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Prologue

I had high hopes for my freshman year of college.

I hoped that my old reputation of being boring, nerdy and anti-social wouldn’t follow me around, and I’d have the chance for a new beginning: to become a new Nicholas.

I’d gotten into a school that was in a totally different area than where I grew up, so it didn’t seem like too much to ask for.

Having heard so much about college girls as well, and how they were simultaneously hotter, sluttier, and easier to pull than the lame girls I’d been in high school with, I couldn’t help but imagine what my life could become.

I was nineteen years old, and it was like my life was just beginning.

I imagined going to college parties, hooking up with brunette bimbos with curvy, fertile hips, or blondes with huge, slutty tits and tight skirts on display.

Little did I know that my role in that scenario was going to the opposite of what I dreamed about:

Not the man, but the woman.

Annd my past was going to catch up with me soon, because my high school bully had followed me to college, and he was going to show me exactly the kind of person that I was.

Again - not the masculine, nerdy guy that I thought I was, but a hotter, sluttier, more confident bimbo than any other chick at school.

It was going to happen soon, and I had no idea what I was in for.

As I unpacked my bags into my new freshman dorm room, I took a deep breath of relief, because I didn’t know yet what was about to happen on my first day of classes.




Chapter 1

It all started on the very first day of college for me, when I walked into the equivalent of basic Communications 101 to see Lance sitting in the back row.

My breath caught in my throat and I felt like my eyes were going to squeeze out of my head.

How…. What… How could he be here, too?

You see, Lance was the guy who had bullied me in high school. Like, embarrassing me when I tried to ask people out on dates, or calling me gay, or elbowing me so subtly that he’d never get caught by any of the faculty.

And somehow… He was here, too.

I couldn’t mistake the shape of his developed, muscular body and tight haircut, or his handsome face that usually had chicks flocking to him like the second coming of a celebrity.

I didn’t viscerally understand the hype, but I could see how a woman might find him attractive.

No matter, it was still the same awful, rude, stupid guy that I’d known for years.

We were the same age, nineteen, but somehow he looked like he was already in his twenties. That was the effect of hulking out on sports, I guessed, rather than video games.

I finally noticed that I’d stopped in the doorway of the classroom - and that Lance was staring at me with a laser focus.

“Hey, Nicholas,” He said, somehow managing to sneer his greeting at me. “Why don’t you come sit next to me, buddy?”

I walked a few more steps into the classroom. I was early - surprisingly, Lance was too - so the people in the room were looking at us curiously.

“N-no,” I said, cursing my stutter. “I like to sit up front…”

He said, “Come on, Nicholas, you going to keep up that same shit? Don’t be lame.”

He was, of course, in the very back row of the classroom, his leg draped over the desks in front of him and next to him, lazing around like a posed photograph of a hot model.

I wanted to try standing up for myself this time. It was my time to shine, I was in college now and I could do it.

So why did my body betray me?

It was something about hearing his authoritative, demanding voice that made me want to obey him.

My body moved with my mind screaming at me not to go.

I thought that I could do it, but this was the crucial turning point --

And I couldn’t make myself go away from him.

I walked over to him, while he looked around the room with a grin.

“Nicholas and I go way back, don’t we buddy?” He said to the room, as more college students filtered into the classroom.

“Kind of, Lance…” I muttered in my higher voice, willing him to just stop talking.

But as I slid into the seat next to my bully, obeying him and caving to his wishes once again, I found myself reveling just a little in the comfort of it all.

There was something scary about living in a new town, away from everyone that I knew or thought I knew, and seeing Lance there…

Throughout the class, I barely paid attention. It was just a stupid required course, and I could do the homework in my sleep.

Instead I pondered how weirdly comfortable, familiar it was to be with someone that I knew, in the midst of a new environment.

Lance, himself, was a little nicer to me than he had been in the past. He asked me a couple questions during the class, and I had the strange feeling that I was getting tested for something that I didn't know about its significance.

He seemed to be satisfied, a large grin overtaking his face after class.

“What do you think of the professor, nerd? Pretty hot, isn’t she?” He smirked at me.

As if we were friends now or something.

I had noticed that the professor was hot, it was true, in kind of a MILF-y way. Her boobs were definitely on show, that deep cleavage in her white, sexy top making it plain to see that she liked to show off for us undergraduate students.

“Sure,” I said timidly. I wasn’t used to talking about women with other guys.

“I mean, those tits and ass… It makes you just want to grab her and hold her down and fuck her in all her holes, right buddy?”

Lance’s handsome face gleamed with energy as he looked at me, daring me to agree.

“Yeah, I guess…” I said. Hearing that description turned me on a little, and I felt my small cock perking up in my pants. “If she’s your type.”

Lance shook his head. We were standing in the hallway of the building now.

“Not really,” he said. “What’s yours?”

He smacked me on the shoulder when I didn’t answer right away, and I jolted upright.

“I guess, if I have to say.” I paused, and decided to answer truthfully. “My type is like a typical hot girl? Blonde hair, nice mouth, big boobs… and ass… Good legs… you know. You know, right?”

Lance looked at me studiously, more serious than I’d seen him before, and then he smacked me on the shoulder again, his arm somehow managing to brush my ass.

“Okay,” He said. “I think I can do that.”

I looked at him quizzically, a half-frown on my face. “Huh?”

He rolled back his shoulders and cracked his neck, which was thick and veined and hot. “Blonde, tits, ass, legs. Got it. Height? About your height, right?”

I rolled my eyes a little. So what if I was a little short for a dude. I was under the average height, but not by too much… right?

“Sure,” I said. “Yeah, whatever. I know most girls are around my height. But what do you mean, you can do it?”

“I’ll get you a girl.” He just said it plainly, like it wasn’t a big deal. “Come hang out at my place on Friday, I’ll have a party.”

I didn’t know if I trusted this new Lance… but what choice did I have?

As if he could read my mind, he said, “What other chance does a dude … like you have to nab hot chicks? Come on, it’ll be fun and shit.”

I shrugged my shoulders.

“Okay,” I said.

I didn’t yet know, but I’d just agreed to something that would change my entire life - physically and mentally - forever.




Chapter 2

Honestly, it felt like the weekend took forever to arrive, while at the same time I was dreading it and postponing my feelings about Lance’s party as much as possible.

My classes, which were mostly engineering with a couple required courses thrown in there, weren’t too hard, but I did find a lot of my time absorbed by the details of figuring out which buildings were where, and how long it took to walk there and stuff.

Again, the unfamiliar atmosphere was throwing me off balance.

I did have the opportunity to be a new version of myself, but it seemed like no one was interested. Or maybe no one noticed?

Lance was the only one who seemed to talk to me in our mutually shared class, which took place twice a week, so I only saw him once more before it was the weekend.

I wore a nice, clean shirt and headed out of my dorm to Lance’s place.

He was already way too cool for a freshman, having his own place that he shared with a roommate or two only a couple blocks away from campus.

The walk in the night air was chilling but welcome, the days shorter now so that it was already kind of dark when I got to his place at 10pm.

The music was bumping, echoing out from his house and doubtlessly causing a few noise complaints from his neighbors.

There was a sign out front that said “Transform within,” and it was blocky and looked very amateurly made. I guessed that it was some kind of house motto, like a fraternity or sorority, and didn’t think about it again.

But when I got there, right on time like I usually was, there actually weren’t very many people there.

There was Lance, and his two roommates, whose names I immediately forgot, and a couple of insanely hot girls hanging out on the couch.

Lance got up to say hi, and I saw one of his roommates, who also looked like muscled gym rats, start feeling up one of the brunette bimbos on the couch.

I looked away, my cheeks getting red.

Lance said, “Hey guys, this is Nicholas. You know - the one I’ve been telling you about. What do you think?”

I had the sudden crawling sensation of everyone in the room looking at me at once.

The hot, masculine, tall guys and the shorter, feminine, dressed up in tight clothing, women.

I couldn’t move, frozen to the spot. I was suddenly aware of my thin, scrawny body, my small height, and the glasses littering my face.

My small hands came up to push my glasses further up my nose, and one of the girls laughed.

“Isn’t he cute!” She said.

Maybe, just maybe I had a chance with her, I thought.

*

It was soon apparent, once more people showed up to the house around midnight, that she didn’t like me in that way, but she did seem interested in my background.

I was also a little bit loosened up by that time of night, which Lance had done his best to help with, of course.

