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Transformation Station

	James walked down the sidewalk, with his hands shoved into his jean pockets. He sighed, wondering what sort of future life had in store for him now that he had just graduated college. Should he leave Lake County, where his friends and family also lived, or move on to bigger, and better things? It was a question that continued to plague his mind as he walked down Main Street. He came to a stop in front of a rusty, red brick building with a green neon sign that flashed Transformation Station. He furrowed his emerald eyes, wondering when the business had come into town. He searched through his mind for the answer. He couldn’t remember there being such a building there before now. He shrugged, and was about to resume his walk, when the door creaked open. He raised an eyebrow, then glanced down both ways of the sidewalk before he stepped through the door. 

	He blinked, surprised to find himself in complete darkness. But then, a bright green light flashed in the room, illuminating a circular table at which there was a woman with brunette hair sitting in a chair opposite of him. Her ruby red lips curved into an eerie smile as a pair of hazel eyes met his gaze. She nodded for him to sit down at the table. As if being controlled by some unseen force, James found himself compelled to obey the woman, and he soon found himself sitting in the chair opposite of her at the table. His eyes flickered to a deck of cards, then back to the woman, who finally spoke to him. 

	“Welcome, James, to a place of transformation. I am Sahara, a goddess who can give you anything you desire, if you dare to play a game of chance with me,” she said, a strange twinkle in her eyes. 

	James’ mouth dropped open in shock. “How do you know my name?” he asked, narrowing his eyes as he waited for a response from the woman. 

	She laughed, a rich, sing-song like voice that sent goosebumps crawling down his arms. “I am a goddess. You have been blessed with the chance of meeting me because I have decided that I will allow you the opportunity to change your life. Assuming you are willing to participate in a game of chance with me,” she said, her eyes glancing down. 

	James followed her stare to the deck of cards on the table. He shifted from side to side on the seat; still unsure about everything that was happening to him. He didn’t believe this woman was a goddess like she was claiming to be, but still, there wasn’t any harm in at least entertaining her, was there? He nodded in agreement to Sahara’s offer of a game.

	She beamed at him. “Excellent! Then let us begin,” she said, reaching for the deck of cards, then shuffling them as James looked on. “The rules of the game are as follows: we will both draw a card and place it face down, then reveal the numbers at the same time. Whoever draws the highest card will be able to wish for whatever they want. If your desire is a new car, then it will be given to you. But if I draw the highest number, then it will be my turn to wish for something. If you try to quit the game, then your soul is forfeit to me,” she said, a mysterious twinkle in her hazel eyes as she grinned at James. 

	He shrugged. “I guess that’s fine,” he said, though in truth, he didn’t believe any of what this woman was saying. 

	She laughed. “I should also warn you that whatever is wished for, cannot be undone. Any changes will be permanent. Here we go,” she said, dealing the cards from the deck. 

	Picking up the cards, James saw that he’d been dealt everything from the Ace of Spades to a King. His eyes flickered to Sahara, who was holding a similar number of cards in her hand. She nodded for him to begin. He placed an eight card face down, then Sahara did the same with one of her cards. When both cards were revealed, it was shown that James’ was the higher of two numbers, with Sahara having played a two against his eight. The woman placed her hands on the table, then rested her chin on top of her clasped fingers as she looked into James’ eyes. 

	“You have won this round, but there are still many more to go. Whatever your desire is, it will be given to you, so long as it is within reason,” she said, then paused so that James could reply to her. 

	He snorted softly, still not believing anything that she was saying, but spoke up. “I wish for a new car,” he said, to which Sahara unclasped her fingers, then snapped them. 

	In an instant, James’ eyes widened as there was a slight increase in weight to one of his pockets. Reaching down, his heart skipped a beat when he pulled out a gleaming, golden key fob complete with an exotic sports car logo of a car that he’d always wanted. He stared in disbelief at Sahara, now realizing that everything this woman claimed could possibly be true. She placed a card face down, to which James did the same with another one of his cards. This time however, Sahara’s card was the higher of the two numbers. Tingles enveloped James’ body, but he thought nothing of it, instead brushing the feeling off because of the coldness in the room. Sahara nodded for them to continue. James thought it odd she didn’t say what she wanted out loud, but the thought was soon replaced by diverting his attention to his next turn. Once again, his card was the greater of the two numbers. Same as before, he wished for something, and proof of it was given to him by Sahara. 

