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		Have you ever wondered what it would feel like to be the opposite gender?

		Well that’s what my company had been working on for a while now. In fact, we’ve probably made the most progress in the entire industry of genetic engineering. From the way the project leads have been talking and the rushing of paperwork and panic in the legal department, I’d say they were getting ready for human testing or something. These really were exciting times to be working for the Generico Company, great idea to probably buy stocks, too.

		So how did all this start? Well, I suppose I should go back to my days as a college student. Me and my current roommate, Marissa, were the best of pals throughout our days and nights studying and partying. She was such a good wingman; the fact that she was a lesbian made things quite interesting when we went bar hopping, because she would always make sure we both went home with a girl who was good to go.

		So fast forward to graduation; it turns out we both got an internship at the same genetics company in the same city, which meant we would be working together and living together. Why would we be living together? Well, it was the most convenient solution to the problem of both of us needing an apartment we could afford on an intern’s salary.

		Now this is where things get tricky; because even though I know she’s a lesbian, I am really into her. It didn’t start this way, though; at first we were completely comfortable with each other. She would hardly wear any clothes around the house, because we both knew sex wasn’t an option. In her mind she didn’t realize how much she was teasing me when she would prance around the apartment with just panties and a bra.

		Unless maybe she did? She definitely was the type to be a tease to guys, knowing they could look but can’t touch. Although it was more likely that we were just really comfortable with each other since we’ve been friends for almost six years now. However, things would be changing soon, and I’ll tell you why.

		Let’s go back to last night, the night I decided my fate. It was a night like any other; we were both tired from work, so we were just relaxing in the living room with the TV on. It was about a whole hour later when we finally decided to get off our asses.

		We both look down the hall where the bathroom is then over at the kitchen. It was time to decide who gets to shower and who has to cook dinner. We both grinned at each other then took our stances; we crouched and flexed our hands. We stared into each other’s eyes, and on the count of three we each launched our fists towards each other in the most intense game of rock paper scissors. I unfortunately lost and was stuck cooking dinner while she went to shower.

		So I sulked into the kitchen and looked through the pantry for something to cook. I spotted a package of pasta and some tomato sauce. Guess it was going to be spaghetti night. I then grabbed the pans and put the water to boil for the pasta. I went to my room to undress down to my boxers, rolling my eyes as I passed the restroom where the shower was running, before coming back to the kitchen to start the sauce.

		After the water came to a rolling boil, I added in the pasta along with some oil to keep them from getting stuck to each other. I then slowly stirred the sauce absent-mindedly as I kept an eye on the pasta. Suddenly, I felt cold wet hands cover my eyes, and in a sing song tone she asked for me to guess who it was. I laughed and pulled her hands down and looked back at her.

		“Of course it’s you, who else would it be? Do we have someone else in this apartment?”

		She laughed and then looked over at what I was cooking. “Looks like the pasta is done. Test it and if it’s done I’ll help you strain it, okay?”

		I bowed in front of her in a mocking manner and then did as she instructed. I couldn’t help but notice that she was still dripping wet and was only wearing a towel. I felt her warm breath against my neck as she held the strainer over the sink for me so I could pour out the pasta water.

		I have no idea why she was so close to me. I mean I know the kitchen is small, but wow we were practically touching at this point. Normally, I don’t have a problem with us being close, but we were both barely clothed and that whole guess who game she did when she came into the kitchen just made things different somehow.

		We put the pasta back in the pot, and she twirled around me to get to the sauce. She smiled and picked up the spoon to give it a taste. “Hmmm, not bad, not bad at all, Sir Eric of the Kitchen.”

		She laughed at her own joke and pushed past me to sit at the table. Not letting her have the last laugh, I decided to stand firmly when she pushed against me, forcing her to push harder. She grunted as she struggled to get past me, and I simply laughed before relaxing and letting her through. As she finally pushed through, her towel — which had become looser since she first came into the kitchen — also decided to give, and it flew off her as she stumbled forward.

