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-TO COME-

I began to imagine my lips, my tongue, all over their bulbous dick heads…

I just couldn’t help it, it seemed so natural for me.

“Okay boys, time to show this girl what you can do,” Candice declared, licking her lips and giving my booty a slap.

I let out a moan, half in pain, her in pleasure from the spank.

What was happening?

Oh, Oh, Oh, so many hands all over me all of a sudden, big strong masculine hands all over my curvy, toned, feminine body.

Alpha male hands everywhere, and I mean everywhere.

I felt my ass cheeks being parted and a sudden spit of wetness on my puckered little hole.

This seemed to draw cheers from the men.

I then felt what I saw in the mirror as a butt-plug being eased in. It felt uncomfortable at first, but soon felt good. Then suddenly it felt even more than good when it began to vibrate, slowly at first and then quicker and quicker.

“Ooooooo-wwwwwwoooo-oooooooh!” I squealed, completely out of control at the sensations going through me.

I saw flashes going off, and cell phones being held up, red lights blinking on them, recording this spectacle.

The men laughed and cheered. I looked over at Candice, who was standing around me, moving around with her phone and recording my ecstasy.

“Look at you!” She declared. “A proper little slut enjoying her vibrating butt-plug!”

Then I felt myself being picked up by two men and placed over either side of the sofa back support.

The man behind me was a massive specimen called Johnson who I later found out was a professional boxer as well as being one of the leading investment brokers of his generation.

He wobbled my booty with his hand, reached over and tweaked my nipples, totally using my body for his pleasure. He then eased in his absolutely massive cock into my pussy and began to slowly at first pump in and out, fully utilising the girth and length that he had been blessed with.

It felt like I was being fucked by a God. A powerful, angry god at that. 

On the other side of the sofa edge and directly in front of my face was a man called Tyler. He looked a lot like the actor Idris Elba in that he had perfect ebony skin, a mature sophistication, a toned but substantial body, and as I was now seeing a truly spectacular alpha cock. As he pulled it out of his pants it bounced up and down for what seemed like an age.

“Show me how you take…

-end of preview-

PROLOGUE

The desire, buried inside you, to experience what a woman feels, what a woman sees in the mirror…

You dream of it, but do you really want it? Could you truly handle it?

The tight, form fitting clothes, the scandalously small, provocative lingerie… you desire the women in them, but what you most want is to wear them yourself, to look that hot, to feel that sensual.

Be careful what you wish for, because when fantasy becomes reality, all bets, and all clothes, are off…


CHAPTER ONE

I tucked into my crunchy vibrant salad and managed to clear the plate in approximately six minutes.

Now, it was a really rather large plate of salad, I can say with total honesty probably the biggest plate I have ever eaten. What made this salad so plentiful?

How about this for a list of mouth watering ingredients:

Crunchy baby gem lettuce: check.

Couscous: check.

Hummus: check.

Tomato, kale, onion, wild mushroom, black beans, African spice water, raw peppers, runner beans: check, check, check, check, check, check, and check!

Did I miss a ‘check’?

Who cares, I am sure you catch my drift and I am sure you will agree that this was a plate destined to end up absolutely ravaged. I would need all the energy too, because it was my first day working out at a new gym.

I had always been into fitness but had suffered an injury six months ago that had kept me out of the game for several months. And as a double whammy, during my period of enforced absence, my gym chain had closed down as a result of poor financial management that saw it overpaying on its rent to such an extent that the chain’s whole deck of cards collapsed.

Talk about going for sort term gains resulting in long term gains.

Well, as I say, this would be my first day at the new gym I had signed up for. It was a fairly expensive gym, certainly not the cheapest but not the most expensive either. I had seen decent reviews for it online and was impressed with their commitment to long term success and a sustainable, injury free future for its consumers.

Also I liked the leisure facilities there that included a steam room, Jacuzzi suite, and relaxation room.

As I drank down a glass of cool, cool water, I felt pretty satisfied I had made the correct choice in my new gym. I looked at the clock that was situated on the front fascia of my wall mounted over and was surprised that I was running a little late. I was a stickler for time and prided myself on good punctuality, so you can imagine that I did not want to be late to my induction session at my new gym.

I finished my beverage and loaded the empty glass and clean plate into my sleek dishwasher (there wasn’t enough stuff in there to warrant putting it on for a wash, but I guesstimated that by bedtime it would have accrued enough) and picked up my coat and gym bag and left my place to head for the gym.

Little did I realise how this was going to play out – and how vital each minute I was late was going to become!

CHAPTER TWO

I walked out of my apartment and towards the elevator that would take me from the third floor (of seven) down to the ground floor lobby area that would take me out on to the street. I then realised, much to my chagrin, that I had forgotten my gym shoes.

I knew my bag felt light and this was the reason for why.

Well, anyway, at least I had realised now rather than when I was at the gym. Still, it was annoying because I was running late but it had happened now so the only choice was a super fast about turn and grab the training shoes.

