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Chapter One

I’m sitting on my designer cream-colored leather couch with sleek chrome legs, staring at the city at night through the balcony of my floor-to-ceiling windows.

I haven’t opened my backpack filled with my haul yet. But I planned to real soon. Before I did, I wanted to enjoy the perfection of my plan, how I cased the suburban mansion for months before I hit it, following her and her husband. I knew where they were going even before they did. She’s a rich fucking whack job of a scientist or biologist; her husband, another rich mother fucker started and managed one of the largest hedge funds in the country. They’re both dialed into all kinds of fucking politicians, big shots.

Another thing I dug up in my research was that Carmella Obrien has some shady connections. She used to work for spooks, and none other than the CIA entirely funded her research, some weird shit, out-of-this-world top-secret eyes-only stuff. What do I care? They’re loaded. Her husband hid some of his wealth in jewels and diamonds—lots of it. It’s all in my backpack now. Waiting for me to fence.

I sipped my scotch and hit play on the paused video, frozen on my big-screen television. It was the latest from my neighbor downstairs. I watch her place while she frolics with all her studs and fans. The video started. Krystal Ryder was exquisite; she had four hundred thousand fans on her fan page and her videos, fuck; I was jealous of her.

Krystal moaned, her face twisted in desire as some young black stud with a massive cock pounded away at her doggy style. Her fleshy ass jiggled each time he buried his cock into her cunt. My cock swelled. Despite his overpowering thrusts and his hard, driving motions, Krystal maintained an expression that told her fans she loved getting fucked. I’m a slut. Take me. Use me. I don’t think she was acting, from what I know of her.

My cock stiffened, pulsating with an unrelenting ache for release. I’m not wishing I was mounting Krystal like every red-blooded male in the world, but imagining myself down on my knees, with a cock filling my insides with hard, pulsating flesh.

She looked right at me and seemed to say, “You’ll never know, my friend. Never. You can wish for it. Dream about it. Poor, Adan. Poor six-foot-five, hulking, hairy monster. It feels so good. Getting your pussy stretched by a big fucking cock. There is no way you are going to look anything like a girl. Ever. It’ll take a miracle.”

I hit pause on the video and stared at the contents of the Obrien’s safe sitting in front of me. It’s hard to blend in being so big, but somehow I get away with it. I’d gotten into their home as a bodyguard during one of their many social gatherings. I’ve done this before. My fake IDs are perfect. I’ve got connections and could make an ID for anything or anyone. Something was nagging at me, though. I am not sure what it was. It was as if she’d picked me instead of the other way around.

I drained my scotch, “Get your shit together, Adan.”

I hit play and watched the video until the guy blew his load all over Krystal’s face. As always, Krystal was phenomenal. I stood, my cock stiff in my pants. I walked to my mirror and scrutinized the image staring back at me. I took a deep breath and stripped out of my clothes, dropping them on the floor one by one until I was naked. My cock hung low and heavy between my muscular thighs; I didn’t want the monster.

I returned to the backpack, my big cock swinging between my legs. I rummaged around until I found the most precious items from my haul: A pair of Carmella Obrien’s panties, a negligee, and a bra. After comparing them to my body, I concluded there’s no way they’re fitting. But I wanted, no, I craved to feel them on me. My flesh tingled with the yearning to touch and let the panty’s softness cradle my balls, balls I think I’d be happy not to have. I put them to my nose to satisfy my hunger at least a little. They’re so soft and smooth and are slightly damp from Carmella’s sweat, a taste of her expensive perfume, and maybe a little arousal. So sweet. I glanced down, wishing I had what she had. I’d kill for the opportunity to take a pill and say goodbye to this body.

I stepped into them, slid them up my legs, and tried to slide them over my hips, but the delicate fabric ripped. I looked ridiculous. Carmella was half my size.

“Fuck!” I screamed.

I pulled the shredded panties off and cradled my cock with what was left of the delicate fabric. I stroked my cock with one hand; with the other, I traced the contours of my chiseled body, wishing it was lean, with long, slender legs. Maybe curvy at the hips. Subtle curves instead of bulging muscles. I wanted an hourglass figure, every muscle sleek but defined like Krystal’s. Not bulking, but perhaps toned, like a dancer or a fitness model with hours of yoga and dance.

As I studied my reflection, I should be proud. Confident in my shape. Women craved my body and me. I didn’t want a woman; I wanted a body like a woman’s. My bulging biceps flexed and relaxed as I stroked my cock. I imagined them being slender. Why am I like this? Why not enjoy who I am? Hell, with my body, my cock, my money, I could have any woman I desired; I didn’t want them. I craved their bodies, but not in the way you think. I yearned to have it for my own.

I closed my eyes, imagining myself as a girl, as a scorching desire radiated throughout my body. Every muscle in my body twitched, bucked, and convulsed; then, I sprayed the mirror with my seed. I dropped to my knees, closed my eyes, and imagined I had a long and graceful neck instead of the massive trunk holding my head. I had a slender jawline and high cheekbones instead of the bowling ball head. As I leaned forward, my tongue out, searching for my seed, I imagined my hair was long, cascading waves running down my back. I flicked my fake hair, and when my tongue found its target, I cleaned it up, wishing for a miracle, knowing none would come.

I stood and swallowed several times to force the creamy discharge down my throat. Immediately, that all too familiar burden—shame—weighed down on my body. My skin burns with humiliation; I’m feverish. I wanted to hide, but there’s just me here. I felt small. Insignificant. To compensate, I headed for my weights and pumped iron until my muscles burned, pushing myself until I forgot about my desire to be something different, something I could never be.

Exhausted, I returned to my haul.


Chapter Two

I put Krystal’s loft key back in my pocket after dressing. I’d have to check her place soon. I unzipped the backpack and dumped the contents on my coffee table, studying my take. I knew my shit…. There’s at least a hundred, maybe two hundred grand in cash. I picked up a book that appeared to be a diary or journal. I rifled through the pages; it’s the rich bitches research. Stuff I didn’t understand. In the short time I read, I discovered that her research was not FDA-approved, possibly illegal, and way off the books. I saw three ominous letters in her book that told me not to fuck with it: CIA. Not interested, so I tossed it to the side.

