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Prologue

I’D KNOWN MY ROOMMATE GARY FOR TWO YEARS since we were both freshmen. He was applying to medical school, and no one had any doubts that he would get in. I mean the kid was more than brilliant. He was doing research in the biochem department since last year, and already had a paper published with the head of the chemistry department, Professor Alger, in a prestigious chem society journal. By junior year he had free reign of the chem building, and had a modest income tutoring freshmen and sophomores.

His social life was practically non-existent, except for the occasional dorm party or special event. He was constantly reading – chemistry and physics – what else? He wasn’t much for dating, and girls or guys seemed to have no attraction for him. I was always telling him to get out and circulate, but he always mumbled something underneath his mop of curly hair and thick, black glasses he wore. I could never tell what he was truly thinking.

He had a secret side and would often disappear at the strangest times; before dinner, leave the room at odd hours without saying where he was going. All the guys on my floor knew he was weird. But no one except me was to find out just exactly how weird – and surprising he truly was. I was too blind to see, and I paid a price. This is my story.
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ABOUT TWO MONTHS INTO MY JUNIOR YEAR AT SCHOOL, I began to notice some “changes” in my roommate Gary. The other guys noticed as well. He was never the really athletic type, but at the beginning of the semester he became interested in body building and spent hours at the gym working out. He also had body sculpting magazines delivered to our house off campus. It was a small house, and we had the whole top floor (which wasn’t much) to ourselves. Each of us had our own small bedroom. An old widow lived downstairs, and she was nice enough, kept to herself, and didn’t bother us with rules and regulations like some of the other landlords in town.

One day after class, he entered my room, and I noticed a significant change in his appearance. “Hey Gary, what’s up?” I said.

“What do you mean Chris?” he said, sounding a little defensive.

“Oh nothing, it’s all good. Where’d you come from, the gym?”

“No, I was at the chem lab. Professor Alger and I are working on a new chem experiment.”

“Really?” Of course it was the usual for him. He was always working on something.

“Yeah. Well, you probably have an idea, right?” he asked, raising an eyebrow at me and flexing his biceps which had markedly changed since the beginning of the semester. “This could really be something big. You know how I’ve been working out right?”

“Yeah, since we’ve known each other, I’ve never seen you, or anyone build muscle so quickly.”

“Yes! That’s the thing. Professor Alger and I have been studying muscle responses to various peptides and how combined with exercise to make them grow faster and bulk up.”

“Is it testosterone?” I asked, sounding concerned, and very naïve. I didn’t want my roommate to go into liver failure or have his nuts shrink to the size of peanuts or anything like that.

“No, not at all – it’s completely safe and not toxic at all. It uses the body’s natural chemistry and kind of amplifies it in a way. We’ve been working on formulating a supplement that could make us millions one day!” he said with a dreamy quality to his eyes.

Now I had been thinking of working out and I trusted Gary. The girls would be all over me if I could look like a Hollywood action star. So I had an idea.

“Say Gary, do you think maybe I could try some of that stuff while I start to work out? I was thinking that girls would notice me more if I put some muscle on my skinny frame?” I didn’t say what I was really thinking which was “effeminate.” That was something that bothered me all through adolescence – the fact that I had somewhat roundish hips and no muscle. In high school when I did go to the gym, I was always teased about my physique. I started to harbor a resentment about it, not wanting to get close to any girl because of what she might think of me.

“Sure Chris, I don’t see why not. Professor Alger’s always looking for other test subjects. Matter of fact, I think he’d be pleased. I’m sure of it.”

“Wow really?” I said. “That would be incredible. Tell you what. Tomorrow morning I’ll go work out with you. My first class isn’t until ten o’clock. Whaddya’ say buddy?”

“Yeah, ten would be fine. Listen, it’s in a powder form and you mix it in your OJ. I’ll give you your first dose tomorrow at breakfast before we go to the gym.”

“Deal!” I said, so happy that I would get started on a “new me.”

The next morning Gary and I went to a waffle house in the center of town not far from campus. We got a booth in the back for privacy. We didn’t want anyone to see us putting powder from a vial in our juice. So the waitress took our orders and Gary looked around and took out two vials of white powder and poured his into his OJ and stirred it with a spoon. He did the same for me and said, “Here’s to the new you!” and we both drank up. It was a bit gritty, but otherwise tasteless.

