was fully awake, and I could feel my desire kindling to new heat.

Seeing myself dressed as I was, was doing things to me. It was making my head spin and my cock ache. I could feel the familiar tightness in my chest, in my gut, but there was more than that too. There was now a new hunger in me.

Or, more precisely, in my ass. After my fun in the shower, it was as though I’d awoken an animal, a beast, a ravenous desire that was only getting worse. And it was all centred around my ass.

If my fingers had felt so good, then what would more feel like? I blushed as the thought embedded itself firmly in my mind, demanding my attention.

What would more fingers feel like, or a toy, or…

I felt my ass clench and my mouth water. The voice at the back of my head grew agitated and eager and wanton. My heart skipped, my body quivered.

And then I remembered the warning Troy had given me. The changes could become permanent. I blushed as I realised I was perhaps in just a tiny bit more danger than I thought.

But it wasn’t like I was going to give in to these new desires, was it? So I was perfectly safe, wasn’t I?

Yet maybe there was a small, tiny, insignificant part of me that didn’t want to be safe, and that realisation both scared and thrilled me.
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As I stepped into the lab where Troy was working I couldn’t resist the urge to show off a little. I knew that the misadventure would soon be over, that I’d soon be back to my old self, so why not enjoy it I figured.

So, as I walked in, I did my best to walk with a wiggle and a strut, shaking my hips and ass, heels clicking. As Troy looked up I smiled and I gave an extra wiggle to my shoulders too, walking as though I were on a catwalk, showing off my body in the clothes he’d picked out for me. I knew from the look on his face that he had not expected me to look so stunning.

The way his eyes went wide, the way he became quickly flustered, the way he struggled to speak excited me in ways I’d never been excited before. As I came to stop just in front of him I did my best to stand in a way that made both my ass and tits stick out, showing off my curves in the tight skirt, and my cleavage in the partially unbuttoned blouse.

“Thank you for the clothes.” I said, my voice soft and almost alluring.

The change to my voice, the softness in it, the feminine purr, was something I was still getting used to, but I was definitely enjoying the new sensation of sounding so seductive. It was also fun to know I could tease my best friend in ways I’d never been able to tease him before.

“I… yeah, you're welcome. I… I tried to guess your size.” Troy muttered.

It was clear he was struggling to keep eye contact with me, struggling against his desire to glance at my chest. On a whim I yawned, stretching, making my tits stand out even more, and I was delighted to see Troy’s will falter as he took a quick glance.

“Yeah, most of them fit okay. The skirt's quite tight and the panties are pretty tiny, but overall okay. The only problem was the blouse. I’m a little bigger than you thought obviously so I wasn’t able to button it up all the way.”

I spoke softly, slowly, watching Troy carefully. I was excited by the way he blushed, squirmed. Again I saw him glance down, at my exposed cleavage. I felt my belly flutter at the idea that I’d made Troy think about my fat ass in the skimpy black panties he’d bought me.

“I… sorry. I had to guess and well… I suppose I’m not used to women’s sizes. When I put the gown on you we were still, well, you were still kind of you, before the big changes began, not that I mean big in that way, but… well… you got bigger after I dressed you so I couldn’t see and… not that I wanted to see, or look, or peek. I’m not a pervert and you’re my friend. I just… oh fuck it this is just too weird. I’m sorry okay.”

I giggled, delighting at how flustered Troy was. There was something so exciting about knowing I was having an effect on him.

“It’s fine. I’m just teasing. But… I kind of like how it looks on me. I mean, this is a pretty wild experience, but I’m leaning into it and having fun. It’s not like this is the kind of thing you get to do every day, you know what I mean?”

Troy nodded.

“We’ll be able to write a dozen papers on this. The press are going to go wild when they find out what we’ve discovered. If we can isolate the different active components and reproduce the side effects in isolation we’re going to change the world.”

I smiled. I was glad Troy finally saw how amazing this opportunity was for us.

“Exactly. With the data we’ve got on my changes, we should be able to get it all worked out in no time.”

“And we’ll be able to change you back, don’t worry.” Troy said.

I nodded.

“I’m not worried.”I said. “But like I said, while we work on it I’m just going to enjoy the novel experience of being hot.”

As I spoke I wiggled again, shaking my hips, ass, making my tits jiggle. I was delighted when Troy did more than glance. I felt my whole body light up with new emotions and feelings.

Had he always been so attractive? Now that I was shorter than him, smaller than him, it was like I could see a completely different side of him. He really was well built, stocky and muscular, handsome, with kind, intelligent eyes. And, more interestingly, the smell of him was enticing. As I stepped in just a little closer I took a deep breath and my head spun, my knees suddenly weak. I felt the heat in my belly flare up and my ass clenched, a hunger.

I could vaguely remember Troy’s warning. I needed to be careful. But so long as I was careful I could still have fun. I could still tease him, and enjoy this new experience. Maybe I could even…

“We have work to do.” Troy said suddenly, snapping me from my daze.

I blushed a deep pink when I realised where my mind had been wandering. I had been thinking about Troy, about his warning, about…

I giggled.

“Yeah, work, data.” I said.

Normally the thought of working on so much new data would have thrilled me, but in that moment my mind was elsewhere and was occupied with more fun thoughts. In that moment, I could think of a few things that sounded a lot more fun than analysing data, and I wondered if maybe the side effects were more than just physical.


Six

With the realisation that maybe the formula had affected more than just my body, that maybe it was affecting my mind too, I forced myself to focus, yet it was difficult. Even as I moved away from Troy as we both set to work at our usual desks, I could not help but feel his presence in the room.

The smell of him was everywhere, a faint musk that kept me on edge, and at times I could sense him watching me. In those moments something would take hold of me, take control of me, and I’d be unable to resist the urge to stretch or yawn or wiggle, turning to look over my shoulder to catch Troy eyeing me up—much to my delight.

Whenever I caught him he’d get flustered, apologise, and turn away, but his attention was fun. Knowing he couldn’t help himself, that I was so hot that even my best friend couldn’t resist staring at my new, luscious, hot body, thrilled me.

In what I was wearing, the tight skirt, the white blouse that barely buttoned up, I felt powerful and wanton, sexual in a way I’d never felt before. The pantyhose hugged my smooth, full legs, caressing, and my panties and bra made me feel feminine and cute. Even my heels added to my feeling of being desirable.

Yet it was deeper than the surface. There was a fire in me. A fire that was slowly getting hotter and hotter.

After my first dose of the formula I’d felt energised, and after the second I’d felt uncontrollably horny, but after the third, I’d been so overwhelmed that I’d blacked out.

When I’d woken up I’d had to take in all my changes, everything that had happened, and I’d been with Troy. Since waking up I’d had no time to myself, no time to attend to the need that I could feel deep within, the need that was slowly becoming more and more insistent.

A need that was focused very firmly on my ass.

I blushed, shifted, squirming in my seat, trying my best to ignore it but failing. Maybe if I’d had time to pleasure myself I’d have been able to cope, but I hadn’t, and now I had to concentrate on the data in front of me. Worse, I had to concentrate on the data while trying to ignore the fact that Troy, my best friend, was suddenly very attractive, and also apparently attracted to me.