I walked back to the apartment and opened the double locked door, made a quick grab for the trainers before the alarm was set off, and shut the door behind me.

My journey to the gym could now begin in earnest.

I took a sip of water from my sports drink bottle (a high end one that keeps the water at a good temperature – not too cold and not too hot) and pressed the button to hail the lift up to my floor. I got in the lift when it arrived and it was a smooth transition down the ground floor, not picking anyone up, so it was a fast journey that took less than a minute.

I was still a little late, but had the impression that I was making up good time.

As I was leaving the foyer, a delivery man asked if I could sign for a parcel.

This annoyed the crap out of me.

Couldn’t he see that I was late?

Well, anyway, I signed it and watched as he placed it on top of the communal mail lockers. Fair enough, I thought, good customer service that. Delivery guys often get a bit (understatement alert!) of a bad rep for being late, rude, unhelpful. But this guy, by placing the package on top the individual flat’s locker had actually made the best effort to ensuring that the parcel was received.

Doing a thorough job is important to me and I think when I see that same credo being applied by others that my faith in humanity is restored.

But I digress, I was still late and no matter how good this guy’s customer services was, I still desperately needed to go the extra mile to get to my gym induction on time – and not so much go the extra mile, but run it in double fast time! I walked towards the door and left the building.  


CHAPTER THREE

I walked around the corner from my apartment building and towards the private carpark at the rear.

I swiped my door fob and gained entry to the covered carpark. I walked past some pretty impressive automobiles: a couple of Porsches, a couple of large Mercedes, and even a Maserati sports car that redefined what a contemporary sports car could be in terms of its confident mix of sleek looks and practical usage.

My car was a bit more modest, a company car Mercedes A-Class that was full of the nice features, ran well, was easy to park… the only downside being its somewhat garish bright red metallic paint job.

So I guess you could say that while my car didn’t look out of place, it didn’t exactly stand out amongst the other cars either.

Anyway, I walked up to my car and clicked on the key fob to open the boot (or trunk as my American colleague Boff would insist on calling it!) and put my sports bag in there as I didn’t want it rattling around in the car as I drove.

I sat in the front seat and turned the engine on.

The engine purr was respectable and demonstrated good torque for this size of car. I carefully pulled out of the carpark at four miles an hour and gradually increased my speed as I made my way down the side road and then onto the main road that would take me towards the gym.

I used voice command – a feature that I had resisted for a long time for some reason – and put on some music. I requested a playlist called ‘Pump Up Das Jam’ which was full of upbeat tracks designed to psych up even the most reluctant gym goer. I cannot even attempt to lie, some of the tunes were proper cheesy, the like of STEPS and even a bit of the Backstreet Boys.

Weird what gets you motivated to burn calories eh?  

Don’t get me wrong, there were some proper naughty tunes on there too, some of the clubland hardcore classics from top DJs like David Guetta, Judge Jules, and dronk-beat revivalist Max Pumper.

Well, it takes all sorts and life is a bit of a variety box isn’t it?

As I put the vehicle in cruise gear, I maintained a steady speed as I pulled on to the street where the gym was located.

It was a normal looking street and I curiously searched for access to the gym carpark. I found it and pulled in confidently through the normal sized entry. I parked my car in a decent sized space that had no cars either side of it (always easier this way) and opened my door to get out.

As I was looking for a spot I had noticed a group of three women walking towards their car, a large SUV with black out windows. Well, I assumed it was their car. The thing that interested me most though was two fold:

One: They were all a certain type to look at. Classic work out bunnies in tiny, form fitting grey and multi coloured work out clothes. You know the kind where almost nothing is left to the imagination? Yeah, that’s it.

Two: Despite looking super hot and like the kind of women who obsess over their image, they all looked a little dishevelled, like they had been having an incredibly vigorous workout and not had time to shower and re-do their makeup afterwards.

I stared at them momentarily and it crossed my mind that…

Had they just been….

No, they couldn’t have…

Well, anyway, I guess I would never know.

I had some STEPS blazing and quickly turned it off out of embarrassment. I looked at my watch and saw that I had made up a bit of time, but was still a bit late. I walked out of the carpark, up the internal stairs, and into the gym reception area. 

As I entered the reception area the weirdest thing happened. A sales rep, a hot blonde with magnificent, and not to mention large, breasts put her hand across me.

“Um, hey?” I said, a little confused.

“Hello Sir, would you like a free sample of this new supplement?” The woman said in response.

She held out in front of her a small paper cup full of a purply-pink, thick viscose liquid. It looked weird, but the smell was oddly intoxicating and appealing.

Hell, I’ll give it a go, I thought.

It’s not as if there are any serious side-effects I assume, I continued to think.

The gorgeous blonde looked at me quizzically and expectantly. She arched and eyebrow, winked, and lifted the cup to my mouth, mere millimetres away from my lips.

“Okay, let’s do this,” I said, affecting bravado when in reality I was a little perplexed.