“Listen Chris. I told Professor Alger that I was sharing this with you. Now all the lots are numbered and the one I gave you was for you, and the one I took was mine. Don’t worry about it, they’re both the same thing.” I trusted Gary and thought nothing of it.

I was finally on my way to becoming a big, chiseled muscle guy that the girls would fall all over. Now I couldn’t wait to start hitting the gym, so Gary and I finished our breakfast of tasty carbs quickly and headed out for the college gym.

Gary had me start doing chest and leg presses right away, and then bicep curls. I didn’t feel it then, but the next day I could barely get out of bed. But while I was working out I felt a sort of “euphoria” which was unlike anything I ever felt before. I asked Gary about it, and he said, “Oh yeah, that’s what it does. It relaxes you while you’re struggling. But you did really good yesterday Chris. I’m proud of you. Just wait a couple of months when we hit the bar scene!”

I could hardly wait. I crawled into the shower back at home and turned the water as hot as it would go, and put mineral ice all over my arms and legs because they were killing me. So we continued on the same regimen for the next few weeks.
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BY THE FOURTH WEEK, I NOTICED SOME STRANGE THINGS happening to me. I wasn’t “bulking” in the places I thought I would. Sure, my arms and legs were getting stronger, but I noticed more fat around my hips and my breasts looked like they were growing, and my hair was growing faster and thicker. Gary kept putting on muscle. He said nothing to me about my body like he didn’t notice. Maybe it was all in my head? I wasn’t sure, but one thing was certain; I didn’t want to stop using the powder. There was something about the euphoria that I was starting to crave. There was a supply in Gary’s room and more than once I thought about taking more than one dose per day of my lot number. Gary only took one vial per day of his, so I was at a loss to understand this. It’s not like I could go into a pharmacy and ask the pharmacist why I wanted more of a non-FDA approved chemical or why these changes were happening to me.

There was something else I didn’t mention to Gary. I started to look upon girls with disinterest – not like I hated them, but in a sexual way. On the other side, I found myself getting turned on by guys to the point where if I was looking at some guys across a room, and they were particularly hot, I found my cock getting hard. This shamed me and I could never admit this to him, especially because I started to find Gary to be “interesting.”

One time I woke up in my small bedroom in the middle of the night and I was covered in sweat and my hands were on my chest, rubbing my nipples which had become very hard. I was also having some kind of erotic dream where Gary was in it, and I think he was touching me! Holy fuck! If this was happening to me, then why was it not happening to Gary too? I mean we were taking the same formula – right?

Now I began to suspect that I was a guinea pig for some weird experiment which would make me into a girl – or at least have the physical and mental characteristics of one, with of course, a cock. But that was crazy. I mean we had known each other since the start of freshman year, and he never showed any interest in me in that way. And like I said, I couldn’t stop taking the stuff! It was like I was somehow addicted to the euphoria it produced.

I stood in front of the long mirror in my room in my boxer shorts and looked at myself really closely for the first time. I hadn’t really done a close examination of myself before because I didn’t want to believe it, yet over the last week, the changes seem to have accelerated, and there was no denying what was going on with me. I wore baggy sweatshirts now to hide my rapidly growing breasts and I got a haircut – really short. However the pitch of my voice was also going up and some of my facial features were changing as well. Now, after staring in amazement at myself for a good ten minutes, I knew I had to speak to Gary.

I found him in his room sitting at his desk, hunched over his laptop. “Hey Gary, got a sec?”

“Sure Chris what’s up?” he said as he hit a button and turned away from his computer.

“WHOA!” he said, amazed. I was standing in front of him in my boxers. “Is this . . . I mean, jeez Chris, have you been taking any hormones?”

If he was playing a game he was very good at it because his surprise seemed genuine. “No Gary, just the supplement you’ve been giving me. Tell me straight man; am I taking the same mixture that you’re taking?? Come on, be honest with me. Another thing, when I stop taking it, I feel like I’m going through some kind of withdrawal. So what gives?”