He gave me a few drinks, most of them kind of pink and frilly. I was a little offended that he kept giving me “girl drinks,” but then when I actually drank them I had to admit that they tasted better than the beer that I’d tried a couple times a year ago.

The girl, unfortunately a brunette and not a blonde, also had the pink drinks in her hand and was encouraging me to drink, telling me about how much I would like the results.

Even though she was becoming less and less my type the more that she chattered on inanely about super boring subjects, I still couldn’t stop staring at her big, heavy tits in her tight, slutty dress.

Her dress was red and skin tight, clinging to her ass and waist and tits, and when Lance came up to us I distinctly saw him grab a handful of both of them as he ground his hips and cock against her ass through their clothes.

I was jealous, but against my will, I started to yawn.

It was past my bedtime, and here I was, at a college party held by my college bully…

Lance suddenly grabbed my hand, and I felt the masculine, warm energy coming off of his body.

He raised it in the air, and introduced me to everyone.

“To Nicholas, and his new beginning!”

The party cheered.

After another hour though, I knew that I had to retire and sleep, but the walk back to my dorm sounded almost unbearable.

Lance seemed to read my mind.

He was shirtless now, and my jaw dropped when I saw how muscular and developed his body was, from all those years of wrestling and football and basketball. Fuck.

“What happened to the hot blonde bimbo you were going to bring me,” I said sleepily.

Lance said, “She’s coming. You only have to wait a lil’ longer, haha.”

I shrugged, tired as hell amongst the chaos of the party.

He whispered in my ear, and his hot breath tickled me.

“Come up to my room, I’ll let you sleep there,” he said. “No reason to struggle home, just relax here and it’ll all work out.”

Again, his voice had an almost hypnotic quality to it, and I was so full of the pink drink that it was just easier to acquiesce and agree with my former bully.

I walked up the stairs to Lance’s room and passed out.

He had a gigantic grin on his face as he looked at me.

He was the last person ever to see me in my old, nerdy male body, as Nicholas, before I woke up the next morning as someone else entirely.




Chapter 3

I woke up with a headache, in an unfamiliar bed.

Everywhere was unfamiliar to me, this week, though, and Lance’s bed was no exception.

I rolled over, only to slam into a hard rock of muscle:

It was Lance.

My eyes boggled at realizing that Lance and I had slept in the same bed.

It’s not gay, right? I said to myself. Definitely not.

When I rolled over, I thought that I probably woke up Lance, because he turned over and I watched him slowly open his eyes to see me looking at him.

He smiled, and it sent shivers down my spine.

“Well, hellooooooo, sweetheart,” He said.

I saw that there was a tent in the sheets, and realized that it must have been Lance’s rock-hard morning wood.

It was huge, tenting and sticking up like a log.

I was surprised to see that I wasn’t making any such shape in the blankets. Lance was really more of a man than I was… But I struck that stupid thought from my mind.

Only to have my entire world thrown upside down when I felt Lance grab my small body and lie down on top of me, revealing quickly that we were both entirely, completely, naked.

I screamed, and the sound that came out of my mouth was high-pitched and feminine.

Lance had his morning wood, his hard, masculine erection pressed against my small, weak thigh.

And I felt my body reacting… it felt so, so, undeniably good.

It felt right.

But I still screamed, because I didn’t know what had happened yet.

“Oh my god, Lance, get off of me,” I said to him in a hurried voice.

And it was high-pitched and feminine too. A female voice, coming out of my body.

“What’s wrong with my voice?” I said to him.

Lance’s face looked like it was wearing the most shit-eating grin in history.

“It’s yours now,” he said. “I brought you the woman that you wanted. Check it,” and with that he thrust his hard cock against my thigh.

I let out a gasp this time, against my will.

I sounded high-pitched, breathy, feminine and aroused.

And my body reacted by feeling good, and getting… wet.

I felt a trickle of wetness on my inner thigh and managed to break my eyes away from Lance’s masculine, intense face to look further down below.

His chest was pressed against mine, but it wasn’t guy-on-guy at all. In fact, it was exactly the opposite -

It was Lance on me, but I was new and different. I was…

I looked down and saw that sitting high on my chest, pressed against Lance’s muscular pecs, were a pair of the biggest, hottest tits that I’d ever seen.

Attached to me.

Me! A huge nerd who had always been bullied by guys like Lance…

And now he was looking at me with raw, animalistic desire in his eyes.

I moved my hand down my body slowly…

Lance interrupted me roughly, batting it away.

“You’re too slow, as usual, Nick - or should I say Nikki?”

He moved his own hand down my body, replacing mine with his, and I felt as incredibly, his fingers rubbed down my flat, taut stomach… brushing over a special, hot place that felt so good when he touched it…

And then entering an opening in my body, wet and flushed with arousal.

He had his large, masculine fingers in my pussy.

I knew without a doubt that this was what was happening.

I turned my head and felt that I had more hair now, brushing the sides of my ears and continuing down my body.

It was so long - I could even feel the tips of it tickling my breasts! It was so much long, luscious hair.

And the color was the perfect blonde.

“This is…” My new voice shocked me too much to continue, especially with Lance’s fingers in my tight, new pussy.

I was being fingered by my high school bully, and we were both now truly ourselves in college.

Fuck. Now that I knew about myself…

I looked down at my body with equal parts horror, fascination, and arousal.

I put my hands over my breasts and squeezed.

They were like perfectly round, supple bowling balls, huge on my thin frame and soft and squeezable.

I had dreamed of tits like these, it was true… And now they were on my body.

It suited me more than the lack of muscle, thin male nerd that I had been before.

I had long, blonde hair, a big pair of tits and a tiny waist, and a tiny, wet pussy that my bully was fingering now with his rough hands.

He pressed his big, thick cock against me and I felt my body continue heating up, like it was going to keep building and going until the point of exhaustion, or something even better happened.

The feeling of arousal was all throughout my body now, whereas before it had been concentrated in my small nerdy cock.

It just felt… more right like this now.

Not necessarily better, but just more right and correct in the world.

Lance seemed to know what I meant when I explained it to him and when he flipped me over and held me down to pound that big, thick masculine cock into me it also felt more right than ever before.

I learned through this that I had a nice, hot ass as well, or as Lance called it while he fucked me, a “spankable bubble butt, like a true bimbo.”

And he spanked me hard and fucked me roughly until I knew it in my bones and in my hot, tight new pussy.

God. It just felt so new and unexpected.

I almost felt ashamed of how much I liked it. Not because of my new body… but because it was Lance. My old bully.

At the same time, he was treating me nicer and better than he ever had before. Who knew that all I needed to do was transform into a hot, fertile young woman for this hot jock to stop bullying me and starting fucking me until I moaned?

Lying on my front, I pushed my hands up into that classic doggy style position.

I almost felt like I was a pornstar, starring in my very own personal porno.

I could feel my tits shaking back and forth, and my ass was wiggling and bouncing against Lance’s raging hot erection and hitting the bottom of his developed six-pack ab muscles.

He slapped my ass.

“You like that, don’t you Nikki?” He taunted me almost. “You like having a thick, fat cock inside your tight little pussy, don’t you? You’re not a nerd anymore with a body that hot, you know that all my friends want to fuck you now too, right?”

I moaned and felt him pounding into my new, tight little fertile hole that was my female cunt.

I had a clit now, and it was everything I had when I moved my hand back to rub at the tiny, tight little nub.

“Yes,” I said. “I love having my tight pussy fucked by you, Lance… Please, keep pounding me, make me feel like the woman that I am. Let me help you feel good!”

I felt like such a bimbo slut as I called out my dirtiest, most taboo thoughts and emotions while getting reamed hard in doggy style by my masculine, tough bully.

Lance did his part to help me feel comfortable, even if it involved the roughest treatment of my new female body.

I loved everything he did, though.

He fucked me in a few more positions, had me suck him, taking him down my tight throat, with my blonde hair fanned out long and shiny over my shoulders while I was lying on my back as he fucked my face.

But it was in the classic missionary position that I first felt him breed me.

We had been working up to it for years, and now he was going to take what he owned and had created for himself:

My hot, female, bimbo body.

I spread my legs like it meant the world to me as he shoved his hot, rigid cock deep in my little new cunt and started to cum, setting off the first of many of my own female orgasms.

Nothing had ever felt like this before. Nothing could compare.