I swallowed the substance in one go. The flavour was okay, like a kind of salted Starburst chew. Which I recognise is an odd thought for a flavour, but there you go, it was what it was.

“Well, thank you,” I said, about to make my way past the woman.

I noticed her staring quite intensely at me and I found it a little off putting.

Sure, she was a babe but this was beginning to feel like a bad trip.

Beginning to feel a little dizzy I felt my legs start to wobble.

“Perhaps you should come with me for a second,” The woman said.

She took my arm and led me into a side room.

As we were walking, I became conscious that my hearing was off kilter and my vision blurring. I just about saw and heard her turn around and say something to the receptionist. I think she said…

“I’ll have her ready in thirty minutes, maximum.”

What was going onnnn…..

Blackout!


CHAPTER FOUR

I came around to the sight of a large fan breezing its cool air onto my body. My eyes were still shut but the sensation of the cold air felt different somehow.

What was going on?

As my eyes opened I looked down and….

This couldn’t be happening…w-w-w-w-what the fuck?

I was in complete an utter shock.

What the hell-

Directly beneath me were two large, round, dynamite titties, exactly the kind of tits I would usually be ogling on a woman. And not only that, but the cool air from the fan was making the nipples, or should that be my nipples, harden and tingle, sending a shiver of pleasure all around my body.

This couldn’t be happening-

I continued to look down, too shocked to say anything.

I could see a small waist and a smooth and flat stomach, totally hairless.

Then beyond that I could see a small patch of neatly trimmed pubic hair shaped into a rectangle. Leading on from that I looked down and saw… well, I couldn’t believe it… glistening, swollen pussy lips.

I was in shock, there was no other word for it. Total and complete shock.

I wanted to speak. I wanted to know what the fuck was going on.

I looked around the room and sure enough the pneumatic blonde sales rep was sitting there, smiling at me. I tried to speak but when the words came out it didn’t sound like me at all. You see, my regular bloke voice had been replaced by what I could only describe as a perfect bimbo airhead voice.

“W-w-w-what?” I squealed. “Please tell me what the-“

And at that point I passed out again, just as the blonde woman was walking over to me, her large breasts jiggling underneath her tight purple and yellow sports top.

I came to again, this time as a result of water being splashed in my face.

“Right,” The woman said. “We haven’t got long to get you ready so I’ll keep this brief. Your workout aid was actually a new serum we’re developing at the parent company of this gym. Basically, our major gym users are rich, entitled, sophisticated men and we have a deficit of women. You sir are one of the lucky early adopters. Yes, that’s right, the serum has changed you into a woman.”

My jaw was dropping faster than you could say twerk that booty for your bull.

As shocked as I was, I couldn’t deny that I was also majorly turned on by this somewhat unexpected event. The woman eased me off the table and moved me towards the full length mirror in the corner of the room.

“Wow, yes, excellent,” She said, turning me around to have a full look at my new body.

“I, don’t know what to say,” I exclaimed.

“Well, that could be because you’re an airhead, basic bimbo!” The woman replied, laughing.

I started to move my arms over my stomach.

I couldn’t believe this, not at all.

I just wanted to touch myself, feel the sensation of my incredible new body and face. My hair was so long and shiny, my lips so plump, my cheekbones higher than Snoop Dogg and Willie Nelson at a legal weed factory outlet on the first day of the Black Friday Sales.

“Just go for it,” the woman said. “It’s important that you get to know the new you.”

To be fair, that was all the encouragement I needed.

I began by running my fingers over my new super luxurious and feminine lips. They weren’t ridiculous massive Botox lips, no, they were very natural but super plump like Angelina Jolie.

I then moved on to my titties.

I began by running my fingers lightly over my nipples and areolas. It felt incredible, so nice, so tingly. At this point the sales woman, who had revealed her name to be Candice, gave me some assistance – and I wasn’t going to say no to that!

“Here,” She said. “Pull on them a little, stretch them out.”

She gave me a demonstration on my own nipples, pulling them, putting a little twist in herself, before releasing them and nodding for me to try it. I certainly did try it and felt my pussy get hotter, wetter – to be honest it felt like it was going to explode down there such was the surge of sexual energy I was feeling. But something else was very clear too, I had enjoyed the feeling of Candice feeling me and playing with my hot body too.

I looked over to Candice and saw that she was removing her clothes. I couldn’t believe it, she looked incredible. She had an almost identical body to me, it was sensational to look at.

Wait, if I was a woman now, did this make me a lesbian?

I must have looked a little nervous. Sure, I was massively turned on, but I definitely was apprehensive. It was a new situation for me to be a woman, let alone a woman who was about to get involved in a full on woman on woman situation.

“Hey, just relax,” Candice said as she put her hands on my shoulders and began to gently ease me downwards.

“Now, put my nipples in your mouth, one at a time, swapping over,” She said. “Good, suck on them, mmmmmmmm, that’s it!”

I followed her instructions, after all she was an expert in the female body, I could see that for definite. Under her guidance I began to lick her perfect, lightly-abbed stomach and then found myself on my knees, totally naked myself, with my faces millimetres away from her pussy lips.