Gary’s eyes were wide open, and his speechlessness gave way to his vast analytical process. “Oh man, oh man Chris, I swear you’ve been taking the same stuff as me. I have no fucking clue . . .” he said, his voice trailing off. “I’m going to see Professor Alger first thing in the morning. In fact, I’ll skip the workout tomorrow. Now I know why you’ve been wearing the baggy sweatshirts all day.” He came closer to me and studied my face up close. “Wow, your face is changing too. Say something.”

“What should I say, I’m really scared Gary, this isn’t funny!”

“That’s it . . . your voice – the pitch is higher – like a, like a girl.”

“I KNOW IT IS!” I said, my voice sounding like a girl that just found her lover cheating. My mind was racing too. I just wanted to get into Gary’s pants. I saw no reciprocal reaction from him – he was too stunned.

“Okay, okay Chris. Calm the fuck down man. I’ll get to the bottom of this – I promise.”

“Thanks,” I said, not knowing what else to say.

The next day Gary went to see Professor Alger. Anxious to know what was happening I texted Gary to meet me for lunch in the university quad and food court. I found him seated at a table in front of a taco place and sat down next to him.

“Get something to eat Chris and we’ll talk.”

“Okay,” I said. I mean I was hungry and didn’t want to hear bad news on an empty stomach. I was also a little pissed to be honest. But as I walked to the taco place I stole a backward glance at Gary sitting there and I noticed his profile and I found myself with a boner which made me blush, and I had a tingling and tense feeling in my butt. Oh fuck! I AM CHANGING INTO A GIRL! Is this how girls feel when a guy turns them on I wondered???

“So tell me Gary, what did Professor Alger tell you? Don’t hold back, I want to know word for word. I’ll know if you’re bullshitting me!”

Gary shifted uncomfortably in his seat. “Well, he was surprised as I was, and he let me in on something I didn’t know before.”

“And what’s that?” I asked, my demeanor changing, taking in every word.

He drew a deep breath. “It turns out that he ran some animal trials on rats before making the batch for humans.” I was shocked. I thought Gary was in on every phase of the development of this compound.

“Come on Gary, I thought you were the golden boy of the chem department. How could you not have known? So what were the results?”

“Uh apparently, most of the rats, thirty-four to be exact, bulked up and became bigger and stronger – a bit more aggressive too – you know, biting more and difficult to handle . . .”

“And the rest??? What happened to them? How many were ‘the rest?’”

“About six,” he said, his voice dropping, looking at the table. “They uh, they didn’t bulk up or become more aggressive. In fact they became easier to handle than the rest, and he took blood samples. Now this is the shocking part.” He was scaring me. “The blood results showed a significant spike in estrogen, you know, the female hormone.”

“Yes Gary, I’m not an idiot! I know what estrogen is!”

“So he did some more tinkering and both of us tested it on more rats and the female effects – the blood estrogen I mean, didn’t appear in any of them.”

“And that was enough for him to start human trials? It seems pretty roughshod science to me. I mean don’t you need more testing before giving it to people?”

“Look Chris, you have to understand. This university doesn’t have the resources to go through all the time and numbers needed to look for long-term side effects like a regular pharmaceutical giant. Of course, in animals, any negative effects become apparent quicker than people because of metabolism and other factors.”

“Just how many human ‘test subjects’ were there?”

“Truthfully, swear to God, you and I are the only two – so far.”

“Whoa – just you and me??? That’s IT??”

“Yup, so far.”

“Does Professor Alger want to see me?” I asked, not really sure if I wanted to see him.

Gary was very casual. “Well, he said if you wanted to stop by you could.”

“Maybe I will,” I said. “I have to think about it. One other thing. I can’t stop taking this stuff. I mean, like when I went one day without it, I felt like my skin was crawling and I fucking need it Gary.”

“Uh yeah well, Professor Alger discovered that something in there hits opiate receptors too.”

“So you mean, we’re like . . .” I couldn’t say it easily. “Drug addicts.”

Gary shifted uncomfortably. “No, you’re the only one who gets that. I mean, I don’t get the cravings.”

“Great! That’s just great!”

“Well give it time. Professor Alger thinks the estrogen effects might just be temporary. So sit tight okay man?”