	They resumed playing once again, with Sahara’s card once again the highest of the two numbers. An odd sensation pushed against James’ chest from within his body. His shirt tightened. Looking down, he nearly screamed at what he recognized to be two breasts forming under his shirt. At the same time, his jeans tightened while his buttocks began to swell. He stared dumb-stricken, and unable to say anything as his new breasts continued to swell, not stopping until they were a bountiful pair of h cups. His buttocks were now also in the shape of twin basketballs. He stared at Sahara, who was now grinning gleefully at his predicament.     

	“You’re turning me into a woman?” he screeched. “Change me back, now!” he demanded, trying to stand, but finding it difficult to do so because of his body’s new features. His breasts and butt were of cartoonish proportions. Running a hand through his hair, he couldn’t believe that this was happening to him. 

	Instead of answering him, Sahara rose from where she was sitting at the table, then walked toward him, before coming to a stop behind him. She snapped her fingers; his clothes vanishing so that he was now naked from his head to his toes. Lowering her head so that her lips brushed against his bare neck, she then squeezed his breasts. They were soft, like clay, and James moaned while closing his eyes at the arousal that was coursing through his body from how sensitive his breasts were to Sahara’s touch. 

	“Are you sure that you want to be changed back?” she whispered, while continuing to brush her lips against his bare neck and sending goosebumps crawling down his arms. 

	James couldn’t control himself as another moan escaped his lips, but he found himself shaking his head. The last changes took place across his body; with his cock shriveling up and vanishing, the area in between his legs now a wet and smooth slit. Something tickled his neck. His hair, he realized, was growing. It soon curled down to his shoulders. Sahara chuckled, before she guided him to another area of the room. She snapped her fingers, the light now illuminating the room. James saw that they were now standing in a bedroom. He blinked. Had she somehow teleported them without him realizing it? He saw a mirror in front of them. His mouth dropped open in shock at the reflection of the woman who was staring back at him through the glass. Raising a hand, he blinked as the woman in front of him mimicked his movement. All the while Sahara was grinning while he continued to inspect his new body. His eyes trailed to his buttocks, which was now a bouncy, bubble butt. An hourglass figure separated his breasts and butt. His hair, was now a cherry red color that flowed like a curtain before it curled around his shoulders. He turned to face Sahara. 

	“How?” he croaked out, his throat becoming dry as he realized the potential complications from such a thing happening. There was his family and friends. They wouldn’t be able to recognize him, and he doubted they would believe such a story as to what had happened today with Sahara despite it being the truth.   

	Sahara laughed at his helplessness to the situation. “Because, I’m a goddess. Let me show you just how pleasurable your new body can be,” she whispered, then guided them into a fall so that they landed on the bed with his back against the mattress and her on top of him. 

	James found himself closing his eyes as their breasts rolled against each other, and Sahara smashed their lips against one another. The flavor of strawberries crashed against the back of his throat as their tongues slithered wildly inside their mouths. A pool of euphoria saturated his body; a result of the lust that was dominating him from being caught up in the heat of the moment that he was sharing with Sahara. He didn’t want it to end. His breathing soon came in short, excited bursts, with sweat glistening on his forehead as they deepened the intimacy that they were sharing with each other. 

	Sahara ran a hand through James’ hair, then sat upright. She began to massage his breasts in a circular motion, soliciting a symphony of moans from the arousal that coursed through his body at the same time she rubbed his breasts. She next slid her hands down his waist; sending goosebumps crawling down his arms, before maneuvering her fingers to the slit in between her legs. She started to rub it from side to send; tingles erupting across his entire body as he found himself to be drowning in the sea of ecstasy that was cascading across his body. Soon though, she finished, and surprising even himself, James was disappointed that she had stopped. 

	He opened his mouth to say something, but before he could speak, he watched as Sahara placed a fingertip against his stomach. 

	A pink splotch of a tar-like substance appeared on his belly where she had touched him. It was a liquified form of latex. His eyes widened as he watched the rubbery material spread across his body; soon covering his waists and breasts in a matter of seconds. At the same time, a similar coating of latex started to cover Sahara in the same way it was encompassing his own body. Her suit was a vibrant shade of ocean blue. They were soon both covered from head to toe in the exotic fabric, the only exceptions being holes so that they could see and breathe through the outfits. James moaned as the rubber that now mummified his body vibrated. Sahara lowered herself until their latex clad breasts squished together, sparking static electricity that crawled along his entire body from the intensified arousal that was created by the latex that was covering him. 