There’s an uncut Red Spinel, maybe three carrots worth thirty…. Possibly even forty grand. Holy shit, my cock got hard looking at the Blue Sapphire worth a cool million easy. There’s a blue Oval Diamond ring, necklaces, rings, uncut diamonds…. Damn, fine fucking haul.

I opened one of two manila envelopes. One had a black case. It’s probably a necklace—no such luck. There are four syringes filled with a clear liquid. There are two vials filled with what looked like the same stuff. It must be her off-the-books research. Maybe I blackmail her to get it back. I wondered what drugs they were and their purpose. If it’s off-the-books, it must be something wild. It might even be worth something to somebody. CIA popped into my head. How much would they pay to get it back or to keep this journal secret? Damn, I hit this time.

I opened the next envelope. The writing was neat, in red ink.

Dear Mr. Adan Howe,

Yes, I know your name.

What the fuck? I threw the letter on the coffee table and darted to the window. I looked down on the streets, looking for cops, a swat team, or some shit like that. Nothing. I headed for my door, opened it, and peered down the hall. No cops.

I returned to the coffee table and my haul. I picked up the letter and read.

“Imagine my surprise when I discovered the man following me for three months was a thief. I know you cased my house while serving as our bodyguard. I know you stole the combination when you were supposed to be protecting us. At first, I worried you were part of a government sting to gather evidence I was developing a new drug. Or some Russian agents. Or Chinese. Though you don’t look like a Chinese man, they hire all sorts. It’s a super powerful and highly illegal drug. It could be used for good, but…. My benefactors want it for very nefarious purposes…. There is nothing you need to be concerned with except that it’s unapproved, untested, and, as far as I know, ready for human trials. Imagine, to my surprise, while my benefactors delved into every aspect of your life, digging, prying, and doing what they do best, spying deep into every facet of your life. That in this man might be my first human trial. So, my benefactors are offering you two options. One, I inform the police of your crime. I have proof. Not just my jewels sitting before you, but a video. And you go to jail. Or option two, you take one of those needles and inject it into your arm. My lawyer, our lawyer, and some of our research assistants will be there shortly. Our lawyer will give you the contracts we want you to sign, and then we’ll record your transformation….”

“Oh my, I haven’t informed you of what the drug does or what we think it will do. It’ll make a woman out of you. Or so we hope. We don’t know. You’ll be our first human trial. Well, I wouldn’t be doing this if I wasn’t sure. No worries, if it works, we will change you back after running tests. I have the antidote. Or so I think. Once the trial ends and our tests are complete, we leave; you keep the money and the jewels and remain free. Over three million dollars are sitting in front of you. It’s all yours. Or plan on a long stretch behind bars.”


Chapter Three

The doorbell interrupted my thoughts. I tried to convince myself that it was a delivery guy, a salesperson, or the Publisher’s Clearing House telling me I had won a million dollars. Still, deep down, I knew it was probably the lawyer this woman had warned me about. Or the cops. I grabbed the black case and slowly opened it, revealing the three needles inside. I closed the case. There’s no way this is real. If it’s not, why go to all this trouble?

I grabbed my glass and poured myself another scotch to calm my nerves. I slammed back the drink. Doubts and questions flooded my mind. Could someone make a drug that transforms someone into a woman? How would it do it? No fucking way. This is too out there—too much of a fantasy. Or maybe it’s some whacked-out reality show.

But what if it’s real? A part of me wants to believe it. The other part is screaming at me. Run! Don’t be an idiot! It is all a twisted lie, but another part can’t ignore the evidence in front of me. There’s one way to find out. Try it. What should I do?

The doorbell rings again. It’s got to be the lawyer this bitch talked about. What next? Answer it. Or?

Part of me wanted to grab the backpack and disappear and sneak into a cheap motel, inject myself, and see. No harm done. I picked up the black case and opened it again. I stared at the three needles. I poured another scotch my third and slammed it back.

Could it be? If it were true. It would be the answer to so many of my problems; I’m always pissed off and angry every time I look at my body in the mirror. I wanted to suck a cock, feel a dick inside me. I wanted to look submissive and vulnerable…. I want to…. Be someone else.

I walked to the mirror and looked at my bulky frame. My chiseled fucking jawline and cheekbones give me a powerful, handsome look. I don’t want it! I imagined a softer, gentler jawline, making me look graceful and elegant. My eyes are the only hint of femininity. They are a piercing shade of crystal blue, but they are set under thick, bushy eyebrows. I thought about plucking them once, but I looked like a clown when I tried that look on an AI program. They have AI for everything nowadays.

What if this was true? Could a single shot turn me into a girl? No way. What if it turned me into an ugly girl? I stared into my eyes and told myself, “You idiot, you’re getting scammed.” What are they getting out of it if it’s a trick or a scam? I have their money. They know who I am. Hell, why go to all this trouble to…. They let me steal their shit. Why?

I opened the case again. Run my hand over the needles. Why me? Did she know about my secret desire to be a woman? There’s no way. It has to be a scam, or they’re planning on blackmailing me. I’ve got millions in secret overseas bank accounts. They know about my hidden desire to be a woman. How? I told no one. No one.

But why all this? The letter was in an envelope from a safe I had broken into. How did she know? There is only one logical answer, as crazy as it sounds. They set me up to be a human guinea pig. Little did they know how badly I wanted to do it. I’d do it if they asked. They didn’t have to hold jail over my head. But I wanted to stay that way, and I had no intention that if by some chance it worked to go back to being a guy.

There’s another impatient bang at my door. Fuck, I hoped it wasn’t the cops. I slid everything into the backpack, stashed it behind the sofa, took a deep breath, and glanced into the peephole. No cop, some suit dressed in a crisp, four-thousand dollar dark suit. His hair was slicked back, and his shoes were polished to a shine. He held a briefcase in one hand and a smile on his face. He looked like the CIA.