What else could I do or say? I had to sit tight.
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NOW AFTER SIX WEEKS, I STOPPED CUTTING MY HAIR, and something else was happening to me. When I looked at girls I had the desire, or should I say the curiosity to try on some of their clothes. I wanted to feel soft, silky fabrics against my soft, supple skin. There were also subtle changes in the bones of my face. I was already at the point where I could pass for female. Now there was no hiding it. I told my friends on campus that I was transitioning. In this day and age nobody paid any attention to it, and I didn’t get into any probing discussions with anyone either.

There was an exception. A very good female friend of mine Linda was very curious about the changes she saw in me and had to speak to me about them. She lived in one of the few female dorms on campus, so one afternoon I went over to visit her.

She opened the door and stared at me with her mouth open. It had just been a week since she saw me last. We had gone out on a few dates at the beginning of the semester, and it didn’t work out, so now we were good friends. I told her about Gary and Professor Alger’s experiment, and she was shocked that he would try it out on humans so fast. I told her that Gary was bulking up and this stuff was making me more feminine.

“Look Chris, if this is who you’re becoming you might as well go with it.” I looked at her open closet which had assorted skirts and blouses and such and immediately got a boner which I’m positive she didn’t see.

I think I knew where this conversation was going, and it made me very happy. In just a few minutes I went from confusion and fear to acceptance. My lips curled up in a smile.

“Linda,” I asked. “Do you think, I mean would you help me out with trying some of your clothes?”

Her face lit up. “Oh Chris! Of course I would. I’d be delighted! Say, would it be okay if my friend down the hall Lorraine got in on this. I know she’d love to help you too!” She looked me over quickly and said, “I think her size might be closer to yours anyway. So whaddya’ say; can she help?”

“Sure, why not?”

“Yes! I’ll go get her now!” Linda said excitedly. The thought of two actual women fussing over me excited me and got my cock hard!
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IT WAS ONLY A COUPLE OF MINUTES and Linda brought Lorraine in. I vaguely remembered her, but I doubted if she knew me “before.”

“Oh my God! Look at him Linda, I can’t believe it! How did you get like this Chris, was it HRT??”

“Uh, well sort of. It was a supplement I got that I thought would bulk me up for the gym. I had no idea it would do this to me.”

“WOW! That’s some powerful shit Chris. But there’s nothing to do except to go with it,” Lorraine said smiling.

She was carrying a large bundle full of girl’s clothes – and lingerie! There was no use hiding it. They could see the happiness spreading on my face!

She saw me eyeing the lingerie – a purple satin G-String. “Here you go Chris,” she said, grinning at me. “Take your clothes off and try it on.” I was a bit hesitant at first. “Come on Chris, it’s not like I’ve never seen a guy’s cock before.”

“You know something Lorraine? You are a SLUT!” Linda said. Lorraine just smiled back.

So I slipped off my baggy sweatshirt, and jeans and held the G-string in my hands.

“Oh my God Linda, LOOK! He’s got a boner! And a nice one too I might add. Say Chris, or should I say ‘Chrissy,’ would you mind very much if I touched it?”

I never had a girl touch my private parts before if you know what I mean, but I wanted Lorraine to touch it very much. “Sure, go ahead,” I said, all modesty gone. She placed her soft fingers on the tip as Linda looked on; some pre cum making her index and middle fingers glisten, as she rubbed around the head of my cock. I moaned.

She looked sideways at Linda smirking. “Okay ‘Chrissy,’ put them on.” So I placed the thong on the floor and both girls were very excited to see my reaction to what I was doing. I stepped into the thong carefully with both feet, completely buck naked, and then slowly pulled it up my hairless legs – I had shaved them and my chest before coming over, including my pubic hair. I got chills from the feel of the cool, soft satin, and then I adjusted the back strap between my butt cheeks, and it nestled itself there snugly; it was a perfect fit. Then I adjusted the soft pouch over my hard cock and the feel of the satin on it made me moan. Both girls laughed.

“Look at him Lorraine, or should I say her . . . she loves it!”

“Oh yeah, this one does for sure!”

“Umm, I want first dibs on that cock Linda, do you mind?”

“No, be my guest.” It was like I wasn’t even there. I was just a cock on a girl’s body, an instrument of fascination.