“You know what to do,” Candice said. “But I’ll tell you anyway: kiss my wet, swollen lips you filthy slut.”

That was all the encouragement I needed and I began to gently at first, and then deeper, with increasingly breathlessness, began to kiss and tongue her pussy. Of course I’d eaten pussy and loved it as a man, but as a woman it just seemed better somehow.

It’s hard to place why exactly but it drove me wild, maybe it was that it felt taboo?

Maybe because it was the feel of a woman on a woman?

Either way, I loved it and soon found myself pushing my own fingers into my pussy as I ate Candice out.

“Oooooh, yeah,” Candice said. “You work yourself over as you eat me, that’s it slut, have no shame, fuck yourself silly, pump that wet hot pussy until you cum.”

Candice’s words almost sent me over the edge.

In fact I only lasted another couple of seconds and found the unbelievable and powerful force of the female orgasm rampaging through my body soon enough, hitting every corner of my body and my mind. It felt incredible and I just collapsed on the floor, facing upwards and looking, dazed, at the spectacular body of Candice above.

“Well,” Candice said. “You may be finished but you’ve still got work to do on me bitch.”

With that she laughed and squatted above my face, her dripping pussy so close to my mouth I could have stretched my tongue out and penetrated it without lifting my head.

Well, I wouldn’t have to worry about that for much longer as Candice dropped herself, full weight, onto my face and began to grind and ride on my face and tongue. She did this until she went into a full, long, wet orgasm all over my face. The sound of her moans and orgasmic screams must have been heard all over the gym, which set off some questions in my mind about what she had said earlier to the receptionist about having me ready to go in thirty minutes.

I wondered what that comment meant, still half dazed from not only my own powerful orgasm but also the shared moment of pleasure I had just experience thanks to the incredibly hot Candice and her even hotter (not to mention wetter) pussy.

I would soon enough find out exactly what she had meant.

CHAPTER FIVE

I looked at the clock in my kitchen and realised that I had been misreading it, I was an hour behind and this meant that I actually only had half an hour before they would be arriving and I had to get everything ready.

I felt like panicking,

I could feel the sweat build on my forehead and a bit drip down my back. Wow. After what had happened at the gym I couldn’t believe I had left it so late to get everything, including myself, ready.

Well, I say I couldn’t believe it, perhaps I could – I was kind of notorious in work and personal circles for leaving everything until the last moment, and here was more proof of that particular personality trait. Quite why I was so bad at failing to prepare in time adequately I genuinely had no idea, even though it was something that had only really started to become a problem recently, as prior to that I always seemed to be able to bluff my way out of situations.

I think it was because now I had taken on more responsibility at work it was harder to avoid the increased expectation levels and the pressure that comes with that. In many ways it was a bit of a catch twenty two situation and while it had caused me inconvenience and annoyance at work, it was always manageable – but in this case it would potentially have huge consequences for me that I couldn’t just bluff off to a manager.  

I looked around the apartment and saw the dishes piled to the side of the dishwasher (seriously, why hadn’t I just stuck the dishes straight in the washer!?), some clothes on the floor by the washing machine (ditto to my last parenthesis!), and general crap lying about the place.

I whipped the clothes in the washer, slammed the dishes in the dish washer, and gave the place a speedy hoover.

I was boiling, cleaning in a hurry was hard work.

I had a nagging feeling I was forgetting something, but it seemed like the more I thought about it, the harder it was to remember if that makes any sense?

Well, what more could I do, I couldn’t literally force myself to remember something I had forgotten now could I? I thought.

I did some generally tidying, keeping a watchful eye on the time and then decided enough was enough and poured myself a glass of water and infused it with a slice of lemon.

It was just what I needed to cool me down. 

I turned on the television and by some chance it happened to be on the channel that regularly shows Simpsons episodes old and new. All sane people agree that The Simpsons hasn’t been good for years, apart from a brief renaissance a few years back, but I thought why not I’ll give it a go and see if it helps me to relax and take my mind off things.

My mind was swirling, but possibly the family known as Springfield’s Finest would help?

Well, it was a new-ish episode, from 2013 as the description told me on screen, and it is fair and true to say that the laughs were thin on the ground, almost as thin as the non-existent plot.

I barely cracked a grin, which was sad, but it did prompt me to think back and remember what it was about this show that I used to love back in the day, as they say. It used to be a programme that was woven together so seamlessly, like it was made by the finest Turkish rug expert. The way that the jokes flowed and made you laugh with the family and their up and down exploits was both comical and empathetic; this was lacking in the newer episodes which just seemed as if they were all about exposing Homer Simpson (the titular patriarch) as a grotesque stereotype rather than a fully three dimensional character with his own hopes and dreams.

I think I must have seen the classic episodes at least a dozen times each, possibly more in some cases (and less in others, if you can catch onto that somewhat scatological drift), and I could almost recite some of the episodes line by line – of course, I am exaggerating, but I think spiritually and non-literally I could, in so much as I understood the episodes and felt them so deeply.