He plunged deep, deep into my cunt and I could feel him spurting as I clenched down around his cock rhythmically and uncontrollably.

He growled at me, “Take it, take it all in that slutty female cunt of yours, Nikki,” and I could swear I felt my entire body throbbing with arousal.

My body was experiencing the highest pleasure as I clenched down on him, my inner cunt walls feeling amazingly pleasurable, filled and touched roughly and appropriately for the bimbo body that I now possessed.

I was still me… but at the same time, I wasn’t.

Both of us were still holding each other, swimming on the top of the post-orgasm glow, when there was a knock at the door and Lance’s obnoxious muscled roommates came in the door to see us.

“Holy shit,” one of them said. “Can I get in on this action?”

I smiled at them with my pretty new female face.

“You can,” I said. “Hi, I think we met last night but… I’m Nikki now. And you can do whatever you want to my bimbo body!”

Lance grinned at me. “Atta girl,” he said, and I felt my pride light up with satisfaction.

I was Nikki now, and Nikki wanted to please as many men as she could.




Epilogue

As Nikki, I had a lot to do to get my life in order, but it wasn’t too bad in the end.

In between all-night fuckfests and rushing at the hottest, sluttiest sorority at the university, I was able to change all of my school records.

Clearly, I was meant to be a female all along. When I showed up at the registrar’s office to tell them that there had been a mistake and I was Nikki, not Nicholas, the male associate there barely blinked as he stared at my deep cleavage and granted my request.

Oh! And my clothes… Those were new too.

You see, Lance had so many female friends that were like me, former weak, un-masculine nerds or outcasts who just needed to be feminized into women, the hottest women, in order to be popular and accepted by society.

And they were more than willing to loan me or just outright gift me all of their best outfits!

Which did usually involve showing a lot of skin. But who cared about that? I grew comfortable way too fast at walking in platform heels designed for heel newbies like myself, and exposing most of my cleavage and legs when I was attending classes.

I didn’t mind the stares from most of the male classmates and professors. More opportunities to have sex, of course!

And my female body loved sex of all kinds, even when I didn’t get off myself it was enough to satisfy me just to jerk off or suck off or ride men until they spent their orgasms. Preferably all over my slutty body.

I loved getting cum all over me and inside me, you see. I hoped that I wasn’t going to get pregnant just yet, because I wanted to save that for after graduation - but how could I help it, when it was so fucking hot to just go bare all the time? No guy was complaining about it.

I experienced a facial, getting a man’s hot cum sprayed all over my face. I felt them cum all over my tits.

I even swallowed. I loved the feeling of hot, fertile sperm soaking down my throat as a guy grabbed my blonde hair, which I liked to wear in pigtails just for this reason.

And naturally, I was gaining more experiencing at taking creampies and anal creampies, too!

It just felt so amazingly good to receive cum. It was like the validation from my peers that I’d always craved but never received as a guy.

Now I felt validated, comforted, appreciated, and noticed all the time as a woman. The noticing was huge.

Before, it was like no one knew I existed, and now, I couldn’t take anyone’s eyes off of me when I entered a room with my bright blonde long hair, my winning smile and deep blue eyes on a gorgeous face, my big, buxom tits, tiny waist and fertile hips, round ass, long legs, and high-heeled feet.

Attending a university had started out uncomfortable and foreign to me… But after becoming Nikki, it was like entering a familiar universe and receiving my wildest dreams, on a casual, daily basis.

So everyday life continued, a little easier and more comfortable, and I went to my classes. Some of them seemed a little harder than usual in all the homework they gave and the difficult lectures, or maybe I was just distracted from staring at my own cleavage all day long!

Not to mention the constant flirting - I got attention from athletes, nerds, players, fraternity dudes, even the occasional teacher’s assistant or professor himself…

And of course I serviced all of them with my hands, mouth, pussy and ass. But it did make it harder to concentrate in class, and my studies suffered just a little bit until some of the smartest guys agreed to tutor me!

The reactions from female classmates were a little weird though, ranging from jealous glares to admiration to lust. But I was learning to get over it, not let it get to me so much. After all, this was just one of the small prices to pay for getting the bimbo body of my dreams.

I finally was in possession of it; Lance had really fulfilled his promise to me.

I looked at myself in the mirror each morning. I was learning how to put on makeup, thanks to the help of Lance’s other bimbo friends.

I applied bright pink lipstick to my slutty mouth, wondering how many guys I could suck off today.

My eyelashes were long and mascara’d, and my cheekbones were contoured with the perfect amount of blush and bronzer.

I put on my high heels, tight skirt and low-cut top to show off my big, bouncy tits, and I strode out of my dorm.

I was ready to take on the world as Nikki now.

I couldn’t wait to see what would happen next.
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Prologue

Jake and I had been friends for years, but we only decided to live together after college.

It made sense; we’d both picked up corporate jobs in the same city after graduating, and we’d been in the same fraternity, and we wanted to live with a buddy instead of with some random, strange new roommate.

On moving day, I convinced Jake that we didn’t need to hire movers.

“We’ve got it, just the two of us,” I said. “What’s the use of all the gains you’ve been making otherwise?”

Jake just shook his head at me. “Liam, we both know you could do the whole things by yourself. Couches and shelves and whatever.”

“Yeah, whatever,” I said to him.

It wasn’t like I was that much stronger and bigger than Jake. He worked out regularly, and we’d both done sports in college to a fair amount of success:

Me as the quarterback, Jake as the wide receiver. I was the power forward in basketball, and Jake played small forward. It went on and on like that, and it had been that way ever since we were kids.

Jake was my best buddy though, and I never suspected that he had grown any resentment at all of the facility with which I picked up one night stands, or girlfriends, or flirted with cashiers everywhere.

I brought girls home and fucked them until they moaned and screamed my name, while Jake had a series of dates with chicks but failed to close the deal.

I didn’t noticed that Jake was changing. We weren’t the people that we’d been in the past, beginning our new adult lives.

I was about to discover a new side of the bro that I’d known for years and years, and he was going to force me to see a side of myself that I’d been ignoring and neglecting my entire life.

My body and mind were inside a ticking time bomb, and it was going to go off soon and transform me into a totally different, but better version of myself than I could have ever dreamed of.




Chapter 1

After moving in together, Jake and I continued our college practice of going to the same gym, too, some corporate place that was the best we could afford on our post-university salaries.

Going to the gym was a constant tease for both of us.

The way that women dressed, with their tight yoga pants showing off a big bubble butt, or short lycra shorts exposing their toned, muscled legs, made it hard to concentrate.

Their cleavage was always exposed too, and sometimes I had to take a second to relax between sets before I popped a boner from staring down their big, enormous boobs held up high in push-up sports bras.

Girls could be such hot teases, who knew exactly what they were doing.

“Check out that one,” I told Jake with a smirk.

He turned his head to see the one that I was looking at.

She had long, shiny brunette hair held up in a high ponytail that wiggled back and forth as she did her squats facing a mirror, sticking that nice, round ass out for all of the male athletes to stare at.

Her boobs were pushed up and looked completely slutty, most of her breasts exposed by the small, tiny piece of fabric that comprised her sports bra.

Jake stared at her for a while, longer than usual, before looking back at me.

“She’s pretty hot, I guess,” he said.

“Hey man, I know you’ve been going through a dry spell recently. Why not try to grab her digits on your way out?”

Jake shrugged, picking up his next set.

“C’mon bro,” I said. “You can add another 20 to that, can’t you?”

It was the kind of casually competitive remark that we had made to each other for years, and I felt like it kept me sharp to constantly compete with my best friend.

But maybe he had other ideas.

It was true that over the last year, Jake had been on the losing end of our friendly competitions most of the time.

Weights, dates, and video games… I was coming out on top all the time.

But Jake was never one to turn down a challenge, and his eyes flashed before he walked over to the slutty squats girl.

I watched him go over, noticing that his shoulders were broader, his waist trimmer, and his thighs definitely thicker than when we’d first met.

He certainly had a face that most women thought was handsome, even if he looked a little younger than I did. If he grew facial hair like I was always telling him to, he would have looked older; I mean, it worked for me, right?

I did another set, pushing myself to my limit, sweating it out at the gym, before I noticed Jake coming back over to me.

From the look on his face I could tell it hadn’t gone well.

“Hey, don’t mind a bitch,” I said to him. “You’ll get the next one.”

Jake looked me up and down, taking in my tired condition from my heavy workout.