“No wait a sec,” Lorraine said. “First Chrissy, take your ball cap off and let your hair fall down and put this bra on.” It was a B cup which fit me perfectly. The back was a stretch band, so I put it on over my head and adjusted it. My hair was down to my shoulders and was thick and shiny.

“Oh wow, look at her Linda, it’s perfect.”

“Yeah Chris, I mean ‘Chrissy,’ you’re turning out nicely.

Then without saying a word, Lorraine came closer to me and kissed me on the lips letting her tongue slide into my mouth. She pressed hard into me and let it wrap around mine. At the same time, she pulled my G-String pouch down and placed her whole hand on my throbbing cock. She began stroking me and then did the unexpected. She got down on her knees in front of me and placed her cherry red Angelina Jolie lips on my cock tip. It made me moan and sent chills through my body as she now took the entire tip of my cock into her mouth. She used her tongue like a paint brush and slowly licked around the head, sending me into orbit. I closed my eyes and went into another world.

This girl had skill – the way her mouth and tongue went after my cock was making me crazy. It was also making my butt twitch with a desire I had never known before. I was nice and wet by now as my entire cock was being swallowed. She kept her lips nice and tight, and I felt some more pre cum leak into her mouth. Now she went faster and faster up and down the length of my pole, and I bucked my hips into her face.

Finally, I threw my head back, my hair falling over the back of my shoulders and I didn’t just cum – my cock convulsed three times as I spilled everything into Lorraine’s thirsty mouth. She didn’t let a drop go to waste. I was being sucked dry for the first time in my life, and it felt wonderful. My whole body tensed as the last drop of cum came out of me.

Then slowly, Lorraine pulled off of me, looking up at me. Her eyes were glassy, and half closed, and she stood up, wrapping her arms around my shoulders, and kissed me hard. For the first time I tasted my own cum and I loved the sweet-salty taste.

My tongue explored her mouth, getting every drop. She pulled off of me and was about two inches away and she said softly, “How did you like the taste of your cum Chrissy? I loved it – every drop.”

“You’re amazing,” I said, my voice trailing off into nothingness. Linda meanwhile looked a little jealous.

“Now it’s my turn Chrissy. I’m gonna give you the full sissy experience – like a real girl, which you practically are,” Linda said, looking me over from top to bottom.

Loraine was grinning as Linda walked over to her night table and pulled out a box. Inside of it was a long, silicone dildo with two ends which attached to a strap. She held it in front of me taunting me. “I know you’re dying for this Chrissy,” she said as she wagged the dildo back and forth and attached the thing to a belt which went around her waist. I was staring at it and knew what she meant. Shit, I was dying for it.

In the same box was a tube of lube gel which she unscrewed and placed all over the dildo and both heads. She rubbed some of the lube with two fingers into her pussy and moaned with her eyes closed. My cock suddenly came to life again, springing up.

“Okay Chrissy,” Linda said. “I want you to get on my bed on all fours and face the front.” I did as I was told. She moved the back strap from the thong over my right butt cheek and I felt the cool gel over my cherry asshole, or “boy pussy.” She rubbed it in good, all up and down my taint, and then surprised me by sticking two fingers in my “bussy,” spreading the gel around the edges, dilating me. I felt a strange fullness with her fingers inside me. Lorraine was watching with interest and had her hands down her jeans, rubbing herself. The sight of her doing that to herself excited me even more.

Then I heard a hum as Linda turned on a button on the side of the belt she wore. I felt the tip of the dildo pressing against my asshole, and I stiffened as I felt the vibration run through my body. Then I felt my asshole expand as the fleshy silicone entered me. It was vibrating and her end sent her into orbit with moans and gasps. She moved her hips so the cock thing would dilate me more. As she went deeper it became very painful, and I grasped the bed sheets with both fists. I stuck with it and soon she began thrusting harder and harder sending me into orbit. My whole body was tingling in this weird mix of pain and pleasure. The vibration added a new dimension. Nothing I could have done by myself could ever have equaled what I felt now.