I could feel the battle within, the scientist wanting to solve the puzzle of the formula, wanting to be rational and calm, and the new voice within me that wanted to have fun and explore the unique situation I was in. I’d spent most of my life as a scientist, calm, rational, thoughtful, methodical, so I had a lot of practice. It should have been an easy battle to win.

But it wasn’t. Because the new voice was strong and loud and insistent. And I could clearly remember how much fun I’d had in the shower, playing with myself, my ass.

What would it feel like now my body had changed further? What would it feel like if I had curves, hips, ass, tits? How could it feel to play with my ass with my fingers, with a toy, now I was so much more sensitive? How could it feel to fondle my tits, teasing my nipples? How would it feel to spread my legs, hike up my skirt, and touch myself? How would it feel to pull my bra down and let my breasts heave free, my nipples hard?

My mind spun even as I tried my best to stare at the screen in front of me. The data seemed almost like a jumbled mess. My belly fluttered and thoughts and feelings raced through my head, demanding my attention.

My heart was racing. My cock ached, a hunger, yet, thankfully it remained small, soft, undemanding. The real demand was behind me. In my ass.

The thought of my fingers pressing in made me quiver, made my ass clench, a throbbing. Every time I moved I could feel my new body, every curve, so sensitive. I was distracted and horny and I needed to focus.

Behind me, I could hear Troy clattering away on his keyboard, processing the data. In the back of my mind hung his warning, the one we’d both been almost dismissive of.

All these changes would become permanent. But there was no risk of that. I was never going to…

But just thinking about it made me even hotter, which was what frightened me. The changes went deeper than the surface. They were affecting my mind, my thoughts, my desires. I had cravings. I had cravings for…

I blushed, and bit down on my bottom lip. The scientist in me knew I needed to work out how to undo these changes, and fast, but the other part seemed almost to delight in tempting me with the forbidden.
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Time passed at a crawl as I tried to work. I managed some analysis, but not much. I spent most of my time either daydreaming or teasing Troy. I just hoped he was making better progress than me, or at least part of me hoped that.

The other part hoped that he was just as distracted as me. I wanted him to be distracted by me. I wanted him to be excited by me.

So, as I stretched for the umpteenth time that afternoon, I looked over my shoulder and smiled as I caught Troy watching. He blushed, looked away quickly, though less quickly than before. Slowly he was getting more confident with staring at me, and I was enjoying that. I wondered how confident he might get with more encouragement.

“How’s it all going on your end?” I asked. “Making much progress with the data?”

Troy nodded, smiled.

“I think I have the basic stuff solved and I just need to resolve this final component then I should have everything we need to make up a formula to counter and reverse the side effects.”

He sounded pleased, almost delighted. I felt a storm of conflicting emotions swell.

On the one hand, if we solved it, I could undo all the changes, get back to who I was, go back to my old, rational, in-control self, but on the other… I’d not really had a chance to enjoy my new body.

I shifted in my seat, squirming. My head was spinning.

“If you’re not busy I could probably use some help. You were always the one better able to intuitively make these leaps in logic. If you help I reckon we can have it all solved by the end of the day.”

I nodded. It made sense. The sooner we had it solved the sooner everything was back to normal. That’s what I wanted, wasn’t it?

Yet as I rose to my feet I felt heavy, as though my body were reluctant. I pushed on though and moved to stand beside Troy so I could see his screen and what he was working on. I did my best to take small, shallow breaths, not wanting to inhale too much of his scent, aware that it was making thinking harder.

“Can you see what I mean?” Troy said, pointing at the problem he was stuck on. “That line there.”

I nodded. I could see where he was stuck, and I frowned. It all made sense, and I could almost feel the solution on the tip of my tongue. It was there. I could feel it. If I could solve it then I’d be able to undo the side effects and go back to normal.

I could feel the conflicting emotions rage, making it difficult to focus—and it was already very difficult to focus given how horny I was and how good Troy smelt. I forced myself to stare at the screen in front of me, the data swirling.

If I got this right then… then I’d be back to being Callum, the old me. Callie would be gone. My new body, and all the possible experiences I could have had with it, would be gone. It seemed unfair. I’d only just got the body.

There was so much I could do, so much I was curious about, so much I wanted. And then I realised that I needed to turn back. I could feel the change in me deeper than just my body, deeper than how I looked. I could feel it in my heart, my mind, my soul. Callie was more than just how I looked.

If I stayed this way too long…

I remembered Troy's warning. A large enough dose of foreign testosterone, a large enough dose of foreign semen—orally or anally ingested—and I could be stuck. I’d laughed that off as an impossibility, but I was beginning to realise that the longer I stayed in my current form, as Callie, the less impossible it seemed.

Just thinking about it, even given the risks it posed, I could feel cravings, desires, needs. I blushed, hot, and bit my bottom lip. I was so horny and distracted that it was difficult to think. But I needed to think. I needed to turn back to my old self. Didn’t I?

“There.” I said, pointing at a line in the data. “You see the spike there? That’s what’s causing this.”

Troy looked where I was pointing, nodded.

“I see it, but what do we do with it?”

I smiled. I could feel a wellspring of ideas burst forth. I’d always been the creative one out of the two of us, the one able to take great leaps in intuition, and clearly the side effects of our formula hadn’t changed that. For that, I was very grateful. If it had, I might have been stuck as Callie—and as that thought occurred I felt an odd thrill of almost joy.

“Shift over. Let me do it. I can see it and it’ll be easier if I drive.” I said.

Troy moved, stepped up out of his chair, offering it to me. I sat, and he stood and loomed over me, and I felt my body throb at how close he was, and how tall and broad and powerful he was, at how good he smelled.

I really needed to focus. The data seemed to swim for a moment. I took a deep breath but that only made it worse, the musky scent of my best friend filling my head.

I could see the solution. I could do it. I just needed to focus.
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It was not as easy as I’d have liked it to be, but in the end, I managed it. In the end we both managed it.

“Done.” Troy said, stepping back from the bubbling flask.

I looked at it and smiled. I couldn’t wait to drink it.

In the end, it had taken us almost six hours to finish the calculations and make the new formula meant to counter and undo the side effects of our original formula. Six hours of working closely with Troy, trying to concentrate as I felt my body getting hotter and hotter, my mind spinning with thoughts and fantasies that were very distracting.

Six hours of being close to him, noticing him watching me, unable to resist the desire to show off for him, delighting in how he became flustered. Six hours of me resisting the urge to run off to the bathroom to touch myself, to take one last chance to explore my body and the new pleasure it afforded me, resisting the urge to feel my soft body, my breasts, my sensitive nipples, to play with my small, cute cock while I teased my ass. Six hours of coming to terms with the fact that my brief exploration of femininity was over.

The whole experience had taught me a lot, had opened my eyes to a lot, and the data and papers we’d be able to write based on it all would make us famous—plus the products we’d be able to develop would make us rich—but I knew there was so much more I could have experienced. There was so much more I wanted to experience. Yet some of it at least was off limits to me if I ever wanted to go back to being just ordinary old Callum.