“Let’s head back after next set,” He said. “I think I’ve accomplished almost everything today that I wanted to.”

As we headed out of the gym, chatting about what to eat for dinner, the brunette slut ran up to me and handed me a slip of paper.

“Um, that’s, like, my number! Call me sometime,” She said. “I’d love to go out, or even just go back to your place.” She winked at me, her big boobs almost popping out of her top.

I smiled at her, showing my straight white teeth.

“Sure,” I said casually. “I’ll see.”

Just playing it cool, while trying to not look at my best friend.

The drive home was pretty quiet after that. It was usually a little less awkward when I got asked out and Jake didn’t, but this time had been so in his face with it. What a bitch.

When we walked into the apartment I threw the slip of paper in the trash, making sure that Jake noticed.

“What a bitchy slut,” I said. “No point in going to someone easy like that.”

Jake agreed, and then a strange look came over his face.

“I’ll get dinner,” he said. “There’s a family recipe that I’ve been wanting to try out.”

Surprised, I just said, “Sure, bro. Thanks, I owe you one.”

Jake muttered under his breath, “Yeah, you do.”

I went to my room to take a nap. My dreams involved a strange combination of the brunette gym bimbo that we’d met, and Jake, in a strange sexual scenario.

I woke up without remembering it, a little weirded out by the dream, but awoken by the smell of food.

It smelled delicious. I went into the kitchen to see that Jake was standing there in just his boxers, cooking up a storm.

“Hey, take a seat,” He said. “Family recipe. Coming right up.”

When Jake set the bowl down in front of me, I started to slurp it up immediately, ravenously hungry.

“Damn, this is choice,” I said. It tasted like a rich cream soup, meaty and thick and well spiced. Better than any clam chowder I’d ever had.

“Thanks,” said Jake. He pulled out a second bowl and spooned some in for himself, but I barely noticed that he wasn’t really eating out of it.

“It’s awesome,” I said. “What’s this family recipe you keep saying?”

He said, “Just trying something new. My family told me that it’s the reason that all of the people in my family are so healthy looking and shit. Good genetics, contributes or whatever.”

I shrugged and spooned more of the creamy soup into my mouth as fast as possible.

“It’s delicious,” I said.

I thought about what Jake had said, almost done with my first bowl already. It was definitely true that his family was kinda hot, just objectively speaking.

The women all looked like hot, young bimbos or slutty MILFs depending on their age, and the men were all quality hunks. If you went for the handsome, muscled movie star type of dude, that is, which I didn’t, but I could see the appeal for women and gay dudes.

“Is there more left?” I asked.

“Yeah, dude,” said Jake. “Help yourself, Liam.”

I felt a strange sensation sweeping over my body. Maybe it was the heat of the soup.

I almost felt like my body was rearranging itself, and heating up from the inside out with energy.

It felt good, but it also made me feel so sleepy.

“You alright?” Jake said.

“Yeah,” I said. “Just… kinda tired. Suddenly. I don’t know why.”

Jake looked satisfied, but concerned. “Let me help you to bed, bro.”

I shrugged him off as he came around to help me.

My whole body felt heavy and tired. “I got this,” I said.

I was usually the one helping Jake.

But I had to give in when I realized that my body was just giving out. The gym must have exhausted me more than I knew with the new workouts I was trying.

I felt my strong biceps giving way and was caught by Jake’s strong, equally muscular arms and chest.

Maybe it was time for me to depend on him for once.

That was the last memory I had before I went to sleep.

It was the last time I’d go to sleep as Liam, but I didn’t know that yet. That was soon to come.




Chapter 3

I woke up in my bed, feeling like my body was on fire.

I blinked my eyes open, still having the taste of that delicious soup in my mouth. The first thing I noticed was that there was a weight on my chest.

I moved my hands to shove it off of me, and was met only with the feeling of warm flesh… that was connected to my body.

“Fuck!” I yelled out.

On my chest, there was something new and unsettling. Without looking, I gingerly, this time, moved one of my hands to touch my own chest.

What had once been hard and muscled and hairy was now smooth and soft and round.

I was so shocked I let out another gasp and pushed the blankets off of my chest.

What I saw confirmed my wildest suspicions.

I had a pair of large, round breasts sitting high on my chest. They weren’t just any pair, but a huge, juicy pair of breasts, symmetrical and perky with pink nipples.

It was the kind of tits that I used to love mauling and titfucking on other women.

It dawned on me that my new breasts might not be my only problem, when Jake came into the room. 


“Bro, you okay?” Then he saw me. “Oh shit… fuck… It fucking worked!” 

I didn’t know what to do, overwhelmed by the new sensations coursing through my entire body.

Jake was naked, and he had a thick, large cock hanging between his tanned and muscled legs.

He was dripping wet, his muscled chest and taut abs shining with droplets.

“Sorry…” He said. “I heard you yelling, and jumped out of the shower.”

But he made no attempt to cover up.

I felt my body respond to just looking at him in an odd way, like a burning, hot sensation between my legs.

But it certainly wasn’t a boner… I moved my hand between my legs and found that what I had was definitely, definitely not a penis anymore.

Jake was staring at me too.

“My dad said there was a way to help someone become the hottest version of themselves… that our family used it for generations to make hot, bimbo women. I guess that it can work on someone who even used to be like you…”

“Used to be?” I said, and my jaw dropped. “Oh my god, my voice is like, high? I sound like a woman?”

Jake stared at me, and he seemed to notice that my slutty tits were just exposed to him personally, like I was his hookup slut from the gym waiting to get fucked.

“Bro…” He said. “I think you don’t just sound like a chick. I think you are a woman. Now.”

I gawked at him, but I couldn’t help but notice that my pussy was just getting wet the longer that I stared at my male roommate and best buddy.

My body wasn’t the same, and my mind wasn’t, either.

“I feel weird,” I said. “My tits ache… I don’t know what’s wrong with me.”

Jake came over and sat on the bed, down near my legs. “There’s nothing wrong with you,” he said.

I did noticed that his cock was starting to perk up, thickening a little as he pulled out his phone and aimed it at me.

My eyes were wide as I looked at him, suddenly noticing that my hair was still the same luscious chestnut brown color, but it fell to my shoulders now.

It scratched me a little like an unfamiliar weight.

Jake passed me his phone and showed me the pictures.

“Oh my god,” I said again in my new, girly voice. “That’s me? But I’m so…”

The person looking back at me was a hot, bimboish chick. Like the kind we’d seen in the gym earlier, with her tits out. My lips were full and sexy, and pinkish naturally, I guessed. My eyes were the same but with longer lashes and a sexy look, probably from seeing Jake’s cock.

Combined with my tits, I looked like a hot, bimbo porn star, part of the new, natural looking generation.

“Hot,” Jake said. “Yeah man, I don’t know if this is weird to say, but if you’re okay with it… I guess I turned you into a slutty girl, and it’s kind of… turning me on if I have to be honest with you.”

I felt my clit throbbing just listening to him talk to me so differently.

Yeah, he was still my best friend, but he’d revealed to me how strange and cool and fun it could be to have a female body.

“I don’t care…” I said. “I think I’m getting turned on too. If this is what it feels like to be a slut that gets horny…”

Jake got that animalistic, dominant look in his eyes and pounced on me on the bed.




Chapter 4

Oh my god.

Having sex as a girl was totally different, and way better. At least when I tried it with Jake.

He was now the most muscular, horny, masculine guy that I knew, now that my old self was gone.

It was like all of his pent-up rage from our former competitions was being exerted now, and projected onto my new, bimbo body.

And my new feminine body loved it.

I had first sucked his cock, feeling it pass through my slutty, female lips into my deep throat.

Hearing Jake moan was something akin to music to my ears, something that I’d never heard despite our stint as platonic roommates, now turned into something more.

And hearing him pant in my ear about how slutty and feminine I was as he fucked me was something that I had never known I wanted before now.

I spread my legs for him easily, noticing that I now had a pair of slender, slim legs, almost hairless, to replace the tree trunks I’d once had.

It looked so, so hot when I wrapped my long legs around Jake’s back as he plunged his thick, hard cock into me.

He was so fucking big when he was fully hard, as he had been ever since I first showed him my new, experimental sexual skills.

I felt a place inside me being amazingly pounded, like ecstasy being spread through my insides.

His cock pounded inside the walls of my new pussy, and my big, slutty tits rubbed against his muscular chest.