I returned to the backpack, took out the black case, stuffed it into my pocket next to Krystal’s key, and headed for the door. Halfway there, I darted back to the bag, grabbed a handful of cash, crammed it down my pants and the journal, and opened the door.


Chapter Four

The slick lawyer chirped, like being blackmailed was something enjoyable. “Good afternoon! Did you read the letter? Mr. Howe? I’m Johnny. The Orbeins and her benefactors sent me.”

I invited him in and offered him a seat. Johnny laid his briefcase in his lap. He pulled out a card from his inner suitcase pocket. As he did, he revealed a gun. Forty-five, I’m pretty sure. I read the card as he spun a silencer on the barrel. “Johnny Mathews. Attorney At Law.”

“What the fuck is this shit? Don’t know many attorneys who carry a gun.”

Johnny sighed. “I do. It’s to assure you don’t leave.” He pointed it at me. With the other hand, he popped open the hasps on his briefcase, opened it, and pulled out a two-inch thick folder, dropping it on the coffee table. “Carmella Orbien hired me not only to investigate you but also to sit through the transformation as a witness and provide any security needed.”

The implication was I either sit through this or….

“Hey. I’m not taking any shit. I don’t know what it is. Understand? I’m not sure what she told you about me.” I began formulating my plan. I’m not sure if this shit in the needles worked, but they thought it would. Maybe I’m naïve to believe a drug can transform me into a woman. Where’s my cock going? How is it going to know what I should look like? Am I going to be some six-foot-five Amazon? It would be better than what I am now.

I consider the TV show The Incredible Hulk; the guy turned green and grew muscles like mine, and then he shrunk back to a skinny little guy. Why can’t a drug-shrink me into a sexy little woman? Big tits? Nice long legs. No hair. Smooth skin. I reminded myself that it was a television show. But no one would have believed that the communicators in the sixties science fiction shows would accurately portray the future. No one would have considered the power we held with smartphones, would they? Or the AI we are surrounded by.

“Where’s the stuff? Where’s your haul?”

I grabbed the backpack and placed it on the coffee table. We stared at it.

“There’s three million in that pack. Precious stuff.”

“Yep.” Of everything I stole last night, the most precious thing in it was the needles and the possibility that… That it could work. I imagined what I’d look like. Lean and curvy, with toned muscles and smooth, soft skin. I glanced down at my furry arms, which I hated. I’d have long, flowing hair. Blonde. No, a redhead. Fiery, like me. I imagined being able to wear some dresses I dreamed about online. Tight dresses. And Pantyhose. High heels. I’ve tried to find heels, but they don’t make women’s shoes that big that’ll fit me. I dreamed of how good it would feel to have a dress hug my curves. That doesn’t rip when I slide into it. I’d practice walking until I exuded confidence and sex appeal with each movement, drawing the attention of anyone who crossed my path.

Johnny sighed and handed me the contract. “We know everything we need to. You stole from her. We have your burglary on tape. Your fingerprints. I’m here to assure you follow through. Or make sure you go to jail. When the test is done, you return to your normal self, keep the money and jewels, and we all go about our business. And may I remind you even if it doesn’t work…. If you ever speak of this.” He smacked the forty-five on his knee. “Well, the men who financed this little adventure are not forgiving.”

I flipped through the contract. If I signed, they had me by the balls. My plan sounded better and better. I glanced at the door. Just run Adan. Take the needles and go. Make it down to Krystal’s loft. It‘s just one floor down. Take the drug, and…. I asked, “If it works, I return to being a male.”

“If it works. Yes, as long as the antidote works.”

“Not leaving me much of a choice, are you? How does it work? I mean….” I had a different plan. If it does work, I don’t want to go back. I’ve got plenty of money…. Make a run for it, a little voice whispers in my ear. The case of needles burned my thighs. Try it out on my own and….

“Not really. I do not know how it works. Or if it does. I’m not even sure why someone would make a drug like that. I know the CIA paid for the research. Maybe create spooks. Go in as a woman. Come out as a guy? Go in as a guy and come out as a woman. No fucking idea, and I don’t care. Anyway, you’d be the first human trial, though. There’ll be technicians, doctors, a whole crew. They’re on their way up here now. Just sign, and…. when the docs are done poking and prodding, you earn roughly three million dollars. And you get to know what it’s like to be a woman. For a few hours, anyway. It’s probably not your dream come true. But…. Might be worth the three mil….”

“If it works?” He didn’t know that the fluid in the needles was worth more than all the money in the world to me. But would it work? If it did. I could be who I wanted to be. Have the sex I desired to have. Women loved me, loved the giant hulk of a man I was. Loved my massive cock. But I wanted to be a girl.

“Hey, can I take a shower first?”

“Sure? Go ahead.” He pointed the gun at me. “No funny business.”


Chapter Five

I got up and headed for the bathroom, turning back and hoping he’d lose his mind in Krystal’s new porn video, waiting for him. Hoping. Come on! Just give me a minute! My good old neighborhood spook couldn’t resist grabbing the remote and hitting play. As he watched in awe Krystal’s porn video, adrenaline surged through my body. It was now or never. I inched silently toward the door; the only sound was the faint rustle of my sweatsuit against my skin. Step by step, I tiptoed for the front door.

I turned the doorknob slowly and opened the door, ready to escape. I caressed the black case as if it were the most precious jewel in the world. As I opened the door, my imagination drifted into the possibilities of shedding this body and becoming something that aligned with what had swirled around inside me for my whole life. With the door halfway open, I slid my body into the doorjamb just before disappearing into the hallway. I made it. As I let go of the door, Johnny, my friendly neighborhood spook, yelled, “Hey! Stop right there!”