And that was what I wanted, right? So, I put those thoughts, those desires, those hungers out of my mind.

It was better to turn back as soon as possible I figured, because I knew the longer I stayed in my new body, the greater the risk that I’d give in to my new desires. If I stayed as Callie for too long then there was a good chance I’d never be able to turn back because…

And that thought alone was enough to keep me very distracted.

“You sure that’s it?” I asked.

Troy had always been the better practical chemist. I wasn’t bad, but as distracted and flustered and horny as I was I knew I wouldn’t trust myself to make up something as complicated as the counter formula.

Troy nodded.

“That’s what your adjustments to the data told me to make. If you’re confident in your calculations then I’m confident in my lab work.” He said.

I smiled at him. I couldn’t resist the urge to flutter my eyelashes, biting my bottom lip, and without even thinking I wiggled, small movement of my hips and ass, pressing my arms just slightly together to make my tits seem bigger. I loved how flustered he got and I felt my whole body throb.

Then I caught myself, caught what I was doing. It had been getting worse. I’d gone from just teasing, to flirting, to practically almost seducing my best friend.

“Yeah, I’m sure my calculations were correct.” I said.

In the head space I was in though I was less than certain. I was too preoccupied with other things, with…

“If you want we can sleep tonight and then tomorrow review it all. We could go grab some food and come back with fresh heads tomorrow to…”

Even as Troy spoke my mind started to wander. We could go off, get some food, talk, and I could tease him more, make him squirm. I could play with myself, explore my body one last time, properly, make the most of this chance. I could see what my fingers felt like, maybe even…

I felt my blush surge as I caught where my thoughts were heading. I knew if I stayed in this body much longer I might not be able to control myself. I needed to change back. The scientist in me knew I needed to change back, soon, even if the other voice was adamant I should make the most of my new body, and this unique opportunity.

I needed to turn back, to clear my head, before I did something very, very stupid.

“No. I’m ready.” I said.

And then, before Troy could say anything further, I stepped forward and picked up the flask. I held it in one hand and turned to face Troy. I couldn’t resist giving him one last pose, a wiggle of my hips and a flirty smile.

“Say goodbye to the hot me, and hello to ordinary me.” I said.

And with that, I lifted the vial to my lips and I drank.


Seven

The liquid was cool, bubbly, and it slipped down my throat easily. It was sweet, with a sharp tang, and I stood for a moment waiting for… something.

Nothing happened.

With our original formula, I’d felt something immediately, had felt an effect, but with this there was nothing. Maybe it would take longer to react with my system and counter the side effects, or maybe I wouldn’t feel anything. Or maybe it was a dud. Maybe the calculations were wrong and I’d be stuck in my new body, as Callie, for a while longer.

I felt a surge of joy at that, and a swell of lust, and the strength of those emotions frightened me. How long could I constrain myself and resist the new urges I had. How long would it be before I gave in and the changes became permanent. How long could I endure before…

And then I felt it. Bubbling in my gut, heat, radiating out.

I whimper.

“Fuck. I can feel it.” I said. “It’s working. It’s doing… something…”

“You’re okay?” Troy asked.

I could hear the concern in his voice. I nodded.

I was fine, and if anything it was far less intense than the reaction I’d had to the concentrated dose of our original formula. I could endure it. I could…

And then a wave of pleasure crashed over me. I whimpered, moaned, and fell to my knees. Something was happening.

“Just breathe. Nothing in there should have any negative effects. Just breathe through it and it’ll be fine.”

I smiled through gritted teeth.

“Easy for you to say.” I said. “But… it's not painful. If anything it's more intense pleasure. Fuck… it’s… too much…”

I breathed deep, trying to calm myself, the pleasure swelling. I could feel my body getting hot, throbbing. My sharp inhale caused my head to spin as I got a strong waft of Troy’s musk, even more intense than usual.

I felt a shiver run along my spine, my nipples getting hard, straining against the cloth of my bra. I could feel a tingle run over my skin, a sense of stretching and shrinking all at once. Maybe it was working. Maybe…

“Fuck. Callum. I… I think your calculations were wrong.”

They weren’t wrong. I triple-checked them. I…

“What do you mean?”

“You… that formula, the new one, it’s… you're getting worse.”

But I’d checked. I’d forced myself to focus. I’d gone over the data numerous times and I’d found the problem and…

In the back of my head, I could almost hear a giggle. The new voice was suddenly stronger, louder, brighter.

And then I realised what had happened. It all clicked. I hadn’t got the calculations wrong. I’d got them right. I’d got them perfect. Only…

In my giddy head state, I’d got them reversed. I’d been so horny and focused on how good it felt to be feminine that I’d accidentally got the calculations backwards. I’d not made an antidote to the side effects. I’d made a formula that would make them worse.

And with that realisation, I felt a rush of giddy, heady, delirious joy.

[image: ]

“Callum?” Troy’s voice was fraught with worry. “Callum? Are you okay? Speak to me.”

I took a deep breath, a deep inhale of his intoxicating musk. How had I never realised he smelt so good.

It was a raw, masculine scent, rich and delicious and delightful. I wanted more of it.

As I realised that I giggled, and my belly fluttered. The pleasure had subsided but had not vanished, leaving a small ember of bliss and need and hunger in me, a ravaging desire that needed to be sated.

I shifted, wiggling my hips, feeling out the changes that I’d gone through, the changes my adapted formula had blessed me with.

My skirt was tighter now, so tight it was difficult to move, stretched almost to breaking point over my ass and hips, tight even around my thighs, and I could feel my ass almost swallowing my too small now panties.

As I took another deep breath I felt my chest heave, my massive breasts spilling out of my too-small bra, and then there was a pop as one of the buttons on my blouse came undone, the fastening unable to contain my heaving tits. I looked up and saw Troy watching me, or more correctly, watching my newly exposed breasts, my nipples barely hidden by my bra, straining at the cloth.

I shifted, making them shake and jiggle, and his eyes went wide. The way he blushed, squirming, made my ass clench in want. I felt amazing.

“Don’t worry. We can undo it. We can…”

“Look at me. I’m not worried. I know we can undo it, and we will. This is just more data, an experiment. There’s no need to rush to undo this when there’s so much data we could gather. We need to understand what our discovery can do, right?” I said. “Plus… it’s kind of fun, a new experience. And as scientists we should be all about exploring new experiences, right?”

Even my voice had changed, even softer now, a feminine purr, seductive and full of lust.

“Callum… you… we need to…”

“Not Callum. Callie.” I said. “You should call me Callie. But you didn’t answer me. Shouldn’t we, as scientists, make the most of this novel experience, gather as much data as possible?”

With that I shifted, rising to stand up. As I did my heels slipped off my feet, my feet smaller now and the shoes too big.

I watched as Troy nodded, slowly.

“Yeah, we should but…”

“No buts.” I said.

I moved with a sensual grace that surprised me, as though my body had developed new instincts. I could feel the change in my body—hips, ass, chest, even my hair longer, my thighs fuller—and I liked it. My belly was fluttering, my ass quivering, and my heart was racing.