Then Jake flipped me over and my best friend started pounded me doggy style.

My new, feminine ass was bigger, rounded and hotter than before, and the slapping noise of his balls hitting my hot ass was so fucking sexy.

“Pound me,” I cried out. “Make me forget everything except my new pussy, tits and ass, take me like you wanted to fuck all the girls that I brought home that you heard me fuck!”

Jake seemed to be spurred on aggressively by this.

“Fuck,” he said. “I love that you’re such a fucking whore now, just a little fuckdoll for my big cock. Those sets of bimbo tits and ass, your dicksucking lips are just perfect to be my girl. You’re mine now, my slutty bimbo to fuck whenever I want at our apartment.”

I moaned loudly and started to feel my body shake.

“Oh my god, it’s my first female orgasm!” I yelled. I felt my body shake and quake, the feeling concentrated in my tight virgin pussy. “Take my virgin cunt,” I wailed. “I’m yours, your little slut roommate now.”

Jake slapped my ass and grunted out, “Going to cum in you, I made you like this and you’re going to take all of my cum like a good little girl. Take it, take all of my cum in that virgin pussy. Knock you up. Now!”

His hips thrust painfully, almost violently against my ass and I felt a rush of hot, white cum start flowing into my tight pussy.

My best friend had devirginized my little cunt in my own bed.

My female body was his to play with and use however he wanted, and I felt an odd sense of bliss and contentment start washing over me.

My tits and ass were wonderfully sore, and it all thanks to Jake’s magical cooking, and his newly discovered masculine sexual prowess.

Jake laid down gently on top of me.

“You know, I thought I should call you something else now…” He said in a low voice.

His cock was still in my pussy, and I felt myself shiver with how much I wanted him.

I wanted this body and this life with my male best friend.

“What were you thinking?” I asked him, enjoying the sound of my new voice. It became less disconcerting by the minute.

“Lira,” He said. “Preserves the sound. I think it suits you.”

He tucked my long, shiny brown hair behind my ears.

“Lira,” I said, and smiled. “I like it.”
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Chapter 1

I clocked out of work way too late on a Friday evening, loosening the tie from my stiff, collared shirt.

I was so fucking frustrated. It felt like my life had gone straight to hell ever since this project started, and it was all the fault of my manager, Rick.

Now I was doing overtime every week, my 9 to 5 turning into at least a 9 to 8 every day, and working weekends. Did I mention that this was all without extra pay?

I went straight to the local dive bar in the town where I lived. Making a stop in the bathroom, I stared at my reflection.

It wasn’t that impressive if I had to be honest.

I had never had a high opinion of myself as a guy, but the lack of sleep and constant stress from being yelled at by Rick was almost making me unattractive.

My eyes had large bags under them, I needed a haircut and a shave, and I was developing some extra weight on my stomach from the takeout I was ordering since I was too tired to cook.

I looked like your average white collar worker who didn’t have time to go to the gym anymore or eat vegetables, which was fucking crazy.

Rick, on the other hand, was pushing us all to the bone while he fucked off and relaxed in his office, probably jerking it to porn or getting a blowjob under his desk from his sexy assistant.

Now he was someone who most people looked at and immediately identified as a true man.

He had broad shoulders, a nice ass, not that I really noticed, and clean-cut suits to match his authoritative exterior.

I just wasn’t living up to his expectations, I knew it, and I was going to have to keep working on myself until I died because of it.

I got a beer off the hot bartender who barely paid me any attention compared to the hot jock type ordering from her a few seats down, and I immediately downed it.

I was already on my third pint when I noticed that there was someone sitting next to me.

It spoke to how woozy and tired that I was, and how fast the alcohol had already hit me, that I hadn’t noticed her--because she was amazingly attractive.

The kind of woman that every straight man wants to fuck.

She had long, blonde hair, unlike my stringy dark hair, and wide eyes and a heart-shaped face.

Her dress was tight, and she had her breasts pushed up to show off how massive her melons were.

Her stomach was tight and she was wearing some sexy high heels.

I was so exhausted that I could barely work up the courage to introduce myself,

“I’m John,” I said to her, gulping down more beer for liquid courage.

On second thought, maybe it was better to just keep to myself today.

I was surprised when she actually introduced herself, in a high, feminine voice.

I felt like the next hour passed in a blur. First we were doing shots of tequila, and then vodka, although I didn’t notice that maybe she wasn’t really drinking the same amount that I was, I eventually got too far gone.

It was a testament to the sorry state of my life that I didn’t even try to hook up with her, feeling too tired and emasculated.

I did, however, complain a hell of a lot.

She listened patiently, dangling her high-heeled feet from the high chairs we sat on at the bar, and pushing her tits onto the counter as I bitched and moaned about Rick, and his stupid handsome face and how he barely noticed any of the work that I put in.

“It’s enough to make me feel like nothing is worth it anymore,” I said, suddenly feeling terribly depressed.

The girl looked at me worriedly, her brows creasing, forming the only flaw in expression on her perfect, pretty face.

“It seems like you’re looking for a transformation,” She told me, in a slow, clear voice.

I felt like the room was spinning.

“What do you mean?” I asked her.

“Do you think that life would be easier if you were someone else?” She said abruptly.

I was barely able to parse the sentence, groping out for my beer and finding my hand slipping.

“Yeah, for sure, you know… I just feel like I’ve been going nowhere fast for a long-ass time, you know… And it feels like I don’t know a way to just, you know un-fuck it all, while I’m myself, doing this thing where I work all the time and get nothing out of it.”

She smiled at me prettily, though that crease of worry was still there.

“You remind me of myself,” She told me.

I openly gaped at her, my posture shifting back in a wild, drunken caricature where I almost fell off my bar stool.

“How can I remind you of you?” I said. “Wait… Yes. How do I remind you of yourself?”

She said, “Do you think I’m happy?”

“Dodged my question, I see there… Well who knows. Look at you, though…” I said.

Those tits and ass, that little waist, the fertile hips and pretty face and long blonde hair…

She was every man’s dream, every woman’s envy.

“You’re right,” She said. “Ignoring the stereotypes, I am happy. Much happier than when I was like you. Do you want to be like me, John?”

I paused.

“I guess… Sure… Yeah,” I mumbled into my sleeve, wiping my mouth.

Would it be nice to be hot, feminine and sexy rather than plain and ignored?

“Here,” She said, and she pulled out a container from her sleeve like a magician, either that or I was drunk. “It’s up to your choice, but here is a pill that will make your life like mine. You know what I mean, John.”

I said, ineloquently, “I have to pee.”

I got up and pissed in the bathroom, noting the ugly and disgusting-smelling men’s urinals. I always preferred sitting down, anyways, but hygiene was a thing. 

When I came back, I had a lot of questions for the mysterious, hot woman, but she was gone.

Next to my beer, though, was a little pink pill.

I paid my bar tab, staring at the pill the whole time.

“Fuck it,” I told myself.

I’d never see that woman again, but she was truly my fairy godmother, in a way.

With a gulp, swallowing the last of my final beer, I slipped that little pink pill down my throat and changed my life forever.




Chapter 2

The next morning, I woke up in a daze.

It was all because of the drink, I thought to myself.

My head spun, and I scrambled out of bed to get ready for work, worrying that I was late.

I jumped in the shower, barely cracking my eyes or putting in my contact lenses.

It was there that I realized that something was wildly, awfully different.

There was hair falling to my shoulders, and it was on my own body.

I could not deal with this.

I looked down and also saw that my chest was no longer a little pudgy and also unmuscled…

There was a pair of perfect breasts attached to my body.

Oh my god.

What the fuck was happening? Who was I?

I screamed, and the voice that came out of my mouth was a high-pitched, womanly voice.

My body was suddenly drenched in the hot water of the shower, and I realized another thing…

My dick was gone.

The water started hitting me in that place where my dick should have been but there was only…

My clit and my pussy.

Fuck.

I realized without a doubt the true effects of that little pink pill that the woman had given me at the bar.

It was amazing.

I felt a sudden rush of confidence.

The water hit my clit just right and…

I felt my body alight with pleasure.

It was my first female orgasm, concentrated in my new, sexy slit and pussy and my big, bouncing tits.

I was hungover, but I forgot all about it while I was in the shower.

Only to harshly remember it when I got out.

I was so fucking late to work, but I had to see myself in the mirror.