Anyway, as I continued to watch this new-ish episode I did consider switching over and seeing what else was on but in the end I decided to stick it out. There was a reasonably funny joke about the fallen Hollywood and TV actor Charlie Sheen, but even this felt like it lacked a certain funny stick moment, you know the kind that really tickles your satirical ribs, really gets you guffawing like a giraffe who has just gestated some funny grass, if you know what I mean?

Anyone? Anyone?

Well, yes, but the episode did indeed come to an end and I felt as if I had been put out of my misery at this fallen giant of comedy. It got me thinking, perhaps the show itself should be taken and removed out of its misery (yes, I am talking about it being cancelled!)?

Only time would tell. 

After the somewhat disappointing episode of The Simpsons that served to confirm my thoughts that the programme was firmly past its sell by date, I flicked through the channels available on my full package rather aimlessly. In truth, there were other things on my mind, but I thought it best to keep myself occupied with other things for the moment.

I tried watching a film about a robot that had developed a conscience and found it a little dull although the world the director had created was brought to life fairly effectively and some of the minor characters seemed to have been given a fair bit of background thought as they seemed elevated beyond the usual one dimensional cardboard cut-out that you can expect to see in a lot of Hollywood fare.

Anyway, as I say, the film was not exactly grabbing me by the nuts so after a bit I continued on my channel hopping (and why is it called hopping? I don’t know where that phrase came from, but it doesn’t quite work for me, but plus la change as they say!) and came across a programme about individuals who enjoyed testing themselves in the most extreme conditions imaginable such as ice, wind, fire, heat, proximity to deadly gasses. It was a strange programme and the fast editing style was off putting in that it didn’t allow the danger of the moment to be realised effectively, nor any suspense to be built.

I guess perhaps I just wasn’t the target audience, although I certainly did know a thing or two about situations that are outside of the norm!

Well, as you can imagine, I continued my channel cruise (see what I did there?) and ended up watching an episode of one of these reality shows were drunk young people end up making absolute fools of themselves when put together in a house and provided with copious amounts of alcohol. It was an interesting watch I suppose, although it was clear that the producers had a heavy hand in putting the various scenarios in place and guiding the action to meet their own ratings-fuelled requirements.

I let the programme play out and seeing that there were several episodes back to back thought I may as well leave it on this channel in case anything humorous or outrageous happened. ‘Whatever keeps your mind off things’ as some Greek philosopher probably, or not, or maybe(!), said. I was in a funny mood, perhaps understandably. 

I am not what you would call a music nerd, a muso, a deep cut enthusiast of any of the myriad genres of music. But yes I do like to listen to what takes my fancy and am open minded to recommendations. This means that I did deem it worthy to shell out a little bit of my hard earned money on a sound system (aka a speaker in today’s contemporary parlance) that would do justice to whatever it was I was playing.

Well, the system I had had some very respectable performance for what would be described as a mid range product, but the base had scored very highly and it was clear why.

On this basis, I would often find myself seeking out music with good base, so a lot of it was genres like thumping house or deep funk. I also liked hip hop music as well. So my collection was eclectic but with a definite flavour of urban tunes.

My raving days were over, well to tell the truth I was never much a fan of the classic rave or the nu rave, I much preferred listening to music by myself in the comfort of my own home. The thing I hated about the rave scene was all the people, invariably tripping off their heads on narcotics, and the punishing and inescapable noise.

When listening at home, either on headphones or direct from the speaker, I could listen at a level that wouldn’t threaten the safety of my eardrums, would allow me to think, and of course – I had the luxury of the pause button, or the OFF button for that matter.

Yes, chilling over some smooth acid grooves with a salsa kick in the pleasure of my own home beat the pants of venturing out (and paying a bloody fortune!) to listen to the same tunes and some renovated tram stop or underground car garage.

It probably goes without saying but I wasn’t a fan of shelling out all the money on the grotesquely over inflated prices on the drinks either. Why pay a five for a can, when I could by six and drink at home for the same price! I would go out a lot to the pub with mates, I was into that, but I really always avoided the club scene as much as I could and ended up with mates with similar taste to me – I’m just saying that to avoid you thinking of me as a crazed loon recluse!

Well, maybe I do have that gene in me a little, but you get my drift. 

Listen to me, I’m rambling.

I looked at my clock, it was time.


CHAPTER SIX

There was a knock at the door and I got up and looked at myself in the hallway mirror.

Wow, I actually kinda impressed myself.

I was new to the game of being a woman but had taken to it so quickly seeing as it was only a few hours ago I was having my face ridden and pussy finger banged by Candice.

Before I left the gym, Candice had given me some instructions for my workout and for later. I was dressed in figure hugging (to the max!) workout gear of yoga pants, tight workout bra-top and… that was it.

Candice had instructed me to squat, squat, and squat, really parade myself for all the hot men in the gym. She had said that if any of them showed me any attention I should smile, demure, and keep on working out.