		She turned to face me and glared at me, but I knew she wasn’t really mad because she broke out into laughter not even ten seconds later. She then picked up her towel and laid it down on her chair before sitting. I couldn’t help myself, and I stood there slack jawed as I burned the image of her incredible naked body into my memory. I was used to seeing her in skimpy underwear and even caught her topless a few times, but this was the first time I saw here fully nude.

		I quickly came to my senses and turned away to grab some plates to serve up the dinner, hoping she didn’t notice my growing erection.

		“So uh, are we eating dinner naked now?” I asked awkwardly.

		This of course amuses her, and she simply replied casually about wanting to air dry. I then moved towards the pasta and served up two healthy portions on the cheap disposable plates I bought for a party we had, keeping my back to her.

		“What? The regular plates are dirty? Tsk tsk, it was supposed to be your turn to do the dishes last night,” she scolded me jokingly.

		I simply laughed it off and apologize, figuring it’d be easier to let her think the dishes were dirty rather than risk her seeing my erection, as it still hadn’t gone down and the actual dishes were on the other side of the kitchen. I breathed in calmly and looked down at my dick. Shit! It was still semi-erect.

		I sighed and swallowed my pride. Hopefully, she wouldn’t notice as I lifted the plates from the counter and turned around to bring the food to the table. I turned so that I wasn’t facing her as I placed her plate in front of her and then quickly made my way to my seat across from her. Luckily, it wasn’t too suspicious as I am notorious for being impatient when it comes to eating my food.

		I kept my head down as I slurped the spaghetti loudly and moaned in pleasure. I heard her do the same, followed by praise for my skills in the kitchen. I smile at that; she always tells me how much she loves my cooking and that if I was a woman she’d jump my bones in a flash.

		That’s when it occurred to me. Our company was in the process of developing some serum or something that would change you into the opposite sex. I thought about all the recent excitement and extra workload being pushed onto people these past few weeks, and I realized that they may be ready for human testing.

		I thought about it harder and racked my brain to remember some of the documents I had filed away recently, and that’s when it hit me. They definitely were going to start testing on humans, because I remember seeing a folder with potential candidates. If this worked, then it’d be a breakthrough in modern science, and not only that, but I’d be able to have the woman of my dreams. So I decided right there and then, at the dinner table in my boxers hiding an erection, that I would volunteer to be a test subject the next morning when we went in for work.

		The next morning we had a quick breakfast, fully clothed this time, and we made our way to my car. On the drive to the office, I kept thinking about how I would tell Marissa if they accepted me as a test subject, and how would she react?

		As if she could tell something was on my mind, she lowered the radio and asked if something was wrong. I decided that I wouldn’t bother her with this just yet and simply smiled at her as I assured her that everything was fine. She studied me for a few seconds, trying to decide if she should press me further or just leave it alone. She decided on the latter and turned the radio back up. I sighed in relief and put the thoughts of the potential life altering experiment out of my mind.

		We made it to work just in time and both sighed in relief as we signed in right before the clock turned to eight ‘o one. We then hugged and split up, as we were assigned to work in different parts of the building.

		I checked in with my supervisor before heading to the labs downstairs. I knocked on the office door of the scientist in charge and patiently waited for a reply. The door creaked open, and a soft voice told me to come in. I looked around to see if anyone else was near me, then I entered. The office was dimly lit and cluttered with papers, boxes, equipment, and other junk. In the far side of the room, there was a middle aged woman hunched over her desk, mulling over some paperwork.

		I carefully made my way through the labyrinth of clutter until I was in front of her. Without looking up, she grunted then asked me what I wanted.

		“Uh, um, well I was uh wondering if you were in charge of choosing the human test subjects for the Hermes project,” I stammered, trying not to look at her strangely.

		She stopped what she was doing and then looked up at me. I could tell she hadn’t been to sleep recently based off the dark bags under her eyes. She looked almost ghostly with her pale skin, sleepless eyes, and unkempt hair. She squinted as she looked at me, then it seemed as if she was studying me as I felt her gaze travel all over my body before our eyes met again.