When I looked in and blinked, one of the most gorgeous women I’d ever seen was blinking back at me.

I felt another high feminine scream rising in my throat and clapped it down.

My eyes were dark and luminous, and my hair was the same color it had always been - but it was much, much longer and thick and luscious, hanging down my shoulders in waves of dark brown, chestnut locks.

My cheekbones were high but still feminine, and my lips were round and full.

It looked like I was ready to kiss someone, or to lick and suck a man’s cock.

“Fuck,” I said, and my voice was again, high and feminine and sultry.

I couldn’t stand it.

I can’t explain why I did what I did next, but I started to prepare to go to work.

Blame it on my hungover, addled, gender-swapped mind, but all I could think of was the project.

I needed the money.

The project had to get done, and only I had the skills to do it.

I couldn’t let Rick down.

A big problem was that I didn’t have any clothes to wear.

My male clothes looked baggy and stupid on my new frame.

I searched around my closet until I found a plain white shirt that had shrunk in the dryer that I’d been meaning to donate to charity, and instead it found its place on my female body.

My breasts pushed out from the shirt and the white shirt nipped in at my toned, small waist.

For bottoms, I somehow searched my closet again and found a pair of panties and a skirt that my ex-girlfriend from a few years ago had left at my apartment, I guessed.

That was crazy - had I been so slammed with work that my spring cleaning had skipped a few years?

It didn’t matter, as I slipped on the pair of red panties, trying to figure out how to hold them up around my fertile, womanly hips and where to place the band around my waist.

“Shit, I’m late!” I said, starting to enjoy and experience cognizance, not dissonance, with my new voice.

My breast and ass felt good wearing these new clothes, and I headed off to work with a spring in my step.

What I wasn’t prepared for was the manager, Rick’s reaction, or the entire scenario in place when I showed up at work.

It was beyond my wildest, hottest, sluttiest desires.




Chapter 3

When I arrived at work, I was shocked by a few things.

The first was that as I walked up through the floors, I had the glittering sensation of men’s eyes traveling my body.

Ogling me.

I walked upstairs in my white, tight blouse and my ex-girlfriend’s skirt, which was tight against my round, hot ass, and hoped to get to my desk without a hitch.

When I saw was surprising, to give an understatement.

The first thing that I was was Rick. He looked fit and healthy as usual, his full, thick hair combed into a loose but professional look, and his biceps straining his collared shirt.

My body had a strange reaction to him, almost like when I was in the shower and the water had fallen over my little clit and made me feel so, so good inside.

When I saw next was the strange woman from the bar.

She was still pretty, but I now felt a new surge of confidence.

I knew that I looked just as good as she did.

With my high, big tits, my long, brown hair and big eyes, and my feminine features, I was in competition with her for Rick’s attention as soon as I walked into the room.

Her voice had an almost hypnotic quality as she spoke.

“So you have to understand, Rick,” She said, continuing their conversation. Although it was really more like a wrap-up, I soon learned.

Rick said, “I’m happy to welcome anyone with the background that the new employee has… In fact, I think she might be here now.”

I felt his gaze glued to my pretty, feminine face as I walked into his office, feeling myself summoned and drawn to his hard, masculine presence.

The strange woman from the bar said, “Yes, as you know, John has quit. But of course, I was able to find the replacement…”

She swept her manicured hand out at me and gestured.

“Rick, please meet… Jane.”

Jane.

That was me.

Not John, but Jane.

Rick’s eyes looked me up and down, and he smiled with all of his shiny white teeth.

“Welcome to the office, Jane.”

The other woman left the room before I could say anything, and now I was alone with Rick.

“Hello,” I said.

Rick was the man that I had despised for months for the way that he had made me do the bitch work and stay late, and how other women gave him so much attention…

But now, I had his attention, and I was going to keep it.

I was going to make sure that I was never overlooked at work again.

And I had to use my new, hot female body to do it.

*

I have to say, that it came easy to me… acting like a horny slut.

I hadn’t realized it, but bras were a thing that women usually wore.

And I wasn’t wearing one. And I was in my boss’s office, with my tight, white shirt, that I now realized was plainly showing my new pair of pointy nipples.

It was so damn exciting.

I wasn’t a poor schlub anymore, but a hot woman, who, I learned from my first conversation with Rick, was making a hell of a lot more money than “John” ever had!

I had essentially gotten a promotion, fair compensation and a title adjustment by coming into the position fresh as an “external” hire.

So here I was, with a brand new job and a brand new body, and my boss staring at me ravenously.

“You know, I was hoping to secure a greater raise and promotion in a few months…” I said to him.

His eyes looked from my big, bra-less tits up to my pretty, slutty face.

Rick wasn’t a bad guy after all. Maybe.

“What were you thinking?” He said.

I said, “Sir… I’d be willing to do anything for the cause of helping the business. Maybe I could fill in a few hours on a special project for you? A personal project?”

He looked at me like there was nothing he wanted more in the world.

I smiled, feeling my big tits perking up and bouncing in my white shirt.

My legs were exposed in my short, plaid skirt, and I likely looked like a hot, slutty model, modeling after a schoolgirl image designed by a pervert.

Rick approached me.

I was shorter now, and he was taller by quite a bit.

His masculine presence was such a difference from my now curvy, feminine frame.

He leaned in closer to me and I could feel his hot breath passing over my cheek, and smell his masculine, sexy cologne.

He kissed me, and it felt like the completion that I’d always craved, the success that I’d always needed at work was coming true, now that he was validating me professionally for my work and personally for my beautiful, female appearance.

His hand reached to cup my ass, and I felt his strong hand grabbing me forcefully.

My previous, horrible day was totally forgotten.

My new life as the beautiful Jane was just beginning.




Epilogue

After a few months, I got the promotion that I wanted.

It certainly helped that I was now dating the boss, Rick. And of course I had to suck him off before work, or sometimes under his desk.

He fucked me hard and rough and often, and my new, female body loved all of it.

My big breasts and wet pussy proved just how fertile I could be, and I looked forward to being impregnated by him someday.

Such a far reach from how I’d acted before I became Jane… But that era of my life had been totally forgotten.

But the best part was how comfortable I felt in my new skin, as my new self.

As Jane.

Every day I arrived and was validated for my hard work, compensated fairly, and looked at lustfully and respectfully.

The total melding of my mind, soul and body had occurred.

I congratulated myself and thanked my lucky stars each day that I had become Jane.

To put it more simply… I was thankful that after so long, finally, that I had become myself.
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Prologue

There was something that I hated about Kevin as soon as I laid eyes on him for the first time, meeting my new college roommate.

Maybe it was the classic idea of the stark differences between us; he was a nerd majoring in Computer Science, and I was a jock.

We shook hands and agreed that we’d cohabit in peace, but I already knew that I had no intention of keeping up my end of that bargain.

It was too easy to ridicule him for the hours that he spent hunched over his laptop on a Saturday night while I left to go pick up women at college parties.

Sometimes I’d bring a hottie back, and I knew that Kevin wasn’t exactly happy about it when I showed up at 2am and started fucking a girl who moaned so loud she had to wake up not only him, but our neighbors as well.

But what could he do about it?

He had a skinny body, which I guess that some chicks go for, but not the ones that I usually hooked up with. They preferred the body of a man, with a muscled chest and arms, and strong thighs.

That was the body I had, and it served me well in my main sport: Football.

Kevin was such a nerd that he didn’t even come to our games.

I mocked him for this every chance I got, verbally and just a little… light hazing.

We were both twenty years old and third-years, because the school had an asinine policy of randomly assigning roommate to promote sharing of differences, exposure to new experiences, and some other bullshit that I didn’t pay attention to.

I was barely skating by in my classes, so I’d tell Kevin he had to write some of my essays for me.

I was much bigger, and stronger than him, so there wasn’t much that he could do about it.

On top of that, football was the most popular sport at the school, so I’d threatened him with exposing his lack of school spirit if he didn’t do what I told him.

Sure, I noticed the baleful glances that he threw at me, first when he thought I wasn’t looking, and then openly after it had gone on for a few months.

He’d started talking back to me, and I almost thought that I’d have to give him a smack or two pretty soon.

All of that was about to change.

I didn’t know it, but my hookup that night was the last one that I’d have in a long time.

My whole body was going to transform, and I didn’t know it yet, but I was going to like it.

Kevin was reaching his limit, and I had no idea what fate was about to befall me thanks to my nerdy college roommate.