She said if I could blush that would be an added bonus.

And, boy oh boy (or should that be girl oh girl?), I certainly did blush.

Well, I was certainly able to do all of this, and more.

And I must admit I had found it quite a turn on to know and see all these large, smart, rich men checking me out. My mind had wandered as I completed my hundredth squat of the session and I began to consider the possibility that as a woman it was perfectly natural that I would be looking at me and having sexual thoughts, imagining what they looked like shirtless, and of course, I’m not even going to lie… imagining what they were packing in the cock department!

But let me tell you what I was looking like right now, having followed Candice’s instructions to the letter.

I had on a sheer, powder pink bra with mesh cups that only partially hid my stiffening nipples. It felt sensational, smooth, soft, and very feminine.

Along with this I had on a tiny little thong, and I mean tiny.

Tiny, minuscule, almost non-existent in fact.

Super high cut to reveal my toned, powerful thighs, the tiny amount of material barely covered anything at all. I was a little worried though because I could feel myself getting wet inside.

What if I got a wet patch on the tiny front?

It would be so obvious to anyone who looked, what if Candice got angry and punished me?

I would soon find out exactly what Candice had in store for me, and it’s safe to say that unless I performed to her exact instructions then punishment may well happen in the most humiliating way possible.

The door knocked again, this time louder.

It was time to stop daydreaming and see exactly what this experience was going to entail.

I opened the door and Candice looked me up and down, smiled, and then quite abruptly pushed past me.

“Come on in boys,” She declared.

Huh? I thought.

I didn’t have time to consider the nuances of what Candice had just said.

Candice grabbed me by the arm and took me to the clear area in the centre of my apartment living space. As requested, I had arranged the chairs and sofas around a large opening area.

Within moments man after man walked in.

Each one had certain things in common. They were all tall, well built, very smart in business suits and very confident demeanours.

These were alpha men for sure.

Now even as a man I had never been like this, not even close.

So as a woman I felt even more in awe and dare I say a little nervous. Each man eyed me up and some of them seemed to lick their lips in lust, or anticipation… or both.

“Okay gentlemen, take a drink from the tray and relax,” Candice announced. “First things first, this little bimbo here who you may recognise from the gym is going to give you a bit of a display. Aren’t you?”

Oh no, I thought.

I had forgotten about this.

Candice had told me to pick a song and practice some dance moves to be used later. I assumed it was an exercise thing and kinda didn’t give it much thought.

What was I going to do?

“Oh dear,” Candice said, angrily. “It looks like the dumb bimbo has forgotten. Oh well, she’ll just have to improvise.”

With that, Candice pressed play on my sound system and on came a hip hop track with a booty popping beat. The men began to shout at me to twerk and move my booty for them!

What was I going to do?

I knew I had to do something as Candice had told me in no uncertain terms that if I didn’t perform to her exact demands, she would expose and punish me. Well, even more than she was going to anyway.

Well, I didn’t have much choice really, now did I?

So I crouched down and began to wind and jiggle my booty.

The men quickly got into it and began to cheer and call me all kinds of dirty names. I caught a glimpse of them, they all seemed to be getting pretty excited at what they were seeing. I could even see some of their crotches bulging!

Don’t underestimate it when I say: these were big men with big bulges.

Super big, super substantial trouser tents.

As I bounced and began making my booty clap in time to the music (hey, I was good at this!) I began to imagine their rock hard dicks bursting out of their pants.

I began to imagine my lips, my tongue, all over their bulbous dick heads…

I just couldn’t help it, it seemed so natural for me.

“Okay boys, time to show this girl what you can do,” Candice declared, licking her lips and giving my booty a slap.

I let out a moan, half in pain, her in pleasure from the spank.

What was happening?

Oh, Oh, Oh, so many hands all over me all of a sudden, big strong masculine hands all over my curvy, toned, feminine body.

Alpha male hands everywhere, and I mean everywhere.

I felt my ass cheeks being parted and a sudden spit of wetness on my puckered little hole.

This seemed to draw cheers from the men.

I then felt what I saw in the mirror as a butt-plug being eased in. It felt uncomfortable at first, but soon felt good. Then suddenly it felt even more than good when it began to vibrate, slowly at first and then quicker and quicker.

“Ooooooo-wwwwwwoooo-oooooooh!” I squealed, completely out of control at the sensations going through me.

I saw flashes going off, and cell phones being held up, red lights blinking on them, recording this spectacle.

The men laughed and cheered. I looked over at Candice, who was standing around me, moving around with her phone and recording my ecstasy.

“Look at you!” She declared. “A proper little slut enjoying her vibrating butt-plug!”

Then I felt myself being picked up by two men and placed over either side of the sofa back support.

The man behind me was a massive specimen called Johnson who I later found out was a professional boxer as well as being one of the leading investment brokers of his generation.