If I’d been struggling before, I was crumbling now. My resistance was gone, and I could only focus on my need, my hunger, and my desires. And I was a scientist after all. Shouldn’t I do everything I could to get as much data about my new body as I could before I turned back?

With that thought, I stepped forward, towards my best friend. I giggled, blushed, and couldn’t help but imagine all the data we might be able to collect together.

Troy was even taller than before, or rather I was even smaller, petite and cute and voluptuous. I liked how he towered over me now. I liked how powerful and masculine he looked as he stared at my body.

“Look at me Troy. Take a good, long, hard look at me.”

As I spoke I wiggled, shaking my hips and ass, making my tits—almost spilling out of my bra and blouse—jiggle. Troy blushed, struggled to speak.

“Am I not beautiful?” I said. “Is our discovery not amazing? This will change the world. We’ll be rich, but isn’t it our duty to investigate it fully before we end the experiment? I mean, I’ve not really got a chance to fully investigate what this body feels like, or what it can do.”

Even as I said it I knew what I wanted, what I needed. My blush deepened, and I felt my cock tingle, my ass clench. I could feel my mouth watering. I was horny, and I wanted to get fucked.

Maybe it was a side effect of the formula, or maybe it was something that had been in me all along. In the end, though it didn’t matter. All that mattered was that I was horny. I was really, really horny.

I was pretty, cute, sexy, and I wanted to cum.

“Callum, you need to…”

“Not Callum.” I repeated. “Callie.”

Troy nodded, still unable to look me in the eye, his gaze fixed on my body. I stepped towards him, walking on tiptoe, strutting, wiggling my hips and ass.

I delighted in how he stiffened, his expression terse. I could sense the desire in him. I could sense his desire for me.

“Callie… yes… sure… but, this… this is just an accident. We can undo it. I think we should both go to bed, a chance to clear our heads and get some sleep and we can come back to the problem tomorrow.”

“There is no problem.” I said. “But if you insist… I think I have a solution to everything. I think I know just how we can get more data and how we can clear our heads at the same time.”

And with that, I stepped in close to him, looked up at him, and I reached out to put my hand on his chest. I could feel his heart racing, his body trembling. As close as I was his musk was driving me wild.

There was no way I could resist my desire, but at the same time, I didn’t want to resist anymore. I wanted to give in. I wanted to sate my hunger, my need. I wanted to experience everything my new body had to offer.

“Callie… you have to… you have to stop.”

“Shush. Relax. You said we need clear heads, and I know just what’ll clear both of our heads.”

I stepped in even closer. I let my hand slide down Troy’s chest, down over his belly, down to his crotch, resting it there on the hard swell of his cock.

I felt myself blush, my body throbbing. He was hard. He was hard for me. He was hard because he thought I was hot, sexy, beautiful. He was hard because he wanted me.

I squeezed, gently, and rubbed my hand up and down Troy’s cock. It throbbed, pulsed, and I felt my hunger and my need and desire swell.

In the back of my head, I could remember his warning. These changes could become permanent if I got another man’s cum inside me, but I figured so long as he didn’t cum inside I was safe. So long as Troy didn’t cum in my mouth, or my ass, I’d be able to experience what it was like to be Callie and we could collect more data and I’ll still be able to undo it all.

It was just the once. To clear our heads. To gather data. And if I had fun, if we had fun, then that was just a fortunate bonus, right?

“We can be safe and sensible.” I said. “We can be careful.”

I stroked my hand up and down his throbbing cock, delighting in how hard he was for me. I could feel his resolve crumbling. I moved in closer, pressed my massive tits against him, the soft squish of them delighting me as I felt my nipples teased.

“Callie… we can’t… this is just the formula. You need to calm down. We both need sleep and we can work on it tomorrow and…”

“I know you want me.” I said, voice husky, sexy, wanton. “And I want you too. I want to feel what my new body is capable of. I want to feel you.”

I squeezed Troy’s cock to emphasise my point. I felt him shiver.

“Callie… you’re my best friend. We can’t. And the risks… if you… if we… we can’t, or this might become permanent.”

I smiled.

“Who better than my best friend to help me discover what this new body feels like. And this is our discovery, so we should gather the data together.” I smiled.

I could feel the way his cock was responding to my touch that he wanted me.

“You don’t need to worry. I want this. I want you. I want to feel you. I want to experience this, and I think you want it too, don’t you? You want me, don’t you?”

Troy was still. I could see the conflict in his eyes.

“Don’t you think I’m sexy? Don’t you think I’ve got a hot body? The formula has made me so horny I can barely think. And I’ll need to be able to think if we’re going to work on an antidote. We’ll both need to be able to think. We’ll both need clear heads, like you said, and I know this would clear our heads.”

Troy shivered as I caressed his cock, gripping, stroking. I pressed my body hard against him, grinding my hips. I was burning up, struggling to even think. I wanted to explore him, and wanted him to explore me. My new body was so much more fun than my old one and I wanted all the data I could get about it.

“But the risks. Callie… if we were… if I… if… this… you could get stuck. It could become permanent.”

I giggled. Would that really be so bad?

“We can be careful. We can just have fun and explore and we don’t need to go too far. I just need to avoid ingesting a large dose of cum either orally or anally right? So as long as you don’t cum inside of me we’ll be fine. We can just have fun, gather data, and clear our heads. It doesn’t need to be more than that.”

Troy faltered.

“I… just for data, right, and to clear our heads so we can solve the problem?” Troy said.

“Exactly?” I smiled. “Plus, I’m cute, right? I’m hot, and sexy, right?”

Troy nodded.

“It feels weird to say, but you’re really fucking sexy. I’ve not been able to focus with you around. The way you look, even the way you smell, you’re breathtaking.”

I giggled, wiggled, fluttered my eyelashes.

“Exactly. And it’d be a shame if I gave this body up before anyone got to appreciate it, and before I got to enjoy it. So… who better than the person I trust most in the world?”

“You really want…”

“Yes.” I said, urgent, wanton. “I want. Please.”

I squeezed his cock harder. I stroked, gently.

“Okay.” Troy said. “But we’ve got to be really careful, otherwise…”

“We’ll be careful.” I said, giggling. “Thank you.”

And with that, wanting to seize the moment, not wanting him to back out, I rose up onto my toes, and I kissed him, hard.

I could feel his surprise as he stiffened. And then he melted into me and kissed me back, and it was a kiss unlike any I’d experienced before.


Eight

The kiss was deep, passionate, and full of hunger and want and desire. Troy kissed me hard, harder and more ardent than anyone had ever kissed me before. I kissed him back with equal passion, my hand stroking his cock, breasts pressed against him.

And then I parted my lips and I pressed the tip of my tongue against Troy’s lips. I felt him soften, his lips parting, and his tongue met mine. We kissed deeper.

Our lips pressed together, our tongues wrestling, and I pressed my body hard against Troy, grinding against him. He shifted, and then I felt his hands on me, his hands on my hips, gripping me, pulling me into him.