I didn’t stop. I sprinted down the hall as fast as my hulking frame would carry me. I turned toward the elevator. It opened. I’m in luck. But I’m not. An army of eight guys spilled out. Six techs in white coats and two spooks in black suits and black pilot shades spilled out. The men in black, in fluid, well-practiced motions, peeled their guns from under their armpits. They set themselves into a shooter’s stance, aimed, and yelled. “Hold it!”

I froze. Ready to strike the criminal’s pose, hands in the air, I considered my choices. Surrender, go to jail, or subject myself to their experiment. What if it worked, and I experienced for the first time what it felt like to be a woman? To shed this body…. Then they changed me back. Would it be too much? I’d rather be dead. It’d be torture beyond anything rotting away in a physical jail could bring. No way, after experiencing true womanhood, being forced to go back to live the rest of my life in this hulking body? If even the slightest chance that this drug might work.

If it doesn’t work? I stared into the barrels of two guns and six techs burdened with what Frankenstein might carry. “Adan. Don’t be stupid. You’ll spend the rest of your life in jail. I assure you. Or we’ll put a bullet in you. Don’t worry; you’ll only be a woman for an hour or two. Think about it….”

I’m already in prison, in this body. And they’re talking like I don’t want to be a woman. But I do. Maybe I’m kidding myself. Maybe not. I’m committed. I glanced at the stairs ten feet away. I could make it. One floor down was Krystal’s place; hide out there, inject myself, and hope. I inched backward.

“Stop!”

I turned and flew through the stairwell door. The silenced gunshots sounded like muted claps hitting the concrete just above my head, and pieces of concrete dropped onto my shoulders.

I cruised down the stairwell two, sometimes three, stairs at a time. When I hit the next floor, I opened the door and darted down the hall to Krystal’s door. I sifted through my pocket, grabbed the key, opened the door, and fell into her apartment.

My heart threatened to burst out of my chest as sirens blared outside. There’s only one option for me now. I opened the black case and rolled up my sleeve, exposing a thick blue vein. I heard voices shouting in the hallway as they searched for me.

I inserted the needle into a big blue vein, drawing back on the plunger. A tiny amount of blood filled the plunger before I pushed, injecting the fluid into my body. I waited. And waited. Sirens approached. There were voices in the hall, then they faded. Time passed as I waited for the pain to begin, envisioning my transformation would be as painful and dramatic as what a werewolf goes through when the full moon arrives.

Instead, I passed out. My dreams were filled with vivid images of what it would be like to be a woman. I saw myself with long hair, dresses, and skirts, surrounded by adoring men. It felt like a fantasy come true.

When I woke up, everything was different. My body felt lighter and more agile. I’m wrapped in loose, heavy clothing; my hands are petite and dainty. I even had long fingernails. My chest felt heavier, but everything was wrapped in a giant’s clothes. I closed my eyes, not believing what I was feeling. Minutes passed, and I was too scared to look down. I stood. Drudged through Krystal’s loft, tripping over the too-long sweat pants, I limped to a mirror. I stripped and glanced into the mirror. The giant hairy beast is long gone.

“Holy shit!” The words spilled out of my mouth but didn’t come from me. The monster’s bellow gone. My voice is sweet, like honey, smooth, and alluring.

I’m curvy—beyond curvy, I have an hourglass figure. I am all female. My tits. “Holy crap!” I say it five more times, just enjoying the sweetness of my voice. My tits are full. Big. Squeezable. I touched my face. Everything is so soft. I puckered my lips. They are genuinely sensual, tempting, and seductive. And I’m getting…. Really fucking horny.

I spread my long, slender legs. Between my thighs is a fleshy, pink opening nestled between dark brown folds of skin. I moved closer to the mirror. The sweet, delicate lips are unmistakable—it’s a pussy. I had a pussy! I touched it. Like a child exploring a hot burner for the first time, wondering if it was real. A pussy is no stranger to my touch, but on me, it’s a foreign object. I yanked my hand away like I’d just touched a leper.

This is not real! No way! But for the first time in my life, it feels like everything is right and how it should be.

I pinched my arm. It’s soft. Tight and velvety. I returned to my cunt; it’s just as warm and velvety to the touch, with delicate ridges that beckon my exploration. But, I want a man to do the honor; any man will do. I can’t resist the throbbing walls calling for further probing. I curled my finger and slid it inside. It loosened and adjusted to my finger; it was so soft and pliable inside.

I couldn’t believe it. It had worked. I was now a woman. What do I do now?

Get dressed. I have to get dressed. Get out of here. Disappear as…. Holy shit. A woman. I can’t believe it. Excited, I headed for my porn star friend’s closet, forgetting that the CIA or the cops might right now be searching the building for me. It hit me. Me. Not the sexpot I’d become. They’ll never recognize me if I can get out of here. I could slip right into the streets and disappear. I’ve got a connection to make fake papers. Everything. ID. Driver’s license. Fuck, I’d be set for life. I opened her walk-in closet door, staring at what was a better sight than all the gold in Fort Knox.

The closet overflowed with hot, sexy clothes, each piece calling me to put it on and…. I laughed. I wanted to put on clothes only to strip for an audience. My heart pounded, and I had this uncontrollable urge to be filled. Filled with cock. God…. It was like nothing else mattered. Escape. It hurt and ached like I’d been pumping iron all day. I need it. I was hungry for cock. To be touched.

I wanted the weight of a man on me as I gazed at all the miniskirts and tight, low-cut dresses. Imaging my new body wrapped in them drove me into a frenzy. Any of the plunging necklines would display the ladies nicely, and the high thigh slits would let me show everyone my creamy white hair-free thighs. Running my fingers over the clothes, I imagined the attention I’d attract in each outfit. I’m in heaven.

There it was. I’m not sure what they call it, but it was classy, like a cocktail dress, but yet slutty. A dress. Black dress with long sleeves. The bottom of the skirt would barely cover my…. Would it fit? I held it up. Damn, it would fit. I wondered what showing off so much of my body felt like.