Chapter 1

After a few months of living with Kevin, I’d gotten used to the ways that I could use the nerd to my own ends, and take out all of my frustrations on him.

I walked back to my room that I shared with him after class.

“Hey, bitch,” I said to him casually.

I saw him flinch, his red hair not hiding the blush of rage that started to spread across his ears.

He didn’t turn away from his computer screen.

“I’m in a campaign,” he said.

I walked over to his desk and slammed my hand down in front of him.

Now he was listening.

Furious, he said in a short, monotone voice, “What.”

I smiled at him menacingly. “Kevin, I need you to write a paper for me. Ten pages long. Get me an A. Oh yeah, and I need it done by tomorrow.”

He sneered at me.

“Or you’ll what?”

I felt my breath catch. I’d been waiting to do this for a long time.

I put my hand out and grabbed him by the throat.

I could feel his windpipe, and his pulse beating slowly beneath my large, masculine hand.

“You don’t want to know,” I told him.

Kevin swallowed, and I felt that too beneath my hand.

“Okay,” he choked out. “I'll write it. Just give me some time.”

I let him go reluctantly. “I think you should write it right now, in fact.”

Kevin looked like he wanted to murder me.

I could see the veins standing out his forehead, and his jaw was clenched down so tight I thought he’d probably give himself a headache.

I felt my pulse beating in my own throat.

There was some compulsion that I got around him, and I just couldn’t stop being the worst version of myself.

It was like I had to follow the script I was given and threaten him and intimidate my nerdy roommate every chance I got, and I didn’t know why.

It gave me pleasure, sure, but even as I walked out of the room to go chill at a buddy’s house before another wild party, I felt the hollowness of it all crawling beneath my skin.

Kevin glared at me after I was long gone and started typing at him computer with anger, punching the keys.

*

I got drunk, as one does at a party, and I got back to my room late, late at night.

This time I’d struck out with a hot sorostitute, in a major way. I don’t know what had come over me, but as I held the red plastic cup in my hand it was like I couldn’t say anything right.

I couldn’t get my stupid, nerd roommate out of my head, the way that he had looked at me with such vengeance in his eyes.

He didn’t have a bad looking face, so it was a little shocking that he didn’t have a girlfriend, the way that most of them were so easy. A lot that I met even seemed to have nerd fetishes these days, which was an utter load of bullshit.

I guessed that he was probably too busy doing all of my homework and essays, laundry, and cleaning our room at my behest to get anything else done besides his requisite stupid gaming addiction.

Now that thought made me happy, and I unlocked my door and stumbled in as best that I could with the weight of alcohol on my brain.

I could see the shape of Kevin in his bed, but as soon as I burst in the door he switched on the lamp next to his bed.

I froze, wondering what he was up to.

“Trying to listen in as I fuck another chick? Well I got bad news for you, no one but me here tonight, idiot…”

I trailed off, my brain a little too woozy to say anything much more.

Kevin smiled at me, and it was almost creepy the number of teeth that he showed to me.

He took a set of papers that were on his nightstand and held them out to me.

“Finished that essay you wanted me to write,” he said. “I did it early, because I really wanted to get it over with.”

I raised an eyebrow, or tried to, but ended up raising both of them.

“Man, I’m too tired, so whatever. It better be good or I can get you by the throat again.”

I thought that I heard Kevin mutter something, but it was too faint to hear.

“What did you just say?” I said.

“Nothing,” said Kevin. “Read it over before bed, I guarantee you’ll like it.”

I just scoffed at him and started to strip down to my boxers. Needed to sleep, desperately.

I saw my body in the full length mirror that was nailed against the door as I undressed.

I had taut abs, a muscled chest, and huge arm muscles from all the time I spent weight training at the gym and in football practice.

My face was handsome, and my hair was thick and straight. I looked like a Greek god as I stood there in just the lamp light from Kevin’s bed.

It was the last time that I’d look like that, but I had no idea of that just yet.

I walked to Kevin’s bed, showing off my considerable package in my boxer briefs as I snatched the sheaf of papers from him.

“Have fun,” Kevin said, and he switched off the light like a true bastard, leaving me in the dark.

“Bitch,” I mumbled as I shuffled over to my bed and turned on the lamp next to mine so I could find my way.

Maybe it was my dazzled brain, but I held up the papers to my face.

Good title, good introduction…

And then further down the page it just looked like a foreign text to me, like Greek or Russian or something else that I didn’t understand at all.

Wow, I must have been really drunk, because in the next minute, all the words became readable to me again.

It was a great essay, but if you’d asked me later, I wouldn’t have been able to tell you anything about the subject.

“Bimbo… transform… feminize…” I read out loud, sounding out some of the words of the thesis that were unfamiliar to me.

Change… Grow… Learn… Revenge…

I fell asleep with the papers on my bare chest and the light on.

Kevin smiled to himself, looking at his jock roommate, and rolled over and went to sleep.




Chapter 2

When I woke up the next morning, I felt a strange prickling on my chest.

It was unfamiliar, but not unpleasant, and I was more surprised to find that I didn’t have a hangover despite the amount that I’d drunk.

My mind did feel strange though, almost a little cloudier. It was harder to think my thoughts into words, everything coming to me in vague shapes instead.

I moved and heard the crinkling of paper.

Fuck, I’d fallen asleep with that paper that the nerd had written for me in bed with me.

I put the papers on my night table, moving them off of my chest, and gasped at what I saw.

On my chest, there was a pair of small, but impossible to miss, breasts.

Where my chest had been masculine and muscled yesterday, today I woke up to find that I had a pair of developing, round tits.

“What the fuck?” I said out loud, and I did another double take.

My voice was higher!

It almost sounded like… so different that it had to be…

But no. I couldn’t imagine myself any different that the jock that I’d purported to be my whole life, that I thought I’d been destined to aspire to…

And yet.

“What the fuck?” I said out loud, and yep.

That wasn’t my typical slow, masculine, low and deep voice.

No - It was the voice of a woman. A young woman, similar to the typical college chicks that I picked up for one-night-stands.

Now it was my voice.

I cleared my throat several times, hearing it clear and repeat over and over again, unmistakably.

I looked down at my chest in horror, seeing that the lumps - breasts, I had to concede - had grown, just a little.

The round shapes started to almost turn me on, but I froze my libido where it lay.

Especially because my cock wasn’t getting hard. Did I even still have…

What the fuck was going on.

“Morning, sweetheart,” said a smug voice from across the room.

Oh my god.

Kevin was staring at me with a shit-eating grin on his face. He had never looked more confident and powerful than he did now, so assured in himself that his shoulders were pushed back and his spine was straight as he lounged on his bed, looking at me with something akin to triumph.

I gulped, and I felt around my throat with one hand, feeling with shock that my Adam’s apple had retracted.

For a split second I remembered the words in the paper that Kevin had written for me.

Bimbo… Slut… Freeuse… Made for men to use. Like your roommate.

And then, my mind clearing like it was a slate that had been wiped clean, I forgot again.

Kevin said, “How ya feeling, Luke? Or should I say… another name for you now? What’d you like to go by.”

I looked down at my naked upper body, seeing my tits slowly inflate below me.

It was fucking hot, and I could feel a… new kind of arousal spreading like wildfire around my body, but at the same time. This wasn’t me.

“What the hell did you do to me, nerd?”

It came out of my mouth and sounded just like a bitchy popular girl talking to the nerdiest guy in school who had just asked her to the winter formal or something.

It made me cringe to hear, and yet I couldn’t deny that it fit the new upper body that I had. The tits that bounced as I reached my nightstand table to gulp down some water frantically.

I didn’t remember placing the glass there, but I guessed that my drunk self had done so the night before.

Kevin tilted his head and smirked at me. A strange expression to see on the face that I’d been terrorizing for months.

Now I was the one that felt a little scared.

“Only what you were begging for,” He said to me. “You know that you love nerd cock. You’ve always wanted me as your roommate, that’s why you’re teasing me now. Showing off those growing tits like a stupid slut.”

I gawked at him, feeling a feminine pair of lips parting on my face.

I looked down at my tits again, and fuck, they were even bigger now, inflating like nothing I’d seen before.

They were bigger and bouncier than any pair of tits that I’d ever seen on a woman.

Hurriedly, I pulled the blanket on my bed up to cover myself like a blushing virgin.

But I couldn’t deny the thrill that his words had sent through me.