His hands were so big, so strong, and I was so small and weak and pretty. I was so petite and girly and sexy, and he wanted me. I could feel how much he wanted me, could feel it in the way his cock throbbed in my hand as I stroked him, could feel it in his kiss, his lips and tongue, could feel it in how his hands held me tight, pulling me in close.

I wiggled, delighting in how it all felt, my body buzzing and thrumming, and then his hands crept lower, crept down over my back, to my ass, gripping me, cupping, squeezing, groping. My mind reeled as I realised what was happening.

I was a pretty girl, a sexy young woman, and my best friend was kissing me, groping me, molesting me, and… I was enjoying it. I was really enjoying it.

My head was spinning, my heart racing, and the room seemed to spin. With each breath, I inhaled more of his musk, his masculine scent, and it was corrupting me. I wanted more. I wanted to experience all the pleasure my new body could offer me.

After the shower I’d not been able to focus, to concentrate. My mind had been obsessed with that pleasure I’d felt.

As the changes had deepened, as my transformation into Callie had progressed, I’d become prettier, sexier, more sensitive, and I needed more data on just how sensitive my body was. I needed more data on just how good I could feel.

I pulled back, ending the kiss, and looked up into my best friend’s eyes. The way he looked at me made me melt.

“You know, you can kiss more than my lips, if you want?” I said. “And you really should examine me closely to get as much data as possible.”

Troy smiled. I giggled, wiggled my cleavage to emphasise my point and to show him what I wanted. The thought of his lips on my body was making my body throb and ache in the most amazing ways.

“Fuck you are hot.” He said. “How could I say no to such an offer.”

And with that, Troy moved.
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Before I could say anything more he was on me. His lips were on my neck, and one of his hands crept up over my waist as the other continued to manhandle my ass. Troy nipped at my neck, my shoulder, my collarbone, and I felt his hand creep up over my back, around my waist, to my front. It crept up to my chest, my tits, and he began to grope me even as I continued to stroke his throbbing cock.

“Fuck… oh god.” I moaned, unable to contain my pleasure.

My new body felt better than anything I’d ever felt before. Just Troy kissing at my neck and kneading my breasts through my blouse and bra felt amazing. What would more feel like?

I didn’t have to wait long to find out.

Troy, unable to contain himself any longer, began to tear at my blouse, pulling it open, his hand rising up to cup and squeeze my tits through my bra, kissing down to nip and suck and kiss the exposed bare flesh of my cleavage. I responded by squeezing his cock harder, feeling it throb and pulse.

“More… don’t stop.” I whimpered.

Troy needed no words of encouragement. His fingers crept up to my bra and pulled down, hard, tugging my bra down to expose my tits, my nipples, my breasts popping free of my now too-small bra, almost exploding out in a mountain of soft, succulent flesh. His hand gripped one, squeezing, groping, molesting, and he explored the other with his lips, kissing down to my hard, stiff nipple.

As his lips closed around my hard nipple I felt a bright throb of pleasure, bliss, joy radiating out through my breast. I was so much more sensitive now, my body such a novel source of overwhelming pleasure.

I moaned, pressed my tit hard into Troy’s mouth as he groped me, reached up with my free hand to hold the back of his head, urging him to explore me further. He kissed, sucked, nibbled, licked, and I felt all sense leaving my head. If having just my nipple sucked felt this good, then what would more feel like?

I was eager to find out, but not so eager that I was going to encourage Troy to stop his slow explorations. We needed data if we were going to develop the formula into new products, and if this was my only chance to experience being Callie, then I wanted to make the most of it.

So I let my best friend grope my tits, suck on my nipples, kiss my breasts, hands moving from one to the other as he kept switching his lips between them, making sure each breast got equal attention, his lips and tongue and teeth driving me wild.

I was trembling, my pretty little dick throbbing in my panties, my breasts wet with his spit, tender, aching, and my ass quivering. Breathing hard, heart racing, I stroked his cock, feeling it hard, throbbing. I wanted more.

Gripping Troy’s hair I pulled his head back, pulled his lips off my nipple, and I looked him in the eye, grinning. The way he looked at me, the raw lust in his gaze, made me tremble.

“I think it’s my turn to explore you.” I said.

He smiled.

“Are you sure?”

I nodded.

“Please. I… want to know what this body feels like. We… we need all the data we can get after all.”

Troy chuckled.

“True. How do you…”

Before he could finish I shifted, falling to my knees. The look in his eyes made it clear he understood. I slipped my hands up to his belt and began to undo his pants.

“Just… be careful.” He said.

I smiled at him.

“I will.” I said. “Just… try not to cum in my mouth, okay?”

And those words made the truth of what I was about to do sink in. But, instead of shame, embarrassment, or shyness, I just felt desire.

I wanted to feel my best friend's cock in my mouth.
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It did not take me long to get Troy’s belt and trousers undone. I pulled them down, and I felt my heart throb as his underwear caught on his cock for a moment before it popped free. As it swayed in front of me I couldn’t believe what I was seeing.

Maybe it was because I was smaller, prettier, daintier, a sexy girl, a wanton young woman, but his cock looked… massive and breathtaking. I’d never seen another hard cock in person before, and never seen a cock this close, from this angle, but I could not deny the effect it was having on me.

I couldn't have stopped myself even if I wanted to. And I didn’t want to.

Without another word I reached out, gripped my best friend’s cock, and began to stroke it, my hand on the bare skin of his prick. I felt his cock throb in response to my touch, delighting me.

“Fuck… your hand is so soft.” Troy said.

I giggled.

“If my hand feels that good, just think what my mouth is going to feel like.”

“Just… you can’t… I can’t cum inside you. Or…”

“I know.” I said. “We’ll be careful. This is just for the experience, and the data. I’m not stupid.” I said.

But even as I spoke I couldn’t help but stare at his cock and wonder what it might be like to feel him throb in my mouth, feel him cum, how it might feel to swallow.

But I knew I couldn’t. And I wasn’t going to. I just wanted to experience what it was like to be Callie.

I stroked, teasing, and watched Troy’s cock throb, the slit on the tip of his prick oozing precum. The way it glistened was mesmerizing. I couldn’t resist.

Without thinking I leaned forward and I licked my tongue over the lip, tasting him. It was salty, tangy, but delicious. I wanted more, but I needed to be sensible.

My body thrummed and even as I licked I felt Troy thrust, working his hips to press his cock at the seal of my lips. I giggled, turned on by how much he wanted me. I let his cock head press at my lips over and over, then, feeling sympathy for him, wanting to experience everything I could, I parted my lips and pressed my head down.

The sensation of Troy’s cock slipping between my lips, fucking into my mouth, thrusting deep, was heaven. My lips and tongue were so sensitive, and it was like the musk that had been driving me crazy was inside my head, rewiring my brain.

I couldn’t think. I acted on instinct. I began to suck, hard, working my hand on the base of Troy’s cock, lips sealed tight, my mouth hot and wet, tongue lapping, teasing.