I put it on the bed. Forgetting my troubles, I picked out several other pieces, planning to try them all. Then back again and again. I have to try all of them at least once. By the time I’m done, the bed’s covered with sexy clothes. I choose. It’s practically nothing, a tiny, a micro, a super micro one-piece swimsuit, if you could call it that. It’ll barely cover my new tits, and my…. my…. I can’t believe I have a pussy. I slide into it and gaze into the mirror.

In the distance, someone’s pounding on Krystal’s door. I run to the door, my fleshy butt cheeks jiggling, intensifying the sensuality of being a woman. My tits bounced too. It was exciting, yet uncomfortable, as they smacked each other and the insides of my arm. As my breasts jostled back and forth, it sent arousal straight to the new gear between my legs.

As I walked, the fabric of the super tight thong rubbed against my…. My…. Holy shit, it’s my clit. That little thing must have about a bazillion nerves in it. Damn, was this thing sensitive, or what. Waves of pleasure radiated out, bringing heat, lust, and desire to every inch of my flesh as the soft material rubbed against my clit. I can’t believe how the mere act of walking can create such a luscious feeling. God, I loved being a woman. I wanted someone to grab my tits or ass or both and squeeze them. I needed a man.

By the time I reached the door, my…. vagina. It’s warm and tingling. I think it’s my clit, but it’s pulsating, and the wetness down there is incredible. I can’t think of anything other than to get my hole filled. It was leaking like a damn burst inside me. Warm juices run down my inner thigh, and inside me, my walls are pulsing with desire, eagerly waiting for a first touch or penetration.

I peek through the keyhole. Johnny, the lawyer, is standing on the other side of the door.


Chapter Six

What do I do now? Open it? Ignore it? He’s CIA, so breaking in isn’t something he’d be too concerned about. I’m sure a lock pick is somewhere in his bag of spook tricks. I know he has a gun. Is he here to hide the evidence? Me. I don’t care. I’m not dying as a guy. He can shoot me but like this—a woman.

My heart pounded. My breathing comes in quick, ragged gasps; God, I’m horny. I run my hand down my cheek; it’s hot, feverish for cock. Hell, I’ll beg Johnny just to let me experience…. Just once…. What it’s like to experience a cock inside me. To orgasm as a woman. I’ll get down on my knees and beg. Please, Johnny, fuck me. Then you can…. Shoot me. Put me behind bars. Do whatever, but don’t make me take the antidote. Not yet.

That’s it, I’m begging. I’ll plead with him. I stare at Johnny through the peephole, my fingers grazed over my body. Small gasps and moans escape my lips.

Another gentle tap on the door. How long had it been since my transformation? An hour? Two? “Miss Ryder, are you home? I need to ask you a few questions?”

Johnny’s still there looking impatient. He turned the knob. I sucked in a breath and put my hand on the deadbolt. Do I open the door? Was he there to take away my new body? Or confirm the process worked? Or put a bullet in my head?

That’s when I noticed something I hadn’t before. Or I had, and with years of repression, I’d buried my true nature deep inside me. My true sexual desires are deep inside. Johnny’s handsome. Earlier, he was shorter than me, six inches. I was six-four, but now he’s tall and broad, dressed in a crisp suit, confident and assertive. His pitch black eyes….

That thing down there. That little piece of flesh. It’s becoming a pain. It was throbbing before, but now…. Holy shit. My breath quickens. And my mind flooded with…. In every porn video, I’d fantasized about being the woman in. How the guys ravaged the girls, I had to stop it, or I‘d get busted for sure. But I’m frantic with an urge to have mind-blowing sex. Think…. Think. Get out of here first.

I can’t think though. I slid the tiny fabric of my one-piece swimsuit aside and found the nub of my new equipment. I’m familiar with the parts and pieces, or thought I was. But when my experienced finger found the pinnacle of female pleasure, there was a sensation like nothing my cock had ever experienced. Dampness soaked my finger, and an electric current like I’d been tasered with arousal, shot through my body. I’ve never experienced a high like this before; I’m addicted. I can’t stop. I wanted cock inside me. Just once. As my fingers rubbed my nub, I yearned for more. The scent of my arousal filled the air. I moaned way too loud and dropped to the floor. My back arched, I spread my legs, and my head banged against the door.

The next knock was louder and more insistent. “Open this door immediately.”

Fuck. I pulled my hand away. I wanted an orgasm. To experience female pleasure but with a man. With a cock. A big fucking cock. I’m so wet. I’m so fucking horny. It’s…. Do all women get this horny? What was going to happen if I opened the door?

With my transformation complete—I am finally the woman I have always wanted to be, so there’s no way I’m letting him or anyone take this away from me. I’ll do whatever it takes.

In a panic, I developed my plan. First, I got rid of my old clothes lying on the floor, far too big for me. I picked up the clothes and headed for the bedroom, wondering if I escaped, would I suddenly revert to my previous self while walking down the road? That was if I got out of here.

The mere thought of returning to being “the big guy” caused a determination like I’d never had before. I’ll do whatever I have to keep this body. Whatever I have to. I’ll knock him senseless. I realized I’m probably five-eight and maybe a hundred and some change, and most of my weight was in my tits. What am I going to tit slap him into submission? Hell, I couldn’t do shit.

In the bedroom frantically, I scanned Krystal’s room, looking for a hiding place. I opened the wicker clothes basket, threw them in, and then piled some of Krystal’s clothes. Running back to the front door, I passed a mirror, stopped, and admired the new me. I can’t go dressed like this in a skimpy bikini. Damn, I looked good such a waste to hide this gorgeous body, but I had to play it a little coy. So, I slid into the black party dress I’d selected and returned to the door.

Now what? I wondered as I adjusted the skirt. A wicked smile spread across my face as the realization hit me. I possessed the ultimate weapon that has brought even the strongest men to their knees. I am armed with tits and a pussy: things no man can resist. I’d use them to my advantage.

I reached the door, my breath hitched, and my heart raced as I turned the doorknob and pulled the door toward me. There’s a slight creak. Johnny stood in front of me. I’m excited because I’m who I want to be.