	Sahara pressed their lips together. A strange warmth flared within his bosom. Their rubber clad bodies squeaked as they rubbed against each other, and then, something strange began to happen. He exhaled, but his breath continued. At the same time, the stretching noise of rubber filled the room, and James’ eyes widened when he saw that his stomach was beginning to inflate as if it was intaking air like a balloon that was being blown up. Soon, his legs and arms became absorbed in his inflating belly, all the while Sahara was still on top of him and grinning at the situation that James now found himself to be in. His body was now in the shape of a large, rubbery ball. Sahara traced a finger down a curved side, resulting in the latex rippling with excitement and his body giving a small bounce in response to her sensual touch. 

	There was a gurgling sound, followed by his body compressing as Sahara pressed herself against the pink ball of latex that James’ body had now become. His eyes widened even more than before when he saw that his belly resumed inflating in size to become even larger than it had been a few seconds ago. The mattress creaked from the added weight; he was so big in size that he now occupied half the room. He thought he was going to burst. But before that could happen, there was a sharp hissing noise that came from under him as he started to deflate back down to his regular size. He blinked as Sahara appeared on top of him once again, wearing a mischievous smile on her lips.

	She pressed their lips together again. “I have a show that I run called Transformation Station. Each day, a participant undergoes a series of transformations. They can range from bimbos to schoolgirls to even rubber dolls,” she said, a devious twinkle in her eyes. “I’d like for you to become my protégé. Learn everything that I can teach you, and you’ll eventually become a goddess yourself,” she said, startling him at this revelation. 

	James wasn’t so sure about the offer. Immortality, but at what expense? He’d already lost to her in a game of fate, yet that didn’t seem to matter to him anymore. He was now a woman; however strange it might be. At the same though, he was beginning to enjoy this new body. Whether on his accord or if it was Sahara influencing his thoughts and personality, he still had yet to decide. 

	He nodded. “I guess so. What about my family and friends? How will we explain everything to them, or were you able to alter their memories about me when you transformed me into a woman?” he asked, furrowing his brows at Sahara. 

	“So inquisitive,” she murmured, but then, “yes. I was able to change the memories of those who are closest to you to believe that you have always been a woman and worked at a nightclub for me. They will not question seeing you as a woman the next time you encounter them. But enough of this talk. My show begins tomorrow afternoon, and it’s already late. Try to get some sleep,” she said, adding a wink at the end of her sentence.  

	James struggled to keep his eyes opened, but he gradually succumbed to the invite of darkness’ warm embrace. 

	***

	When James’ eyes fluttered open the next morning, he nearly yelped at finding himself enraptured by a pair of warm, brown pupils. Yawning, he realized that Sahara’s arms were wrapped around his waist, while their breasts kissed each other. He closed his eyes, finding himself pressing up against her even closer as she tightened her embrace. She chuckled. 

	“Good morning, Jamie,” she said, emphasizing the use of the female variation of his name. 

	He frowned. So, everything that had happened to him yesterday had not been a dream. He was still unsure about how he should feel about all the changes to both his mind and body since the other day. Sahara ran a hand through his hair. Their eyes met. 

	“We can explore your new body more throughout the day to find just what you are capable of becoming, but the real fun will begin tonight at my show. My audience will be very eager to meet you for your first performance,” she said, brushing their lips together. 

	They remained in bed together for the rest of the morning, then got ready for the day ahead of them. After showering, James met Sahara in the bedroom, where he saw that she was now dressed in a shiny, black latex dressed that hugged her body. It hung just above her knees. There was the slightest feeling of envy that slithered its way into his thoughts. As if sensing what he was thinking, Sahara grinned at him, then snapped her fingers. There was an odd sensation around his breasts and hips. Looking down, he saw that the lower half of his breasts were covered with a pink, latex top and his midriff was bear, but that a pink latex skirt now flared around his hips. Stockings that were also pink and rubber appeared around his legs, coming to a stop just below his thighs. His eyes flickered up to Sahara, who was watching him with an amused reaction on her face. She walked up to him. Sliding her arms around his waist, James blinked as the world around him began to spin, as if he’d been caught in the center of a tornado’s funnel. When his surroundings returned to normal, James saw that Sahara had teleported them to what appeared to be a dance club of some sort. Sahara led him through the rotating glass doors, and inside the building, where they were greeted by a large, muscular man. 

	“Sahara, always a pleasure to have you perform at The Dancing Vixen. And who is this?” asked the man, his dark eyes coming to rest on James, who squirmed under the man’s steel eyed gaze. 

	Sahara pulled him close, and laughed. “This is Jamie. She’ll be my showgirl for tonight, Dameon,” said the goddess, earning a smirk from the man.   

	The man called Dameon shook his head. “If I know you Sahara, it’s that nothing appears as it seems. I’d calculate that there is some trickery at work here if you suddenly found a new showgirl, am I right?” asked the man, their gazes meeting while James looked on. 