Troy thrust, fucking his cock in and out of my mouth, and I let him use me. I felt his hands on the back of my head, gripping my long blonde hair, fucking in and out of my wet mouth. My head spun and he fucked all thought from my head.

I couldn’t believe what I was doing. I was sucking my best friend’s cock. And, worse, or perhaps better, it was perhaps the most pleasurable and intense experience of my life.

My new body was heaven. Being kissed had felt overwhelming, having my tits and nipples played with had been such a hot turn-on, and now having Troy fuck my mouth, sucking his cock, feeling it throb between my lips, wet with my spit, teasing with my tongue, it was driving me wild.

I was so horny my body almost hurt from the heat of it. I needed to cum. I needed to cum badly. If I didn’t, there was no way I’d ever be able to concentrate enough to work on the formula and the calculations we needed to do.

Not only was it good data, and an amazing experience, but it was what I needed. It was what we both needed.

I sucked Troy’s cock, my body thrumming with pleasure, and I could tell it was what he needed too. We both needed to cum, so we could collect the data, experience the true potential of our formula, and so we could clear our heads.

And I knew just how we could both cum. I just… needed to be careful.

“Fuck… I’m so close. You need to…”

But before Troy could finish I pulled my hand away and pulled my head back, pulled my lips off his cock, and the tip left the seal of my mouth with an audible pop. I looked up at him, his cock throbbing, so hard it looked almost painful.

“Not yet. You said we needed to clear our heads, right? And we still have more data to collect.”

He looked at me, almost confused. I wiggled my hips and ass, tits exposed, mouth wet. I needed more. I needed to cum.

“What do you…” Troy’s eyes went wide as he realised what I meant. “We can’t. If we did that, if we… what if I came inside you?”

I giggled, just the thought of it driving me wild. But we could be careful. We didn’t need to go all the way.

“Lie down. We can be sensible. I’m not talking about fucking. Not really. Just the tip. I just want to feel what it's like, that’s all. It’ll be useful data, so I know what this body feels like, and… I really need to cum, and I think you do too. Don’t you? Don’t you want me to make you cum? Don’t you want to make me cum?”

Troy stared at me, blushing, then nodded.

“But…”

“We’ll be careful. I’ll go on top, and it’ll just be the tip. Just the tip. So I can feel it, so I can cum. We can make each other cum, and when you’re close I’ll get off and use my hands so I’ll be safe. You don’t have to cum inside me, and if it’s just the tip it’s not really fucking, is it?”

Troy looked at me. The lust in his eyes was a fire. I knew he was close to giving in.

I needed to feel him. My ass was so eager, wanton, a deep craving inside me. I wanted to feel his cock, know what it was like, even if it was just the tip. Just the tip, so I knew what it was like. We’d be safe.

“Please?” I said, voice soft.

I wiggled, shaking my hips and ass, making my bared tits jiggle. Troy sighed.

“Okay. But… just the tip. And I can’t come inside you remember. If I cum inside you…”

“I’ll be stuck like this. I know. But I’ll be safe.” I said.

I tried to hide how eager I was, how happy I was, how horny I was for his cock.

“Now, pants off and lie down. Let me take control, that way I can stay safe.” I said.

Troy nodded and did what I said. I watched him, and I could feel my ass twitching as my gaze lingered on his hard, wet cock.


Nine

Troy stripped off and lay down on the ground and I couldn’t move fast enough. The sight of his cock was driving me wild. I needed to feel it. I needed to feel what it was like to be Callie.

“Just… be careful.” Troy said.

I smiled.

“I will. Just… relax.”

With that I moved to straddle him, my knees on either side of his hips. I looked down at him and the view thrilled me more than I could ever have imagined.

The sight of my best friend hard for me, but… more than that. The sight of my body, my tits exposed, my hips, ass, my dainty hands, even the waves of my long blonde hair. I felt so hot and pretty and sexy, and I was so fucking horny.

“Just try not to cum inside me, okay?”

I said, giggling.

“I’ll warn you.” Troy said.

With that, I reached back to grip Troy’s cock, wet with my spit, and stroked it. It throbbed in my hand, hard for me, thick and long. I wanted to feel it inside me but… I needed to be careful. It was just the tip. No cumming inside.

I ached and throbbed and quivered at just that thought. What would that feel like?

With one hand on Troy’s cock I used my free hand to grab my pantyhose, pulling them, tearing them, the fabric ripping easily. I tore a hole, exposing my ass, and then reached in to pull my panties to the side.

I was straddling my best friend, a sexy girl, transformed, wanton and lusty, my blouse pulled open and my bra tugged aside to bare my tits, my skirt bunched up around my waist to expose my hips and ass, my pantyhose ripped to bare my round, peachy ass, my panties pulled to the side to expose my hole. I was a horny mess, desperate, gripping Troy’s cock, my pretty little dick limp in my panties, about to make both of us cum.

I could barely think straight, but I knew I needed to be careful. This was just for the data, and the one-time experience, and to clear our heads. I couldn’t get carried away.

“Just the tip.” I said, partly to remind myself, and partly to tease Troy.

“Just the tip.” He said.

And with that, I rose up slightly, aimed his cock up, and eased myself down. I felt the tip of his cock pressed at my hole, my ass, my virgin entrance. Pleasure swelled.

“Fuck.” I moaned.

He wasn’t even inside me and it felt better than anything I’d felt before. I worked my hips, teasing his slippery head—wet with my spit, my hole gaping slightly in need—at my opening.

“Fuck, you feel so good.” Troy said.

He lifted his hands to my hips, gripping me, and I felt him thrust. His cock pressed up, in, forcing me open. Pleasure pulsed.

“FUCK!”

I wiggled my hips, eased myself down, and I felt my hole open. There was pressure, pain, and Troy’s cock split me wide. I sat down, gently, as he fucked up and then…

I moaned in delight as the head of his cock popped past my outer ring, slipped in, the tip of his prick inside me. I could feel him inside me, throbbing.

“Fuck you’re so tight, and… wet… I can feel how wet your ass is. Did the formula do that?”

I giggled.

“I guess so.” I said, blushing. “Another side effect? Not only am I hot and sexy and pretty, but my ass is apparently an eager fuck-hole.”

I giggled as I said it, but I could feel the truth of it.

My ass was eager, wet, slippery, and the pleasure of having just the tip of Troy’s cock inside me was almost more than I could bear. There was no other way to describe it. My ass was now a fuck-hole. An eager, willing, wet, hungry fuck-hole.

“Just… be careful. As wet and hot and tight as you are I won’t last long so… go slow.” Troy said.

His words delighted me. He liked how my ass felt around the tip of his cock. He found me sexy.

I nodded.

“Just the tip. No cumming inside. I know.” I said. “But… we both need to cum, for data, and the experience, and to clear our heads, so… try to relax too and enjoy it. It’s not every day your best friend gets transformed into a sexy woman and lets you fuck her.”

I giggled as I said it and then, without another word, I began to work my hips.

I wiggled my hips and ass, grinding just barely down as Troy gripped my hips, fucking the tip of his cock in and out of my ass. It was heaven, pleasure beyond words, and I could feel a swell of joy and euphoria washing over me.