What was he doing here? Krystal wouldn’t be here for another three days. Had they found evidence that I had been watching her apartment? Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!

They’ll know it’s me. Adan Howe. Then they’ll demand I take the antidote. If I played it cool and acted like nothing was wrong. Flirt. If I have to, I’ll spread my legs and use my empire destroyer to get what I want. Freedom. Freedom as a woman.

Johnny’s piercing eyes raked over my body. I had him. His tailored suit made him look powerful, and the .45 under his arm gave him the power. But my pussy and tits had more power than even the force of a speeding bullet or his rippling muscle. I’m dizzy with desire. Control yourself, girlfriend. He cleared his throat softly, breaking our gaze as he stepped inside and gently shut the door behind him.

He looked right past me and studied the loft. I’m mad! Doing my best, I repositioned, moving one leg slightly forward, cocked my hips, and let the dress, my body, and my tits speak for me.


Chapter Seven

My friendly neighborhood spook, Johnny, kept looking past me into Krystal’s loft. What the fuck? I’ve got a killer body now, and the only thing on his mind is finding me—the old me. He should be drooling over my tits. A thought smacked me into one reality: could the drug have been a powerful hallucinogen, and I was imagining all this? And he’s not testing a miracle drug to change a man to a woman, but some crazy mind-bending hallucinogen, and he’s playing with me? Fucking with my mind? I think I’m a knockout, and he sees a hairy giant.

But then why hasn’t he pulled his gun and pointed it at the hairy giant’s face standing in front of him? Maybe that’s why he can’t look at me. I glanced down; yep, the killer curves are still there. Come on, 007, look at my tits, just once—just one look. Johnny kept craning his neck to see what was deep in Krystal’s loft. Tired of the silence, I said. “I’m watching the loft for a good friend of mine.”

Frustrated. Even a little pissed, I put one hand on my hips, cocked them in my best “fuck me pose,” and ran the other down the collar of the dress, daring, begging for him to take notice of my new assets. Still, he’s ignoring me, craning his neck, searching for Adan. Was he a gay 007? Turning up the heat, I said, “We’re both porn stars. Ever see my movies?”

That did it. His eyes flicked toward me. He couldn’t help himself. His eyes raked my body. If I had any inhibitions, they were gone now. I’m real. I wanted to touch him. I wanted him to touch me. Make me feel like a woman. My knees weakened, ready to buckle and kneel before him and…. Do anything. Any dirty or nasty thing he desired. Just let me keep this body. What’s it going to hurt, 007? Keep the money. Let me be who I wanted to be my whole life.

That new hole between my legs swelled and started throbbing…. It was like a deep, pulsating ache, a restless and uncontrollable urge that begged for attention that only a man like Johnny could satisfy. I needed what he had between his legs. I could feel the ache all the way up in my stomach. I should have put on panties because a warm river of my arousal trickled down my inner thigh. Come on, Johnny, pull your gun out, slap the handcuffs on me, and bend me over the couch, or make it simple and demand that I drop to my knees and suck your cock. I’ll do it for you. I’d do it for anyone.

I’m getting uncomfortable. What do I do? I had the ultimate weapon: a woman’s curves, a willing mouth, and an aching hole. Seductively, I ran my fingers through my hair, cocked my hips, and teasingly licked my lips, imagining what it would taste like to have his cock in my mouth or inside that aching opening between my legs….

God, it’s throbbing down there, deep inside me.

Come on, 007, do what spies do and seduce the girl. He looked at me; his look said, ‘You crazy bitch. I’m here on a national security issue.’ He looked into my eyes, looking for deception. He got none. All he got was: fuck me, bend me over, and pound my jiggly ass into submission. He heard my non-verbal pleas loud and clear, 007’s eyes widened, and then his gaze dropped to my tits. I had him. I was real.

I ran my hand between my tits and inched closer. Then I brushed his arm. “Can I get you anything? Maybe a drink? We could discuss this over a glass of wine or something stronger?”

“Huh…. Huh…. Ms., I need to ask you a few questions. About Adan Howe.”

He reached into his inner suit pocket and pulled a picture of me. Or what used to be me. He held it with shaky hands. I stepped to his side and looked down at it, making sure my tits and my now stiff and swollen nipples pressed against his muscular biceps. Acting dumb, I said, “My, he looks dangerous. What is he wanted for, murder?” I put my head on his shoulder.

“He’s wanted for…. A National Security issue…” He stuttered as a bulge formed in his pants. He’s mine. Reel him in. Soon all thought processes would shift from his mind to his cock, and he’d surrender the codes to our nuclear arsenal just to get a taste of my pussy. “… We believe he may be or has come here.” His eyes narrowed as he evaluated me. He was wondering if I was once Adan; I can tell. “It’s possible you might find clothing…. And…. So, how long have you been here? A long time?” His eyes narrowed. He suspects I might be Adan. I am, but it doesn’t matter. Before he hustles me to some secret CIA interrogation facility, I’m getting filled with cock. “I’m going to require some identification?” He suspects but cannot confirm.

“ID? You don’t think I’d hide a criminal, do you? Oh, my no. I have it. It’s in Krystal’s studio. I was just about to do a striptease for my fans. I have my porn channel. As you can see, I don’t have it on me. Come….” I held out my hand. “I’d feel safer with you here with a guy like that running around here. I’ll show you my ID. Come on….”


Chapter Eight

He glared at my hand like my fingers were on fire. I said, “What, you think I have cooties?”

His lips pressed flat. The wheels were spinning as he wondered if he touched me, he’d be holding a guy’s hand. Or what once was. Soon he’d be wondering when I swallowed his cock if they once were a guy’s lips. Giving up, holding his hand, I turned and swayed toward Krystal’s porn room, making sure my ass jiggled under the tight dress. I craned over my shoulder and said, “Come on.”