I moved my butt back on her and she hit a spot that caused a ball of fire to well up inside of me. I quickly reached down and let my cock out of the cool satin pouch. Lorraine was seated in a chair and watching us both, calmly smoking a long, 120 mm cigarette. Suddenly I had a craving for both a cigarette and a cock in my mouth. I wanted to become a rapacious smoky slut; not just a shemale, or transgender, or whatever. I was widened and thoroughly enjoying the pounding I was getting.

Then out of nowhere, without even touching my cock, I shot out a huge load of cum right onto the bed sheet underneath me. It rocked me like nothing else, and I let out an enormous sigh and stiffened. Linda kept thrusting and moving around on her end of the dildo giving herself a good fucking.

It wasn’t long before Linda let out a large gasp and a scream that I thought would shake the building and have the other girls on the floor come running.

She slowed down her thrusting and said, “Oh my God Chrissy, you are incredible.” Looking down underneath me she said, “Oh, I see you enjoyed yourself too.”

“Yeah it was incredible. If this is what it’s like being a girl, I’m hooked. I want cock all the time now. I’m a real slut. Speaking of which,” I said, turning to Lorraine, “Lorraine, could I please have a cigarette.”

“Sure Chrissy, I didn’t know you smoked.”

“I do now. There’s something about becoming a hungry cock slut that makes me want to smoke like a slutty bitch.”

Both of them laughed and Linda took a cigarette too.

“See Lorraine, what did I tell you before? Chrissy here has become an ultra slut . . . cigarettes and all. Wait until we put on the makeup and dress him up. Soon he’ll want to fuck every guy he sees!”

“Yeah,” I said. “I have an idea, and I need your help.”

“With what?” Linda asked.

“Since I started transforming, I’ve wanted to fuck my roommate Gary. I’m dying for his cock!”

“Gary? Gary Chamberlain? Oh boy, he’s hot. A bit nerdy, but still hot as fuck,” Lorraine said, surprising me.

“Well what do you know. Gary has more than one admirer,” I said a bit surprised. But I was quick to add, “But I get him first.”

“So what’s your plan Chrissy?” Linda asked me.

“I want you girls to teach me to do makeup and dress me really slutty and I’ll pay him a visit as Chrissy.”

“Okay, but how do you know he’ll take you?” Linda asked.

“Because ever since I started on this road, he’s been looking at me – in that way, I said.

“Then what are we waiting for?” Lorraine said. Let’s get Chrissy here into the bathroom.”

I finished seductively smoking my first long, all-white 120mm cigarette and made my way into the bathroom. Lorraine was the makeup expert, and she went to work on me. First she started with the foundation, a bit of compound and some rouge to put color in my cheeks. My hair was shoulder length, and they did me up into a bob, but eventually I wanted to grow my hair longer.

She picked a candy apple red shade of lip gloss for me and some deep blue eye shadow. Watching her put the makeup on me was making my cock grow harder. The girls saw the bulge through the G-String and both of them were laughing. They finished me off with lip liner, mascara and eye liner, all exaggerated so I looked like the sluttiest version of me that I could.

My feet were small to begin with and they fit perfectly into a pair of Linda’s red high heels. Lorraine had a light blue silk camisole that I put on and a short denim skirt and I was ready to seduce my roommate.

Lorraine stepped back to admire me. “Wow, look at him Linda – he’s perfect.”

“Yeah he is. Listen Chrissy. You go and try your luck with Gary, but don’t forget who made you who you are. We want, no, we demand you come back to us, okay?? We love having fun with you,” Linda said.

“But when he comes back Linda, I want him okay?”

“Sure, we can take turns. Once she gets broken in a little more, she’ll be perfect,” Linda said laughing.

“It’s a deal ladies,” I said, nodding yes.
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SO I LEFT THEIR ROOM – IT WAS ABOUT SEVEN O’CLOCK and I knew Gary would be inside tonight. When I got home I saw Gary’s car parked in the driveway. I went over to the house dressed just the way the girls had left me. I was feeling it for sure. When I walked across campus I got stares from the guys and jealous looks from the girls. I loved it. Soon I told myself that I would be turned loose on all the guys.

I went into the house and went up to my room. Gary didn’t say anything because he was in his room with the door closed and I knew when he was studying he didn’t want to be interrupted. So I calmed myself down a little and opened up the pack of cigarettes that Lorraine gave me along with a slim girly lighter. I looked around for an ashtray and found an old one I had inside my desk for when company came over which wasn’t too often. I always did have a fetish for smoking but never acted on it until now.