	Sahara laughed. “You know me too well, Dameon. Actually, your assumptions are correct. Jamie here used to be male, but participated in a game of chance with me to the point where he soon became helpless to resist my dazzling allure,” she said, then they left the man, and James found himself being dragged down a purple hallway by Sahara before he could say anything.

	They soon arrived at a door. Music blasted from the room behind it, with the entire building vibrating from the bass. Stepping through the door, James blinked as he found himself inside a crowded room. He froze in place, realizing that there weren’t just humans in this room, but also creatures of mythology that he’d only until now thought were the made-up things of folktales. Satyrs, dwarfs, elves and other magic beings filled the room. He walked with Sahara through the room, and noticed that wherever they went, everyone was staring at him. Sahara brought him close to her side. 

	“They’re all staring at you, wishing that they could be in the same position that you are in now,” she said, as James furrowed his brows at this suggestion. Was it really possible that people were jealous of who he was because of this body? He blinked. He found himself relishing in the attention that was being directed toward him and craving even more of it. Sahara laughed. 

	“You’ll become the center of attention soon enough. Everyone here will be watching my show, and you’ll get to participate in some demonstrations with me tonight,” said Sahara, her eyes gleaming with mischief. James wondered just what the goddess had planned for him tonight. 

	***

	The time came sooner than James had expected it to. He was waiting with Sahara behind a door that led to a stage. He was once again covered with a bright, pink latex bodysuit. In front of the stage were dozens of magic creatures who would be watching him and Sahara tonight with whatever she had in store for her demonstration. Licking his lips, he shifted from foot to foot as butterflies of anxiety fluttered in his stomach. Sensing his uneasiness, Sahara sauntered up to him, then pressed her lips against his own. His breathing slowed as he entered into a trance like state, and a sensation of calm entered his body. The music playing in the main room stopped. Exhaling, James followed Sahara through the door and walked out to the podium that was in the room. The audience hushed, allowing Sahara to speak.  

	“Welcome, everyone, to Transformation Station, a show of changes and a place where dreams come true. As most of you are aware of by now, I am Sahara, a goddess with the ability to transform you into anything your heart desires. Please welcome my newest showgirl, Jamie, who is just as eager as I am and all of you are, to see what she is truly capable of becoming,” said Sahara, walking around James and coming to a stop behind him before sliding her arms down his shoulders. She then brushed her lips against his neck, and stepped to the side.

	Tingles erupted across James’ body. A white-hot fire raced down his waist, coursing through every fiber in his being as his muscles cracked, shifted and popped, to give way to something new. Twin, ivory horns of crimson colors pushed out of his skull, followed by a tail with the tip shaped like an arrowhead slithering its way out behind his waist. It twitched with delight as it relished a newfound freedom. Closing his eyes, James exhaled as a power burned within his blood, igniting a fiery passion that could not be quenched by no mortal solutions. He opened his eyes. His ocean blue pupils flashed silver. A forked tongue flickered in between a pair of well pronounced canine teeth. He was no longer James, but rather, Jamie. She was now a succubus whose only desire was to please her mistress goddess to the best of her abilities. She turned to face Sahara, who was grinning at her latest transformation. 

	She saw the goddess had taken on similar succubus features to her own, invigorating the succubus within her to life as a passion coursed through every fiber within her being. Sauntering up to Sahara, Jamie crashed their lips together. Their breasts rolled against each other as their rubber clad bodies continued to squeak, fueled by their lust for intimacy with one another. The audience whistled and clapped, further stimulating the heat of the moment in Jamie, who was relishing that she was the center attraction of Sahara’s show tonight. The memories of having been James quickly faded to become no more than second thoughts, as if she’d been living a dream. This was her life now. She was Jamie, and she would serve her goddess with devotion and without hesitation to do whatever the goddess commanded of her to obey. 

	Sahara pulled back; a devious glint in her eyes that told Jamie something extraordinary was going to happen. She blinked as the goddess pressed their bodies closed, then tightened her grip around her waist. Another blink, and Jamie realized with astonishment, that Sahara was gone, as if she’d never been there. But then, an odd sensation swept over Jamie. It soon dawned on her just where Sahara was right now. Somehow, the goddess was inside her body, occupying just as she was living inside of it at the same time. 

	“Yes, I am inside of you. You were destined to come to me the moment time began. Now, take your place and become something far greater than any other mortal can only dream of becoming,” said Sahara, but the goddess’ voice echoed inside Jamie’s head. 