He couldn’t take his eyes off my round, plump butt cheeks. I had him. 007’s bulge grew even more prominent. He was putty in my hands. He followed me into Krystal’s studio; I could feel his stare searing my jiggly butt cheeks. As soon as I entered Krystal’s porn room, my body turned into a bundle of tension, and release would only come when I had peeled off my clothes. Show him what’s underneath. Show him how well their drug worked. For now, I resisted the urge to strip naked and drop to my knees. “So, are you like a cop?”

“No, ma’am, I’m not a cop,” he continued. “I’m here on behalf of the government.”

“National security, that’s right. Oh my, are you a government agent?”

“Yes. I’m with the CIA. Ms.…? ID?”

“A spy? I’ve never had a spy before.” I’ve had no man before. I needed it. As the urge builds inside me, I wonder how women act so put together when their insides are roiling. Fuck I can’t think about anything else but dick, sex. My crotch won’t stop pulsing; my skin was tingling. Fuck 007, what do you want? What do I care if you lock me up? Or shoot me. Fuck me first! I’m a starving beast ready to graze on dick.

“You don’t think I’m a spy, do you? Maybe you think I’m wearing a wire?”

“No…. I don’t. It’s more complicated than that. I’m going to have to see that identification, ma’am.”

“Please don’t be so formal. I’m Kandy.” That’s all I could think of.

“Okay. Kandy. The Identification.”

I patted the bed. “Sit here. My identification is in….” How the hell was I going to get out of this? He wanted to see my ID…. I know he suspected I was Adan. It didn’t matter. He was fucking me after I sucked his cock. “It’s in the dresser. Over there. So why are you searching for this…. What was his name?”

“Adan Howe. He’s wanted for national security issues. That’s all I can tell you.” He crossed his legs, hiding the bulge. I licked my lips, imagining what it would feel like to have his shaft in my mouth, the sensation of it pulsating against my tongue. I ached. I ached to do something I’d never done—a craving for being filled by him.

Done playing, I stopped at the dresser, opened a drawer, pulled out Krystal’s old driver’s license, reached around, grabbed the zipper of my dress, and pulled; as I exposed my back, the zipper’s teeth played a tune of temptation. The fabric of my dress rustled as I pulled my arms out of the sleeves. I turned to face him, holding the top of the dress over my breasts. “I’m not a spy. Nor am I wearing a wire. Want proof? Listen, I’m not sure what you’re doing…. But I have a thing for spies. They turn me on. Maybe….”

I lowered the top of the dress, exposing my ladies. “See no wire. No hidden national security issues.” I tousled my hair like I’d done this before. Our eyes locked. My eyes sent a message, a very unmistakable message. Take me, bend me over, and dominate me completely.

I said, “To show my appreciation for your service to our country, let me offer my body to you.”

He tried like hell to maintain his professionalism. His eyes widened. He couldn’t control himself, and his focus shifted to my chest. He’s all mine. I spider-walked my fingers between my breasts. I inched toward him, swaying my hips. As I sashayed closer, I let my dress drop. I stood, legs splayed in front of him, displaying my damp, swollen flesh in need of what only a man could satisfy.

I dropped to my knees. His eyes glowed as I slid the expired ID down the front of his pants. My hand grazed the flesh that men are so proud of. It’s stiff, swollen, and pulsating; he should be proud of it. He didn’t protest. He opened his mouth to respond and closed it. Opened and closed again. He smiled but shook his head as if saying I can’t.

“Oh, my…. You can’t see my ID down there, can you? I’ll have to get it out of there.” I grabbed his belt buckle and unbuckled it. Then I grabbed his gun. He flinched and pulled my hand away.

I said, “Don’t worry, honey. That’s not the gun I want to play with. Have you ever shot anybody?” Staring at the bulge in his pants, I said, “It looks so big and dangerous. Is it loaded?”

“Yes. I mean my gun. Not the other. I mean, yeah, It’s loaded. There are no problems down there.” He placed his gun on the nightstand. Then he reached around and dangled his handcuffs in front of my face.

Every nerve in my body lit up. The nerves surrounding my nipples and my butt were tingling. The inside of my thighs were wet with my arousal and tingled energetically. I’m desperate and thirsty to break my new biology in. I’ll not be satisfied until he fucks me.

We stared at each other for what felt like an eternity. Johnny’s stance was restless. As he dangled the handcuffs, his other hand reached for my tits. Then he pulled away. “I can’t. I need to set that ID.”

There’s a need inside me growing. It’s a thirst that will only be quenched when I’m riding him. I dropped back to my knees, looking up at him. “Okay. I’ll have to dig for it. Shall I proceed with the mission?”

Johnny nodded.

I unzipped his pants, aggressively pulled the zipper apart, and slid his pants and underwear down to his ankles, letting the plastic ID fall to the floor as his cock popped free, stiff, swollen, and ready.


Chapter Nine

I stood, in control now, and took the handcuffs out of his hand. Then I stripped him of his suit coat and ripped the buttons off his white shirt. I stripped him of it. He stood submissively. Waiting. I pushed him back on the bed. Johnny fell. His expression said I submit to your will. Take me. Not what I had in mind, but I supposed it would have to do because I needed a man, and right now.

I’m going to ride his cock nonstop until I have had enough, riding him till I’m satisfied. I have all the power. Pussy power! Johnny looked up at me. His gaze symbolized he had surrendered to me, and he awaited any pleasure I might give him. I snapped one side of the cold steel handcuffs around one wrist, then ran the chain around the metal bed frame and clamped the other end around his unsecured wrist.

“Fuck.” He said. His cock stood straight in the air, swaying with each pulse of blood through the thick blue vein running up the side of his erection.

“Relax, 007. You’re going to love this. We’re going to test out how well this new equipment I have. You get to find out if it feels as good as it looks.”

He stiffened. His eyes bulged. “It fucking worked. No fucking way. Your Adan?” He struggled against his secured hands.

“You’re mine now, agent man. Tell me you want it. Tell me you want to try out your freak experiment.” I ran my hand down his chest, defined and carved out of stone. My fingers run along the ridges of his abs, feeling the strength and power of his body. “Relax. We’re going to test out this new drug. It looks good, doesn’t it?”