The tip of his cock felt amazing, stretching me, filling me, and I could feel my belly fluttering, my cock, soft, small, twitching in my panties. I felt so sexy, so hot. I’d never felt anything as amazing in my life.

I worked my hips, tits jiggling, and reached my hands up to grope myself, pinching my nipples hard as I ground barely down, just the tip, feeling it throb and pulse. Troy, gripping my hips, worked his hips, just barely fucking me.

It felt so good. So hot. Just the tip felt so good.

But… I needed more. I wanted more. If just the tip was so wonderful, then what would more feel like?

“Fuck… so good. You feel so good.” I said, breathy. “But… maybe a little more?”

Troy looked up at me, eyes going wide. Before he could speak I sank my weight down.
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Troy’s body acted on instinct as I sank my weight down, his cock sinking deeper, thrusting into me.

“It’s not much more. Just a little.” I said.

I could feel more of his cock in my ass, stretching me, filling me. I sank down, then rose up, riding him as he fucked me. The way his prick throbbed and pulsed inside me, forcing my ass wider, made my whole body shiver with pleasure.

I rose up until just the tip was inside me, barely, then sank down again, sitting my weight down as Troy thrust into me, and his cock went deeper. I moaned, clenched my ass, and worked my hips.

“Fuck… Callie… that’s… that’s more than just the tip.”

I smiled at my best friend and worked my ass on his cock, riding him, drunk on pleasure. He felt so good inside me.

“I know, but… doesn’t it feel good? It feels amazing for me. Don’t you feel good inside me? Don’t you want to fuck me?”

Troy nodded, breathing hard.

“Fuck yes, but… we need to be careful. What if…”

“Just let me feel you once. Let me feel you all the way inside. Let me feel you stretching me, then you can come out, if you want. Please?”

I needed to feel all of him.

Troy looked up at me, uncertain.

“I promise it’ll feel good.” I said.

He nodded. I smiled.

I sank my weight down, took him deeper. Troy thrust, sinking his cock into my ass. It was a lot more than just the tip now.

As I sat down, grinding my hips and ass, Troy fucked into me. His cock sank deep. I squeezed my ass down, milking him, feeling him throb, and then… I sat on his hips.

His cock was fully inside me. His massive, thick, long cock was inside me, throbbing, pulsing, and I could feel it pressing on a bright spot of pleasure that made my mind numb.

“Fuck… oh god.”

I sat my weight down, keeping his cock inside me, and my hips began to move almost on their own, grinding, chasing the pleasure. I could feel my pretty dick tingling, my nipples hard as I pinched them.

“Fuck… you feel so good. So wet and tight. You’re so hot. I can’t… I can’t hold on.”

I could feel Troy’s cock throbbing harder, swelling. His cock, inside me, inside my ass. I was close. I just needed a little more.

“Fuck… I’m close. Make me cum. Make me cum. Make me cum like the pretty slut I am.” I said.

I had lost all control. The pleasure was too much.

“You need to get off. I’m close. I’m going to cum.” Troy said.

Those words made my heart skip. He was going to cum. My best friend was going to cum inside me. My best friend was going to cum inside my ass.

I knew what would happen if he did, the risk, but I no longer cared. The pleasure was too important. I needed to cum.

And if I was stuck as Callie permanently was that really so bad? All the pleasure, being hot, sexy. I’d be the perfect advertisement for our new formula.

I ground my hips down, clenching my ass tight, milking, fucking, riding. I could feel Troy fucking into me, griping my hips tight, powerless to resist my fuck-hole.

“Then cum. Cum inside me. Cum inside me and make me cum. Make me cum with your fat cock in my ass. Cum inside me. Fuck me and cum in me and claim me.”

The words tumbled out, but I meant them. I meant them more than I’d meant anything. Now that I knew how good it felt to have Troy’s cock in my ass I was not about to let go.

I wasn’t going to let go of his cock, and I wasn’t going to let go of being Callie. I wanted to feel him cum inside my ass. I wanted him to cum in me, breed me, fuck me, make me cum. I wanted him to make the change permanent.

“You can’t… we said… if I cum in you then…”

“I don’t care.” I said. “I want you to cum in me. I want to feel you cum in me. I want you to make this change permanent. I want you to make me a woman, make me Callie. It feels too good. I can’t give this up. I can’t give up this body, and I can’t give up your cock, so cum in me, cum in me and make me your slut. Cum in me. Please. Cum in me.”

I could feel Troy’s cock throbbing, hard, getting fatter, stretching me. His grip on my hips was tight, and he thrust into me, unable to control himself. He wanted to cum in me just as much as I wanted him to cum in me.

“Just let go. Make me your slut. Make me your bitch. Cum in me and make me Callie.”

And that was all he needed. I sat my weight down, groping my tits, pinching my nipples, grinding my hips, and Troy thrust into me, hard, and his cock swelled and then…

He was cumming. He was cumming inside me. Cumming hard, filling my ass with his cum. I could feel it, each throb and pulse painting my innards with his spunk.

There was a fizzing, and I could feel his cum reacting with the formula in my blood, finalising and sealing my transformation. I was Callie, and there was no going back, and I was happy.

I came, hard, as Troy came inside me. We came together, and the pleasure was more than anything I’d experienced before. I came over and over and over as his cock throbbed in my ass, squeezing down to savour every last drop. It was heaven, bliss, joy, and I realised now that I’d be able to experience it over and over and over because my best friend had claimed me as his slut.
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“Fuck…” I was breathing hard.

Our shared climax subsided. I looked down at Troy.

“Fuck… I’m so sorry. I didn’t mean… if we move quick we might still be able to…”

“No!” I said, sitting my weight down on him, refusing to let his cock out of my cum soaked ass.

“It’s done. You came in me. It’s permanent and… I’m glad.” I said. “This is… this is what I want. This body it’s… it’s amazing.”

I smiled down at him.

“That was amazing. You were amazing. I want to stay like this. I want this pleasure. I want you. Plus… think of all the data we’ll be able to gather, and what better advertisement for our formula's effects than this body?”

I giggled and I wiggled, jiggling my tits and grinding my hips. I felt Troy squirm.

“You really… you’re really happy?” He asked.

I nodded.

“Very. I’m glad you came inside me. I like this body. I like being Callie and… I don't want to go back. Fucking you, having you fuck me, showed me that. I want more. I want you to fuck me more. I want you to cum in me more. I want to suck your cock and swallow and I want to be your slut.”

Troy smiled.

“Well… I supposed it’s only polite of me to take responsibility, since I was the one who came inside you and made it all permanent.” He said.

I giggled.

“Exactly. You need to take responsibility for me and all my needs.”

And with that I squeezed down on his softening cock, grinding my hips, and I leaned down and kissed him. My body thrummed with pleasure and hunger and need, despite the load of warm sticky cum inside my ass.

I felt a shiver run up my spine. Our formula was a success beyond our wildest dreams. We were going to be rich and famous and we were going to change the world.