	Jamie gasped as knowledge cascaded into her mind. Endless secrets of the universe poured into her thoughts, giving her the power to do the impossible. Closing her eyes, she could sense the raw power of the magic flowing into her body. Opening her eyes, she saw Sahara was now standing in front of her with a smile on her face. But there was something different about this Sahara than the one she had seen moments ago. While her hair and other features were still very much the same, one of her eyes twinkled brown, and the other, a bright emerald color. Sahara gestured with her hands; the air between her fingers shimmering to life as she formed a mirror so that Jamie could see herself.  A small gasp escaped Jamie’s lips when she saw that her eyes were similar to Sahara’s own pupils. Her face paled even more as it dawned on her what she had become. She stared at her hands, then looked at Sahara, who nodded her confirmation to Jamie’s theory that she was now a goddess herself! 

	Jamie fell into a trance like state as Sahara took her hands, then guided her to the front and center of the stage. Sahara’s voice boomed across the room. 

	“There is now a new goddess among our people. Which of you will be the first to show her love and loyalty?” inquired Sahara, as Jamie still attempted to digest everything that had happened to her during the last several seconds. A voice spoke up. 

	“I will,” said a young, blonde-haired woman who appeared to be about twenty-one-years-old. 

	Sahara motioned to the girl for her to join them on the stage. Jamie blinked Sahara, realizing she didn’t have a clue as to what it meant to be a goddess. All she knew for certain was the power that was inside her body was limitless. She could do anything if she put her mind to it. The girl who had volunteered came to a stop a few feet in front of them. 

	“What is your name?” Sahara asked the woman, whose blue eyes flickered to Jamie. 

	“Candice Sinclade. I am independent and of age; willing to serve the new goddess in whatever ways she desires to use me in,” said Candice, staring Jamie in the eyes. 

	Jamie looked to Sahara for guidance. She wasn’t sure as to how she should proceed. Having someone worship her as a goddess was an entirely new experience that she was not used to having before now. It was putting her in an awkward spot. But even so, the succubus that was still living inside of her craved the opportunity to have servants who she could use as play things. They would become her instruments to fulfill her desires. 

	“Devour her,” whispered Sahara, her breath tickling Jamie’s lips. 

	Jamie blinked. Then, she realized what it was that she had to do if Candice was to become her servant. Walking forward, she slid her arms around the other woman’s waist, then pressed her tightly against her latex covered body. In the blink of an eye, Candice’s body was absorbed into the rubber suit that Jamie was wearing. Jamie exhaled, then looked down. Her stomach started to swell, and was soon in the shape of an expectant mother who was carrying twins inside her belly. Jamie placed a hand against her stomach. Her belly rippled as a kick from within told her that Candice was being reborn into something much more than a mere human, but it would take some time for the transformation to happen. She would have to wait a few days, then Jamie would be able to have some fun with her new toy. 

	Sahara spoked to the crowd. “That will conclude tonight’s Transformation Station,” said Sahara, bowing, and she motioned for Jamie to do the same. Jamie obeyed, but with some difficulty considering her swollen belly made it difficult for her to bend low. 

	Jamie blinked. Their surroundings changed once again. She now found herself inside a large, English mansion where Sahara lived. She followed the woman through a series of hallways before they arrived at a door located at the end of the corridor. Sahara opened the door, and following her through the entrance, Jamie saw that they were now in a large bedroom with crimson colored walls. She glanced at Sahara, who walked around behind her, then slid her hands around Jamie’s swollen belly, soliciting a series of kicks from Candice inside of Jamie’s body. Jamie grinned, as a sense of contentment washed over her at who she had become. She had changed so much during the last twenty-four hours and was ready to see just what she could really do with her newfound power. Sahara whispered something into Jamie’s ear. 

	A few seconds later, the limbs in Jamie’s body turned rubbery, and began to stretch out. Rubber pulled at itself as the latex suit she was wearing continued to expand in order to accommodate her growing body. At the same time, Sahara was also growing. They were soon twin fourteen-foot giantesses in the room; the ceiling also becoming taller so that they could remain in the bedroom without hindrance. Jamie sauntered up to Sahara, and sliding her hands around the woman’s waist, closed her eyes as her latex covered belly rubbed against Sahara’s rubber clad waist. She was going to enjoy this. There was nothing that could stop her from exploring the endless fantasies that were swirling inside her head. She was a goddess now, and forever more. 


More Available From The Author

	The Coven (An Erotic Gender Bender Short Story) 

	Lustful Desires (A 2 In 1 Gender Bender Bundle)

	 


cover.jpeg
W72/ = e