“Fuck. Too good. I never believed it would work. God….”

007 watched. His gaze never left my tits. I straddled his chest and lowered my tits to him. “Play with them,” relishing the power I held over him in this moment, dictating the rhythm of our sexual dance. My breasts hung above his face; his mouth watered with anticipation.

He hesitated. “You’re a guy. They look so fucking real.” His head shook.

“Not anymore 007. Play with them; better make me feel good, too.”

He strained upward and took one rosy peak into his mouth; I ran my fingers through his tousled hair, pulling him into my tits. His tongue swirled around the sensitive nub. “It feels real. So nice. God, your nipples are hard.” He teased my nipple, bolts of arousal headed right for my awakened and moist crotch.

“Oh fuck. Harder. Bite it.” I wailed. He bit down, sending a jolt of arousal through me. My entire body tingled. “Harder,” I screamed. Johnny obeyed. “Harder.”

“I can’t believe this worked,” Johnny said.

“Did I tell you to stop!” Fuck I was wet. I wanted to taste cock. God, real cock. I pulled away and slowly traced my tongue down to his stomach. Kissing. Teasing. Licking every inch of his flesh. Sweat beads on his skin, making each kiss taste like sweat.

Staring down at his cock, I said, “I’m going to take every inch of this. You better not cum until I tell you.” My hot breath caused a healthy dose of precum to seep out. I flicked his head, savoring the taste of his salty discharge, an elixir of pleasure.

I opened my mouth and slid his thick cock between my aching lips. His size filled my mouth. I groaned, tasting the sweet pre-cum on my tongue. He grunted, his hips thrust upward instinctively. My tongue darted around his head as he thrusts in and out of my eager mouth.

“Oh fuck. Suck my cock…. Holy shit….” He said.

I let him do the work. Let him fuck my face. His hips move faster, rocking up and down, trying to take control. I’m overwhelmed with the desire for more cock. I wish there were two or three dicks to fill my other holes. God, this was incredible. Every inch of him is hard and demanding, and I can’t help but want more. After a few minutes, my throat relaxed, and I wanted more of his dick inside me. I slide my fingers up his legs, tracing the contours of his muscles until they rest on his firm ass. I squeeze, pulling him in deeper into my throat until I feel his soft head on the back of my throat.

He groans. His musky scent filled my nostrils. He thrusts in and out of my mouth; I glance up at him for a moment. His eyes are closed tightly in pleasure, the muscles in his jaw tense from the effort to hold back an orgasm that he’s on the edge of. His thick cockhead brushes against my tongue, sending shivers down my spine.

I said, “You like this 007?”

He nodded. I suck harder on his cock, taking as much of him as I can. He was getting close, so I pulled away. He writhed. His legs twitched. He kicked, and his head thrashed. “Please. Fuck. Please.”

“Beg me to ride your cock. Beg.”

“Please. Ride me.”

I stood over his cock, legs spread on either side of his hips. Can I take all of him inside me? I’m determined to try. My body tenses, my pussy dripping wet with excitement. He lets out a loud groan, his hips and legs bucking wildly.

“Please.”

I drop. I grabbed his hot, pulsating cock and guided it into my pussy. There’s a feeling of fullness and incredible, fulfilling pressure as his cock penetrates my virgin walls. As I ride him, slowly getting used to his size, he gets bigger each time I drop. When I fall, he pushes, driving his cock deeper into me, my walls stretched, accommodating his thickness. It feels so good. I screamed. I wailed like I’d never done before. “Fuck me! God, I want to hear you say my name, say it bitch.”

“What?” He said, the creaking of the bed drowning out his response.

“Say my name. Say it.”

I rode him like an animal and dug my nails into his shoulders as I arched my back to take more of him. His hips slam against me, driving me wild with desire.

“Say my name.”

“Kandy.” He picks up the pace, driving his hips up, wanting a release. But I’m not ready yet, almost but not quite. I shimmy my hips.

“No, Adan. Say it. Say, Ride me, Adan.”

“Please, Adan. Let me cum. I want it so bad.”

I lean forward and bite down on his neck hard enough to leave a mark. I cry out in sweet agony, my walls clenching around him as I reach the peak of pleasure. My pussy pulsed around him, milking his cock as we both climaxed. He growled, and I let loose his cock. He pants heavily. He grinned at me, sweat streaming from his brow. “That was fucking amazing.”

I laid on top of him, satisfied but wanting more. A gentle nudge between my legs told me he was ready again. I laughed. I rode him to two more orgasms. I snapped pictures of me riding him, showered, dressed, and packed a bag filled with clothes, the money I stole, and the remaining needles of transformation.

“Hey….” 007 said. “Can you let me go? I know what you look like. We’ll find you.”

I smiled. His cock was still hard, glistening, and sticky with my sweetness and his orgasms. “I don’t think so. I have two more shots. When I get where I’m going…. I’ll call 911. Tell them a secret agent man needed help.”

I laughed as I left. The sounds of thrashing on the bed told me Johnny was pissed.


Chapter Ten

I leave the Krytals’ loft, leaving 007 tied to the bed and my old life behind me. I hear his muffled protests but don’t look back, feeling free for the first time. I hail a cab and give the driver an address on the other side of town—a spot, a secret place that will create any identity I desire. When I arrived at my destination, I paid the driver and stepped out of the cab. The building in front of me is old and run-down, but it’s also the best place to get the new identity I needed. I walked up to the third floor and knocked on the door. A small panel slides open, and suspicious eyes peer out at me. “What do you want, sexy?”

“Adan Howe sent me. I need a full set. A completely new identity. Everything. I have money, and I’m willing to pay.”

The panel slid shut, and the deadbolts clicked open. The heavy, reinforced metal door grinds open slowly. The big black guy I know as Justin Jones stood before me.

I smiled and said, “Money and….” I traced the curves of my new body….

Justin’s eyes had an animal’s hunger in them. A hunger I’d be too willing to satisfy. “Come on in.”










The End
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