He wobbled my booty with his hand, reached over and tweaked my nipples, totally using my body for his pleasure. He then eased in his absolutely massive cock into my pussy and began to slowly at first pump in and out, fully utilising the girth and length that he had been blessed with.

It felt like I was being fucked by a God.

A powerful, angry god at that. 

On the other side of the sofa edge and directly in front of my face was a man called Tyler. He looked a lot like the actor Idris Elba in that he had perfect ebony skin, a mature sophistication, a toned but substantial body, and as I was now seeing a truly spectacular alpha cock. As he pulled it out of his pants it bounced up and down for what seemed like an age.

“Show me how you take a cock babe,” Tyler said in a friendly, seductive, but above all authoritative way.

I wanted to please him and began to lick all around his dick head while pulsing my hands (yes, both hands!) around the length of his throbbing, veiny meat. Tyler approved and gave out positive moans and groans as I sucked and bobbed on his dominant cock.

Of course, as I worked on Tyler at one end, Johnson was pumping my pussy closer and closer towards orgasm at the other. I was struggling to contain myself but found myself going into a kind of autopilot, cock hungry mode where I was able to transcend the situation and just focus on pleasing my men.

My men!

It sounded so good to think it in my head, and it’s just as good to type it now. I really had found my calling in life, and all thanks to the gender swap serum administered to me by Candice. I looked over to her and in a breath pause from sucking cock, mouthed the words:

Thank you!

Candice nodded and smiled back at me.

By this point she was clearly super horny herself as she was being fondled and stripped by a couple of the other guys, one of them on his knees and nuzzling his face over the front of her tiny black panties.

At that moment I felt Jackson and Tyler both cum: Johnson into my pussy and all over my ass cheeks and up my back, and Tyler into my mouth, over my face, and into my hair.

This was too much for me and I just began to cum myself, squealing and moaning and even doing a feminine grunt myself.

I looked again at Candice, who was now being lifted and then impaled on a huge black cock that was as big as, if not even bigger, than the ones I had been taking. I felt myself close to passing out, certainly in a trance like post-orgasm state, and was happy for a rest as the men let me slide onto the sofa, totally spent.

This didn’t feel like the end though, not for that night and certainly not for my future as a super-hot, cum hungry, cock craving, sexy bimbo woman….


EPILOGUE

The sensual body of a woman yours, the feel of the men inside you giving you unknown pleasure…

The big, tree like dicks driving into your body, sending your senses into overdrive, this is the true life worth living for you now. The realest, most powerful orgasms imaginable.

They desire you, with your curvy, feminine body, your submissive, willing appetite to please them. This is happiness, this is the life best lived…

The new you. The new you who undresses the big, strong alpha men with your eyes when you see one, imagining what it will feel like for them to ravage and dominate you when you are in your female form…

Swapped, ready to serve, ready to please, but most of all… ready for pleasure.

AUTHOR PAGE & MORE

Sign up HERE to Tina’s Newsletter and receive a *FREE STORY*, plus notifications when new stories drop!

LATEST RELEASES:

NAUGHTY SWAP - HERE

Reader discretion advised, super explicit gender swap content...NAUGHTY SWAP I was an uptight guy, always with some complaint or other. I needed to loosen up and a day at the health spa would do the trick… but what if this spa day changed me in MIND and BODY too? 


Stepping through the magical security gate, I found myself transformed into a super feminine, subservient and man hungry bimbo… and with big, dominant alpha males walking around in nothing but towels, my DEEPEST fantasies were in danger of fast becoming a life changing reality… I was now a hungry, willing, and totally man crazy bimbo, my brain turned off and ready to see just HOW MANY big alpha bulls I could handle… 

TRANSFORMED - HERE

Reader discretion advised, this gender swap romance gets super steamy… So I was a regular guy. But when I took a new painkiller after bumping my car, I woke up from my magical sleep a very, very different person… TRANSFORMED.


I was swapped into the kind of curvy, submissive, and totally willing bimbo that men drool over and pursue. The manager at the car showroom, a total alpha male with the body to match his dominant attitude, mistook me for the promo girl and put me in a scandalously tiny bikini, but not before he gave me a THOROUGH LESSON in what was expected of me…


My life as a magically transformed bimbo was going to be full of new experiences, and with the way the men were after me, I knew it would be full of more tough treatment, tiny bikinis, and lots of gender swap fun! 

GYM GAINS - HERE

Reader discretion advised, super explicit gender swap content...GYM GAINS: You’re a regular guy working out, checking out the hot babes doing their squats…Well, what if instead of checking the chicks out... you actually BECAME one of them? 


That's right. What if you transformed into a super feminine, booty squat queen? What do you think those big, strong Alpha men would do about this incredibly hot 'new' gym member? Well, the fantasy has become reality… You’re a yoga pant wearing gym bimbo now, so turn that brain off and let the big strong men show you what a real man can do… 

Why not try DIRTY SWAPS…

Ever imagined what it would be like to be a super feminine, ultra hot bimbo? The kind that big, ripped, dominant alpha men drool and lust over… 


This 90,000+ word bundle contains the wildest, most supremely explicit body swap and gender feminization stories imaginable.