		“Yes I am. Why do you ask?” she asked very suspiciously as she continued to study me, occasionally muttering to herself.

		“Well, I was hoping to be a part of the project — as one of the test subjects, I mean. If there’s any spaces open, that is,” I replied, still nervous and a bit uncomfortable.

		She smiled and reached for another folder on her desk. She flipped through it and quickly scanned a chart with a bunch of notes scribbled on the margins. She looked back up at me with a face of a mad scientist; clearly she has something in mind for me. Let’s just hope it’s nothing dangerous.

		“Yes it seems there is one more spot available, may I ask who you are, though? I will need to fill out this chart with your information before I can begin preparing you for the trial.”

		I sighed in relief and relaxed a bit before telling her who I am and what my position is here at the company as well as my supervisor’s information, my emergency contact information, and my employee ID. She then guided me into the examination room attached to her office and had me wait in there for her lab assistant to check my vitals and give me a quick physical.

		Before I could ask where she was going, she walked out of the room, but before she closed the door she shouted that she had to give notice to my supervisor of my participation in the trials so they can have someone cover my workload. After what seemed like forever, I was guided into a changing room where I changed into one of those flimsy hospital gowns that barely covered my bare ass. I was then taken to a bigger room with a few rows of hospital beds; all but one were occupied by a varied group of men and women around my age.

		There seemed to be six women on one side of the room and five men on the other side. I was guided to the sixth bed on the men’s side, and I made myself comfortable. One of the nurses then began to hook me up to an IV and all the other machines that I knew monitored my vitals, but I had no idea what they were called. The nurse then followed the orderlies and lab assistant out of the room and closed the door behind them.

		It was finally happening; I was going to be a part of history here with this experiment. I looked over at my fellow test subjects who were either napping, reading, or talking amongst themselves. It seems they’ve been here for a few hours already waiting for the test to start, and some of the women on the other side of the room are making their annoyance with the wait very clear to no one in particular. There was a loud buzzing, followed by the sound of the soft voice over speakers which only barely helped us understand her.

		“Thank you for your patience. As you can see, we finally found the last subject needed to continue with the trial. Just in time, too. Well, as you may already know, I am Dr. Smith, and I am the head bitch in charge of this show. This is project Hermes, and if it goes as planned, you all shall undergo an amazing transformation on a genetic scale. Your DNA will remain mostly unchanged, other than the chromosomes that determine your sex. Basically, you’re turning into the opposite sex, which means you will have to be sedated, as the transformation will be extremely painful while your body literally mutates and transforms over the next few hours or so. Other than that, good luck. You signed waivers and liability forms, so remember that, and we’ll see you on the other side.”

		There was a click, and the room fell silent.

		There was some tension in the air as we all took in the chilling words that were just spoken. We all looked at each other and began to say silent prayers to each other as we began to fall asleep. It seems the IVs were pumping us full of sedatives, and they were pretty powerful because it was only a few seconds after my eyes began to close and I was out cold.

		When my eyes opened again, my head — no — my entire body was in pain. I was sore, my eyes were blurry, and my head was pounding. It was like a supercharged hangover. Finally, my eyesight returned to normal, and the pounding subsided. I groaned as I slowly sat up, but then I stopped.

		I opened my mouth to make another sound and immediately gasped at the sound of my voice before wincing in pain as my sore throat flared up. I didn’t sound like me. In fact, I didn’t even sound like a man at all. I sounded like a woman.

		Does this mean it worked?

		I began to feel up my body, starting with my chest. Boobs, these are boobs I am touching.

		Not just any boobs, but my boobs. They were actual female boobs and they weren’t fake, either. I could feel the soft, fatty tissue and the hyper sensitive nipples. They were quite large, slightly larger than Marissa’s plump breasts, and they felt amazing. I then let my hand slide down towards my crotch until it reached my newfound pussy. I gasped as my hand rubbed against my clit. Even though I hadn’t touched it directly, it was still extremely sensitive through my hospital gown.