So I sat on my bed with my new sexy legs crossed, and lit up, seductively puffing away. It wasn’t long before I heard Gary’s door open, and he knocked on my door. “Hey Chris? Are you smoking in there?”

“Just a minute,” I said. I struck a sexy pose and opened the door. Gary was dumbfounded. He stared at me, short dress and all, my long legs showing and a cigarette held between my index and middle fingers, down low by the white filter. His mouth was hanging open.

“Oh wow . . . is that you Chris,” he said, squinting his eyes and looking me all over.”

“Not quite. You see Gary, Chris is gone. I’m Chrissy, Chris’s hot, horny and sexy alter ego.”

“I, I don’t know what to say,” he said with his mouth dropping open.

“What is there to say? YOU and Professor Alger created me, so I thought I’d make the most of it with the help of a couple of friends. What do you think?” I said, twirling around in a sexy pose. I could see a bulge in his jeans forming which pleased me very much.

“I think . . . I think you look good enough to . . . wait! What the hell am I thinking? You’re my roommate for Chrissakes!”

“Yes I am Gary, and you know what?” I said, moving closer to him. I was wearing a hint of perfume Lorraine had given me before I left.

“Wh -what?” Gary said. I loved it when he got all tongue tied. But I would fix that. I’d take care of him good and give him the ride of his life, He didn’t know how lucky he really was.

I was just a couple of inches away from his mouth, my smoky breath turning him on; so I gently took his crotch in my hand and stroked him, making him moan.

“I think I really want our roommate relationship to move to a whole other level. How does that sound?”

“Yeah . . . sounds great to me . . .” he said in just above a whisper. He didn’t say anything about our friendship, or the fact that we were roommates. To him I suppose, this was just another phase – a huge phase.

I grabbed onto his t-shirt and pulled him closer and touched his lips with mine, and I sent my tongue through my lips into his mouth. Both our tongues twirled around each other’s, and I felt like I was in another place and time. It didn’t feel like the Gary I used to know because I was consumed by lust. I wanted cock above all else and I was determined to have it. I threw my arms around his shoulders and our kisses became more passionate, more serious. He seemed completely relaxed around the “new me.”

Then I reached down to his belt and undid it along with the button of his jeans. I moved them down to mid-thigh and they fell to the floor. Next, I moved his boxers down just underneath his cock and I gasped. I never saw his cock before, and I was simply delighted at how massive it was. I grabbed its massive girth and had to squeeze it hard to get my fingers completely around it. Somehow I managed and when I got to his tip I felt the wetness of his pre cum on my fingers. He was moaning as I stroked it up and down.

Then I got on my knees, resting on the rug in the middle of his room, and took his cock in my fingers. I gently kissed the tip of it and stuck my tongue out to lick it. It was to be the first of many cocks I would devour. My tongue went around and around it, causing him to sway and push it farther into my mouth. My lips parted just enough to let it inside my mouth. My mouth practically had to be open to its fullest amount; he was that large. Somehow I managed, almost choking on it as it made its way to the back of my throat. I was as hard as a flagpole too. I would not be denied either. My tongue went around and around, and I made a tight seal with my lips. The gloss coated his cock cherry red but soon the color disappeared as my intense licking and sucking continued.

Suddenly he arched his back and let out a loud moan and I felt the wet warmth of a giant shot of cum enter my mouth. His hands were pulling at the top of my hair and grabbing strands between his fingers. I easily could have let it drop out of the corners of my mouth, but I let none get past me. I took him all in as I slid up and down his shaft.

Soon he was licked clean. I stood up and grabbed him and kissed him furiously, giving him a taste of his own cum which he devoured.

“So you like it huh?” I said softly. “Your own cum?”

“Yeah, it’s like sweet and salty, but I think it’s because you made it come out. That was the best blow job I ever had in my entire life Chrissy.”

I laughed softly. “Good, because there’s plenty more where that came from,” I said sweetly.

We continued kissing deeply, passionately until I broke off. My finger tapped his nose. “Now it’s my turn,” I said.

“What would you like?” he said gently, as he ran his fingers through my hair.