Regular guys go from Average Jo to super-hot bimbos as they experience transformations that change them into supremely feminine women - curves in all the right places, super horny and ready to please all the dominant and sometimes rough alpha males who now lust after them and don’t like taking no for an answer…


These stories are for adults only and super explicit, so expect lots of MMF ménage, cock sucking, full body worship, facials, anal, and every kind of humiliation and degradation and wild sexual act imaginable. 

READ TINA’S MOST RECENT SISSY RELEASES…

LATEST:

SISSY FOR HIRE - HERE

She discovered my frilly secret, and now I was her SISSY FOR HIRE! Reader discretion advised, super explicit sissy feminization content...


I had been happy to keep my sissy desires and panty wearing as a fantasy, but when my secret was discovered by Stephanie, she decided that I would be perfect for her business. I had no choice but to go along with this stunningly attractive, dominant, and brutal woman as she HUMILIATED me, punished me, and made me degrade myself in front of her. She knew I was a pathetically submissive sissy at heart, and if I could pass her training, she had plenty of other people who would want to use me too, with no taboo out of bounds and no pair of panties too small…


Strictly for adults only, this story contains: forced feminization, CFNM, SPH, beta male punishment, extreme humiliation and degradation at the hands of a cruel, dominant alpha woman, special sissy mess eating, big and scary alpha male objects, and of course plenty of scandalously frilly and tiny panties… 

APARTMENT SISSY - HERE

They figured out I was a panty wearing, subservient sissy boy and I just didn’t stand a chance… Reader discretion advised, super explicit sissy feminization content...


Mrs Stephen was in her forties, Nicolette in her twenties. Both stunning, naturally dominant, and equipped with the confidence that made a SMALL, weak beta like me totally in awe of them. They knew it too. Setting me up and making me confess my desire for all things feminization, they proceeded to put me to the test, seeing exactly how much punishment, degradation, and full on humiliation I could take. 

My boundaries were obliterated when Mrs Stephen invited one of her personal trainers, a big black alpha called Jayson, in to play a part in my final humiliation. Would I pass the test to become Mrs Stephen and Nicolette’s new sissy toy… Deep down, I knew what I had to do to get what I desperately craved…

Strictly for adults only, this story contains: feminization at the hands of two women, CFNM, SPH, beta male punishment, extreme humiliation and degradation in public and private, special sissy mess eating, big and scary alpha males, and of course plenty of scandalously frilly and tiny panties…

VALENTINE PANTIES - HERE

They would put me in tiny, frilly VALENTINE PANTIES but only after I had shown how much of a SISSY I truly was! Reader discretion advised, super explicit sissy feminization content...


My panty obsession had been discovered by Margot and Tanya, two beautiful, dominant, and ruthless women who worked for me. Well, I worked for them now. They degraded me, humiliated me, PUNISHED me and pushed me to my absolute limits. They knew I was a pathetic sissy though, that I had long dreamt of this. I was their toy now, their submissive pet, and this was just the beginning, with no degradation too extreme, and no taboo out of bounds… 

AS A BUNDLE: PANTIES & PAIN – HERE

OR AS SINGLES…

SOPHIA’S SISSY - HERE

KATIE’S PANTIES - HERE

THEIR PANTIES - HERE

TINA’S CLASSIC SISSY BUNDLE…

PUNISHED - HERE

FOR AN AMAZING VALUE, SUPER HARDCORE BUNDLE…

TINA’S ENTIRE 2019 BACK CATALOGUE – HERE

Calling all Sissies and Gender Transformation Bimbos…Get ready to have your most explicit, taboo fantasies come true. 


Over 225,000+ words, whether you like the idea of being dominated, punished and humiliated by strict, beautiful women as they force you into scandalously tiny panties, OR if your dream is to be magically transformed into a perfectly feminine bimbo ready to be used by the big, ripped, alpha males you secretly drool over, this mega story bundle is perfect for you…


Covering Tina Major’s entire 2019 catalogue, these stories are explicit, wild, and aren’t afraid of pushing the boundaries of the sissies and body swapped characters that inhabit them…


Strictly for adults only the stories in this bundle contain: forced feminization, CFNM, SPH, beta male punishment, extreme humiliation and degradation in public and private, special sissy mess eating, and lots of tiny, frilly panties. PLUS slow and magical gender transformations, wild fantasies being lived out, willing bimbos ready to be used as roughly as their alphas desire, and of course many big, thick, strong alpha males. 

READ IT HERE

WHY NOT ALSO CHECK OUT HER PERFECT10 BOOKS STABLEMATE TEE RISE TOO…

HER HUGE BACK CATALOGUE AND LATEST RELEASES ON AMAZON – HERE

TEE’S HUGE ENTIRE 2019 HUCOW BUNDLE - HERE

TEE’S LATEST 10 STORY HUCOW BUNDLE - HERE
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