Slut… Bitchy tease… Show me your tits.

It was something that the paper had made me feast my eyes on last night, and I was finally able to take the plunge and look below the blanket to see what had happened to not only my upper body, but my lower body as well.

I was aroused, I could tell that much, but when I gingerly moved one of my hands (now feminine, graceful and thin where I’d once been masculine and veiny) down the pair of now-loose boxer briefs, what I found was like, a total and utter surprise.

My cock wasn’t there anymore. Instead, what my small, feminine hand found was an engorged, fiercely aroused clit, and a pussy that was tight, never been penetrated, and started to get wet.

I let out a high-pitched scream, and that was when Kevin stood up from his bed and walked over to mine and pulled his cock out of his pants.

My jaw dropped when I saw the nerd’s dick.




Chapter 3

Kevin’s nerdy cock was not at all what I expected.

It wasn’t like I’d been thinking about it for months, no, not at all, but I suddenly found myself entranced by it as soon as I spied its huge size and thick girth.

Yeah, Kevin had a huge cock alright.

It was veiny and thick and looked like something that could make my girly mouth water. I licked my lips, finding them plumper and thicker before, probably something like the dick-sucking lips that I used to so admire amongst college girls.

I felt my nipples twitch, like I needed to be touched in some way.

“You want to suck it, don’t you?” Kevin said, in an almost gentle, soft tone, such a contrast to his earlier words.

I felt my new body responding almost against my will, but at the same time it was so, so pleasurable to just give in to what my body wanted.

What I wanted.

I had a big pair of tits and a tight pussy, and obviously there was something that my male roommate wanted from me, so I should give it to him, right?

Slowly, as if in a dream, I slid to my knees. My boxer briefs were so loose now that they almost fell to the ground in the room that we shared, a faint remnant of the past.

From my position on the floor, looking straight-on at Kevin’s dick, I could see the mirror hanging on the door out of the corner of my reflection.

My eyes went so wide, I had to turn my head to see my reflection in that mirror.

I turned to look, and a super-hot, blonde bimbo looked back.

There was no other way to describe it. I wouldn’t have believed it myself unless I had seen it with my own two eyes…

Which looked back at me, crystal-blue on a perfectly molded, pretty face.

My hair was longer, and now that I was slowly, groggily coming to consciousness from a place of former sleep, former masculinity, I saw that it was a serene, shiny blonde color, and it hung long and well past my shoulders.

I had high cheekbones that could cut steel, and plump, pert lips that looked perfect for kissing, or cocksucking.

I knelt and put my face next to Kevin’s massive nerd cock, shocked to see that it was about the same length as my face. When I knelt higher on my knees, I could even see that my ass was rounded, curved and sticking out clearly from where my tiny waist tapered out to a pair of fertile hips.

I felt a larger hand at the side of my cheek.

“Go ahead, suck it,” said Kevin, more insistently now.

Oh my god.

I took another quick glance at myself in the mirror. It was impossible not to be turned on by the vision of myself as a hot blonde bimbo…

Kevin’s cock was having an effect on me, too.

I could swear that my tits jumped and inflated a little more, and my hips widened again, a little painfully even, as I tentatively stuck out my tongue and licked the tip of Kevin’s cock.

It was something else had some over me, a strong compulsion that my body was telling me that I just needed to suck my nerd roommate’s cock.

“Suck it, bitch,” Kevin said. “Make up for all the last semester with your hot mouth like a good bimbo.”

When Kevin said that, it all fell into place for me.

It was true that I’d been needlessly cruel to him, and why? Because he had a bigger cock than I’d ever had, not counting my present state of being? Because he was smarter than me? Because I was stronger?

Well, I certainly wasn’t stronger any more.

And I did need to make it up to him. It just wasn’t fair that I’d put him through hell for months. Now that I had the opportunity to give him just a taste of pleasure, of the women that he’d been missing out on… Who was I to tell him no?

I put my hands on my knees, feeling my upper arms grazing my tits in a way that made my pussy so, so hot inside, and I opened my mouth for my roommate’s cock.

I wasn’t going to bully anyone again.




Chapter 4

Kevin’s cock was like ambrosia to me.

It was so big and thick, and it felt like pure sex to me in my mouth as I sucked him down.

That wasn’t the only thing that he showed me that day, for the very first time.

Oh no, Kevin had so many great ideas for me. It turned out that he was good for more things than just writing my essays for me.

He was also great at showing me the aptitude of my own, new female body!

My tits eventually grew to a huge size within the hour as I still sucked his cock, and my lips felt like they were burning erotically.

My tongue loved the taste of his hot, huge nerd cock. And with one hand, Kevin suggested that I start rubbing my tight slutty pussy.

And he was oh so right in suggesting that. My pussy and clit loved the feeling. I had no idea that women could feel things like this!

It was like heaven as I sucked him down my throat until he finally pulled my head off by grasping and roughly taking hold of my long, silky blonde hair.

“Get on the bed,” he told me. “Hands and knees.”

I managed to maneuver myself into a position on his bed, and I ended up facing the mirror that was on the door.

I knew what was coming. My old, stupid underwear was long discarded, and I knew that Kevin was looking right at my dripping wet, female pussy now.

I didn’t know that there was so much pleasure to be had from being a pair of holes for another man.

My little clit throbbed as I looked at myself in the mirror.

Who had I been before? It really didn’t matter anymore, because I started to love the sight of my own slutty, bimbo face looking back at me as soon as my nerdy roommate shoved his cock into my tight college slot.

His thick cock opened me up almost painfully, but I trusted him to show me the pleasure on the other side, once he was lodged all the way inside me.

“I almost forgot how good virgin pussy feels,” He muttered to me. “So fucking tight, you little slut. What should I call you now? Lacie? Still starts with an L,” and he laughed.

I could barely think with that thick, hard cock plunging into my tight female cunt.

“Yes,” I ended up chanting. “Call me Lacie, call me whatever you want! I’m yours to use, just keep fucking my tight little cunt… My female parts feel so good for you, Kevin!”

I couldn’t stop the rush of shame that washed over me as I said that, officially abstaining from my old life.

But as he kept fucking me, I wondered why I felt such a reluctance to denounce the old me.

After all, I was experiencing more satisfaction, more new pleasures from having my nerd roommate’s cock pistoning in and out of my pussy that I ever had done with discarding useless sluts.

And I was hotter than anyone that I’d even taken before, my face ruthlessly pretty, my tits so big and juicy and growing, and my ass clearly making Kevin start to blow his load pretty soon with how round and bouncy it was in doggy style.

As I stared into the mirror, I saw only a hot woman who knew that this was what she wanted in life from now on.

I wouldn’t have to worry about classes or things like that, because Kevin could help me out. And instead of me bullying him, he’d get a reward!

Fucking and using my hot female body whenever he wanted.

That was the reason that we had become roommates.

“Oh my god,” I moaned out. “Fuck, something’s happening… my pussy feels so good, mmmmmmph!”

I felt two things happen at once.

First, my pussy started to contract and I almost lost my mind over how good it felt to experience my first real, female orgasm.

Second, that pleasure of my cunt was heightened when I felt Kevin’s thick, big cock start swelling and spurting inside me. Rope of hot cum coated the walls of my virgin, new pussy, and I couldn’t stop squealing and shouting with how good it all felt.

Kevin held onto my fertile hips roughly as he shoved his cock in me, grunting and groaning as he finished cumming in my tight female cunt.

“Good girl,” He panted.

I looked at myself in the mirror, seeing my big, heavy tits swinging back and forth with the forces of our combined orgasms.

I could barely remember my life 24 hours before now.

Everything was only how good it felt, my new tits and pussy and ripe ass, and all of the things that a big thick cock like the one that Kevin wielded could give me.

“Thank you,” I said, hearing my high, feminine voice come out of my own sweet girly lips.

Kevin slapped my ass, and I could feel the new jiggle.

“No problem,” he said. “Anytime. I’m here for you, babe.”

He planted a kiss on my spine, and I felt his cock twitch inside me.

I turned my head back to him and gave him the most angelic smile that I’d ever produced in my life.

“Call me Lacie,” I said. “No more Luke. Just like you said, I’m always Lacie from here on out. Promise me.”

And Kevin grinned at me, something mischievous that I didn’t understand, and he said, “You bet. Lacie.”

I blew him a kiss and winked, content in my own female skin.
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