I was beyond excited. Not just for how our new formula was going to change the world, and not just for all the data we would be able to collect now, all the products we’d be able to make, but for the future. My future. Our future.

I was Callie. I was a woman. A hot, sexy, voracious woman. There was no going back, and I was excited for all the changes and the science and the adventures to come. I couldn’t wait to see what other side effects we might discover.

THE END


A Thank You From Keary

Thank you so much for choosing one of my books.  I really hope you enjoyed reading it!  If you did then please consider leaving me a review on Amazon—not only do good reviews make a real difference, but your positive reactions always make me smile, and knowing what you enjoy helps me come up with devious plots for future books! 

Your continued support is why I am able to keep writing these exciting stories, and I really can’t thank all you naughty, beautiful people enough.  If you’d like to stay up to date with news on any new books or deals then you can sign up to my news letter at https://tinyurl.com/KearyWrites. I can also be found on Twitter or Instagram (@Keary_Writes), where you’ll get news as well as my occasional ramblings and grumblings, plus the odd sneak peak at what new ideas I might be working on.

Stay safe, and keep being amazing!

Keary xx


Also By Keary Hayes…


PANTY RAID
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For Brian college is a fresh start, and what better fresh start than joining the biggest party fraternity on campus?

Only to get in he needs panties. Panties stolen from the most intimidating sorority around. All Brian needs to do is make sure he isn’t caught…

Brian has been looking forward to college. It’s the fresh start he needs to kick start his life. And what better way to kick start his new life than to join the biggest, loudest, most brash fraternity on campus? Only to get in he and the other pledges need to prove themselves, and to prove themselves they need to plan and commit the most daring or capers… a panty raid.

Only he and the other pledges are expected to raid the most intimidating sorority on campus, and if they get caught college will be over for Brian before it’s even begun. But Brian has a simple plan. Don’t get caught.

Yet when the day of the raid comes it’s not that easy. The house was supposed to be empty for hours, giving the pledges enough time to get in and out with their loot in hand, but their raid is disturbed, and the pledges need to flee the scene. Only Brian’s attempt to flee is less than successful.

When Brian is caught with panties in hand, he has to face the consequences of his actions. Fortunately, the sorority sisters are more forgiving than he expected, and they’re willing to keep his transgression secret from the campus authorities… for a price. All Brian has to do is submit to being taught a lesson in what it’s like to be objectified, fetishized, and treated like a toy, and once he’s learned his lesson, he has a whole sorority of very intimidating women he needs to apologise to. Women who expect a lot more than just lip service.

So begins Brian’s fresh start at college, a fresh start that’s a lot softer, prettier, and more feminine than he expected. But in the end, it might be just the fresh start he always needed and never knew he wanted...


PLAYING WITH DOLLS




[image: ]

Matt is into collectable dolls, but they're only plastic, and there's only so much fun you can have with plastic.

When Conner, Matt's roommate and best friend, complains about his toys Matt decides maybe it's time he showed Conner just how much fun dolls can be, and in the process perhaps he can expand his collection.

Matt is into collectables, figurines from his favourite shows and games, dolls, but his roommate and best friend Conner thinks they're a waste of money. When Conner finds out how much Matt spent on the Sapphire Sorceress, his latest collectable, he can't help but rant at him.

But what Conner doesn't know is that this doll is a rare, prestige collectable. Not only is the figurine a work of art, but she also features working accessories, and the sapphire sorceress is a witch specialising in mind control.

It seems impossible, but his latest doll includes a working hypno-staff, and Matt just can't resist. Soon he had Conner under control, and what starts out as just a way to get Conner to leave him alone with collection peace turns into so much.

When Matt realises just what a soft, pretty, feminine doll Conner makes he can't resist temptation. He always did have a weakness for pretty dolls.

But then things spiral out of control, and Matt's left wondering if maybe it was all too good to be true, but in the end, can he really abandon the pleasure of Playing With Dolls?


TRANSFORMED BY TENTACLES
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It was meant to be a romantic camping trip for Liam and Emma, but when a shooting star crashes to earth their quiet weekend is suddenly far more exciting.

When the pair discover a strange alien creature everything changes, and all too soon they’re both transformed by their encounter with tentacles.

Liam had organized the camping trip as a perfect weekend away, a chance to share one of his favourite places with the love of his life, Emma, and was excited for the weekend. Especially the romantic proposal he was planning on making as the sun set.

Everything was arranged. The backpacks, the tents, the food, even the ring, and as they both settled down to watch that first magical sunset over the wilderness, Liam got ready to make his move. Only… he never got his chance.

As the stars begin to emerge they both spot a shooting star, and Liam encourages Emma to make a wish. Only it’s far more than just a shooting star.

When the strange object crashes to earth the pair’s weekend is suddenly derailed, and as they set out to explore neither of them is aware of what waits for them, lurking at the crash site.

A strange, alien creature, an amorphous mass of creeping shimmering-black tentacles. Liam tries to defend Emma, but she’s insistent it means no harm. All too soon however Liam finds himself overpowered.

And then the true reality of their situation sinks in. Emma is delighted as she becomes a goddess, a powerful, sensual woman, while Liam finds himself not quite able to believe what is happening as he becoming smaller, prettier, softer, and he struggles resits the changes.

That is until Emma shows him the pleasure in being her pretty toy. And in the face of such pleasure, can the pair resist being slowly transformed by tentacles?


DIRTY LITTLE SECRET
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Damien has a secret. A dirty little secret. One he’s done his best to keep out of sight.

But when his roommate, Amy, discovers just how pretty he is when he’s all dressed up, she’s adamant that he stops hiding, and she’s not taking no for an answer.

For years Damien has been dressing up when he’s alone. It’s his private joy, his hidden passion, his dirty little secret, and though he knows he shouldn’t love how it feels to be cute and pretty and feminine, he knows he’s not hurting anyone. Not so long as he keeps it hidden.

But when his roommate, Amy, returns home early Damien realises keeping his dirty little secret hidden might be harder than he thought, especially when he remembers that in his excitement to change into girl-mode, he forgot to lock his bedroom door.

To Damien’s horror, Amy uncovers his secret. Shamed, embarrassed, humiliated, and terrified of the consequences, Damien offers to do anything if Amy will keep his secret, telling Amy that he’ll make sure she never sees his femme side again.

Amy accepts Damien’s offer. She tells him she’ll keep his secret, but there are conditions. And the first of them is that she wants to see more of Damien’s feminine side.

And so begins a wild adventure for Damien, as he discovers what it's like to not only have his secret exposed but accepted...


About the Author

Keary is a young writer from London, England who enjoys cooking, music, and long walks with her dog. Having spent her formative years lost in books and comics, she learnt to escape from dreary reality by taking flight into lands of fantasy.

Experiencing her first tinglings of kink while watching cartoon heroes and heroines being tied up by the villains, she has always found power play interesting.

Fascinated by the many and varied forms of love and sex, and infatuated by themes of Domination, transformation, feminization, cross-dressing, sissification, and submission, Keary set out to share her fantasies through erotica.

Keary believes that the route to happiness and joy lies in accepting yourself and your nature.
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