		I wondered if this hypersensitivity was a temporary side effect from the procedure. Before I could explore more of my body, I heard a door open, and that’s when I realized I was no longer in the room where we underwent the experiment. I was in a small hospital room with no decorations and a more simple setup of machines to monitor my vitals.

		I looked at the person who entered the room; it was Dr. Smith, herself. She resembled the living dead, although her hair was up in a ponytail. She smiled pleasantly at me then began to go over the details of my discharge, pausing every so often to keep her excitement in check and then handed me a journal with further instructions and contact information.

		I was apparently supposed to use this as a sort of diary, except she would be reading it and checking it every week for the next month. After a month I would only have to check in every two weeks until she approves me for monthly checks and so on. Satisfied I understood everything she needed me to understand, and after reassuring me that the hypersensitivity should wear off soon, she left in a rush to see the other subjects.

		I waited for a nurse to come in to unhook me from the machines and to guide me out of the lab. When the nurse finally arrived, she handed me a plastic bag with my personal belongings and the clothes I was wearing when I was still a man. Before I could say something about the clothes, there was a knock on the door, and another nurse came in pushing a rack of women’s clothes. They then left and told me to knock after I had finished changing. I shuffled through the clothes. They weren’t anything fancy, but I could tell they were for women. I decided to put on a simple yellow sundress and paired it with some flip flops.

		As for underwear, there wasn’t much of a selection, but something did catch my eye. It was a pair of black boyshorts with yellow lace trim and a tiny bow on each side. Fortunately, the panties fit me perfectly, and I looked at myself in the mirror attached to the clothes rack. I was gorgeous; my skin was smooth and blemish free, my long black hair was straight and silky smooth, my eyebrows were on point. I was basically a model. Granted, I may have been over estimating how beautiful I actually was, but I was definitely what many would consider an eight out of ten.

		Satisfied with how I looked, I knocked on the door and waited for the nurses to come back in. When they did, they complimented me and gushed over how cute I looked in the sun dress. They apologized about the lack of bras. Apparently Dr. Smith wants us to wait a week to start wearing those, and then guided me to the lobby of the building where a small group of men and women were chatting up a storm.

		I noticed that they all had a similar plastic bag as mine with clothes in them and realized they were my fellow test subjects. I saw about three women and four men in the lobby talking to each other about their new bodies and giving each other tips on how to adjust to their new body parts.

		They greeted me happily when they saw me and engulfed me in a big group hug. I talked with them for a bit, then looked up at the clock and gasped at the time. It was already well past the time me and Marissa normally got off, by almost three hours. I then saw the date and nearly fainted with shock. Not only was it three hours past our clock-out time, it was also the next day.

		In a panic, I turned on my phone to see how many messages she had left me; it was surprisingly only two. The first one was her asking where I was, and the second was her assuring me that she got home safely and she wished me luck with my procedure. It seemed that she was informed of my participation in the trial, after all. I sighed in relief and gave my farewells to the group before heading out to my car.

		Driving home was weird. It took me awhile to adjust to driving with my new body, so I decided to avoid the highway until I was confident that my original driving skills had returned. It was a whole new experience, as I noticed people staring at me when I was stopped at traffic lights, and not just men, but women, too. Although it seemed a lot of the stares from the women weren’t as friendly as the gazes from the men, but that’s probably to be expected, since I was very attractive.

		Finally, I made it home, about forty minutes later than usual thanks to me taking the streets most of the way, but I was safe and in one piece, which is what mattered. I took in a few deep breaths as I sat in my car, preparing myself to face Marissa. I still wasn’t sure how she’d react, but I was secretly hoping she’d love it.

		I slowly opened the door to my apartment and carefully walked in, trying to be as quiet as possible so I could surprise her. As soon as I shut the door, I heard a loud squeal and was suddenly tackled to the floor by a very cheery Marissa.