“I’d like you to put me into your mouth.” This was a test. How did he really see me?

“Sure,” he said, surprising me. “Of course.” Then he got down on his knees in front of me and I undid my denim skirt and stepped out of it. He was turned on by my purple G-String and his eyes bulged, as he took me in from my waist to my red high heels. I lit another cigarette and stood there seductively puffing and looking him in the eyes.

I pulled the pouch of my G-String down to just under my balls. His lips were parted slightly, and I pressed my cock up against his ready mouth. He stuck his tongue out and licked my head around and around, sending me into orbit. I pushed into him, letting my entire cock enter him. He sucked and slurped, and I felt a drop of pre cum leave me and I knew it was time. I pulled out of his mouth, leaving him surprised – his eyes wide opened.

“What’s happening? Did I do something?”

“No, not yet. Gary, I want you to fuck me. I want to feel you inside me. I want to feel you explode inside of me.”

“Okay, let’s go!”

I pulled my G-String off and kicked it onto the rug next to my skirt. I hopped on top of his bed facing the head and I was on my knees. I pulled out a tube of lube gel from my black leather bag that Lorraine had given me as a present of my new status as a cock slut whore.

Gary was still hard, and he spread my butt cheeks apart and spread the gel all over my bussy and even stuck a finger in my ass for good measure making my head spin. I moaned and moved my ass around his finger. Then he pulled it out of me, rubbing some gel on his cock.

“Man! I can’t believe this is really happening,” he said.

“Me either. I want you badly Gary. I have for a long time.”

“Yeah, so have I!” he said. I wondered if that included from before I became Chrissy.

I felt the end of a real cock enter me for the first time. I was still a bit sore from my “christening” from Linda, but this time I was really excited, and I pushed back on him as I felt his tip enter me. He held my butt cheeks apart wide as he started really pounding me. “Oh wow, oh wow,” he kept saying over and over again.

Now we were in a good rhythm. I was dying to cum again after being in his mouth the first time, and this was how I wanted to finish off. His cock was nice and slick which just increased his speed and my excitement.

I felt that same familiar ball of fire well up inside me, but it was different this time. This time it was someone who I really desired above all others – Gary. If I’m being honest with myself, I wanted him for a while, even from before I began this transition.

Now everything was on automatic. I moaned loudly, stiffened and hissed between my teeth as I let loose a flood from my cock which spread itself out onto the bed. At the same time, maybe turned on by me, Gary came too. This time I felt an incredible sensation of wet warmth envelop me as his cum filled up my bussy. This only made him go faster and he made wordless sounds of total bliss. I was only hungry for more. Then he slowed and pulled out of me. My butt cheeks were painful because of his strength in pulling me apart.

I spun around and faced him; we were both on our knees and smiling at each other. He gently caressed my cheek as if to see if it was real or not.

“Chris . . . er., I mean Chrissy, this is all; so sudden and I can’t believe it was real and how much I want you now.”

“Even if I have a cock between my legs?” I said innocently.

“Especially because you have a beautiful cock between your legs,” he said tenderly.


Epilogue

WE KISSED FOR WHAT SEEMED LIKE HOURS. My breasts were especially sensitive, and I took my bra off and let him play with my hard nipples between his fingers and place them in his mouth. “You are the most incredible girl I’ve ever had,” he said softly to me as he nibbled on my smooth ear lobe.

I sat on the bed, and he opened a bottle of wine, and I lit a cigarette, feeling like a complete slut, and I loved it. But my opinion of other men changed. I wanted to be Gary’s slut only, now and forever. My phone went off. Linda and Lorraine were dying to know what happened. I would have to let them know later, because tonight I would be spending the night here. I would also have to go shopping for clothes, and until I got some, I would keep wearing the hoodies and baggy trousers.

A smile broke across my face. I had to thank Professor Alger and go to him and tell him the experiment was a success. You see, the truth is, we planned the whole thing. The muscle building formula was one thing, but the one that changed me into Chrissy was specially formulated for me. Once I got wind of what he and Gary were making I went to see him privately and asked him to do this for me. Some secrets are made never to be told. Both Gary and I had what we wanted. Most importantly, we finally had each other.
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