		“Ahhhhhh! Eric! Or should I say Erica? I can’t believe you’re okay! You are okay, right? Oh my God, you’re so beautiful! Wow, I’m so surprised it actually worked! How do you feel? Why didn’t you tell me, you jerk?! Ahhh I’m so excited for you!”

		I laughed, and she realized how insane she was behaving, so she laughed with me and helped me to my feet. Marissa was dressed in her usual house outfit, a bra and panties, and she still looked amazingly beautiful and sexy to me. She then noticed me looking her over and smirked slyly before approaching me slowly.

		“So uh, how are you feeling? I know I asked already, but you still haven’t said a word.” She spoke in an almost seductive tone, clearly not used to using that voice with me.

		I giggled and assured her that I was perfectly fine and healthy. I wasn’t even hungry, considering I was being fed through an IV just a couple hours ago. I bit my lip shyly and admitted that I was feeling a bit horny and curious about my new body. Her face lit up, and she grabbed my wrist and dragged me to her room with promises of pleasure and sensations I couldn’t have felt as a man.

		As soon as we were in her room, she turned around and kissed me. I was surprised at first, but quickly gave in and returned the kiss. We continued to kiss passionately, moaning into it, before she pulled away, gasping for air with a smile.

		She crawled onto her bed and motioned for me to join her. I happily complied and crawled into bed next to her, nervous but excited over what was happening. All the pain from before was worth it for this moment, and I was going to enjoy it to the fullest. She helped me take off my dress, kissing my body as we slid my dress off. Her lips were soft, and each kiss made me moan, my pussy tingling and becoming wetter and wetter.

		Then her lips found my nipples, and I gasped in pleasure. This was more intense than anything I ever felt as a man, and I could feel a weird sensation coming from my pussy. I heard Marissa giggle in response, and she told me that I almost had an orgasm.

		We kissed again, and my hands began to explore her body while she groped me and grinded against me. We both moaned as we shifted against each other, our panties becoming soaked. She took off her bra and pulled my face down towards her chest so that I could suck on her nipples. My hand then moved from her ass to her pussy, and I began to rub her clit over her panties while I sucked on her nipples. She moaned loudly, and I felt her press against my fingers harder, so I humored her and pulled her panties aside to finger her.

		She gasped as the first finger slid in, then continued to moan and beg for more as I slid in the second finger. I kissed her neck and continued to finger her, her moans and gasps giving me pleasure. I began to tease her nipples with my tongue as I fingered her faster, and her breathing quickened. I felt her pussy clench and pull in my fingers.

		She threw her head back and yelled in pleasure as her body shook wildly. She just came on my fingers, holy shit.

		I slowly pulled my fingers out and brought them up to my mouth, where I slowly and seductively began to lick them. Mmmmm, she tasted better than I could have imagined. I let her taste herself before kissing her deeply.

		She giggled and rolled on top of me and continued to kiss me. She then slid down my body, kissing it as she went lower and lower until she reached my panties. She pulled them off and smiled when she saw my smooth and wet pussy. She licked her lips then brought them down to my pussy and kissed it. I gasped and then began to moan as her tongue began to flick back and forth on my throbbing clit.

		“F-fuck!” I yelled out as my body filled with pleasure and convulsed.

		My first orgasm as a woman, and Marissa was only getting started down there.

		She then began to finger me, slowly and gently at first, while her tongue went to work on my clit. I moaned loudly and squeezed her head between my thighs. I heard her laugh as she inserted a second finger and began to pick up the pace. I gripped the sheets and felt my toes curl as I came again.

		I was panting and sweating, but she still came up to give me a taste of myself. We kissed passionately and held each other tightly, our bodies rubbing together, moaning softly.

		We stared at each other lovingly, and she held me in her arms.

		As soon as we both had plenty of rest, we began again. This time she sat on my face and ate me out in a sixty-nine position. We both came about three more times before taking another break.

		We spent the entire night having sex, eating each other out, fingering, kissing, grinding, and even spanking. I think it’s safe to say that I made a very good decision to volunteer for project Hermes.
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