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Chapter 1

First Date


 


careful what you wish
for; I’ve heard the
shopworn advice more than a few times but, admittedly, I always
failed to fathom what it meant. Just think about it: if your
biggest wish were to come true, what could possibly happen to make
you regret it?

It was way past midnight of day two—maybe, the beginning of
day three, it’s all about perception—of my wish having come true; I still couldn’t fucking
believe it. Whether I hunkered down in front of my computer trying
to write or I sat crosslegged on the couch to read, I constantly
stole glimpses at the mirror on my closet—every damn time, the
reflection gave me the same answer:

I had transformed into a stunning blonde woman; slim waist,
large breasts, firm heart-shaped ass, long toned legs, plump
lips…essentially, I had acquired the image I’d often dreamt and
fantasized about having.

For two days, I stayed inside
the apartment with the blinds
lowered over the windows and the front door locked. I relished the
sight of my new body, often spending time gawking at the sheer
magnificence of my nakedness in the mirror, but all my clothes fitted the fairly slim man I used
to be and not the incredibly busty woman I’d become.

While some of my old clothes
looked good on me—as in, they
were sexy and
slutty, since my
newfound rack turned all my t-shirts into midriff exposing tops—I
still didn’t possess the necessary gall and bravado to face the
world in my new form.

Eventually, I would have to; I knew that much. Even if it
was for nothing more than a short bike ride to the nearest
supermarket to get supplies, I had to leave the delightful, safe darkness of the apartment.
While the thought of going out the way I now looked was
exhilarating, it also terrified me. Predominantly, because I had no
idea how long the transformation would last; what if—my tumultuous,
spinning mind wondered—I turned back into my real self while I
walked around the supermarket?

It’s certainly funny how things work; in
my daydreams, I always pictured swimming in cocks the moment I got my dream body.
I envisioned how I’d strut around in skimpy outfits, ready to serve
and please whoever merely tossed a lustful glance at me. Now that
I had
my dream body, I stayed locked
inside, enjoying the transformation on my own but horrified even to
consider stepping out of the door.

With two days under my belt, however, and
no signs whatsoever of
the transformation reverting, I started feeling more comfortable in
my new skin; not comfortable enough actually to go out but I rolled
up the blinds—curious, admittedly, of what the neighbors would
think if they noticed the ‘new’ resident of the
apartment.

Due to the apartment complex’s circular layout, and my living
on the ground floor, a lot of people could peek through the two
windows; one looking at the street and the other at the inner
yard.

In just a plain t-shirt that my tits stretched to the point
of the white fabric turning transparent and black boxers that
turned into a thong in their effort to embrace my ass, I strutted
around the apartment trying to act if it was business as usual,
feeling the second glances several men, and more than a handful of
women, tossed my way when they walked by the windows.

It was certainly a confidence booster, especially since I
was used only to receiving inquisitive glares of disgust from
passersby when I sat heavily inebriated in front of my computer,
typing nights away.

Emboldened by my newfound confidence, I took a few pictures of
myself (selfies, though I loathe the term and what it represents);
they were not too provocative but merely the way my clothes sat
around my curves more than sufficed to turn even the most innocent
photograph sultry.

I created a profile on a dating site, uploading a few photos
and a brief description where I practically begged for sex; during
a heavy bender, I had tried something similar as a straight man and
had received about ten matches and a handful of message exchanges
during the four days I kept the profile.

Now, I got almost two hundred matches in
about ten minutes, and an almost equal number of messages—most
messages were plain “hello”, or, “hi, great profile”, which I
completely ignored. The lewder messages spiked my interest enough
to check the senders’ profile. I was never attracted to men; I’ve
always wanted to try cock but I
never cared for the package the dong comes with.

Consequently, I wasn’t as selective as someone else in my
position would have been in regards to the attractiveness of the
guys I replied to. I even responded to a few that could be termed
ugly simply because their messages were nasty enough to ignite my
fantasy (perhaps, I also pitied them for it was easy to tell they
were desperate to receive any form of attention).

I considered inaugurating my new life with a bang—namely, a
gangbang. My new looks would guarantee that most, if not all, of
the men to whom I proposed it would agree; while a gangbang had
been my greatest fantasy for a long time, I decided to start slow
and build up from it.

Thus, there was to be no too-rough shit, either; the sheer amount
of conversations I had going, however, proffered tantalizing
freedom to be highly selective, allowing me to keep my options wide
open. It was, indeed, how I’d always pictured it would
be.

I talked about gangbangs with some guys and about bondage with
others. Without arranging any dates, I promised most of them we’d
discuss day and time soon—I was also yearning to get
fucked. So, I
sent my address to an admittedly handsome man with a goatee and
nice abs. He must have lived nearby, ‘cause he said he’d arrive in
about an hour; he just had to take a shower first.

And…there it was; in just an hour,
I’d be the woman
getting pummeled, just like I’d many times fantasized about while
spending (wasting) countless hours watching porn. My heart
thundered behind my ear while I waited; I hopped into the shower,
once again concentrating, almost instinctively, on my sensitive
areas, still failing to get accustomed to the tingling sensations
that traversed my spine when the warm water hit my
labia.

I sat on the couch and crossed my legs high, wearing nothing
but a long, black t-shirt, which functioned as a mini dress; I
started once there was a knock on the door and, forging a wide grin
and with my heart on the tip of my tongue, I hurried to answer the
door.

“Hello,” I muttered with a quivering voice, doing my best to
maintain a façade of serenity and of knowing what the fuck I was
doing; he strutted inside the apartment with confidence and
debonair and I giggled when he spanked my ass.

“Shit, bitch,” he grinned, his voice all
too hoarse, “you look even hotter in person. I honestly thought,” he fondled my tits,
and I shivered under the sudden jolts of pleasure that hit my
sensitive nerves, “your profile was fake. I actually came here
ready to clock the punk trying to make a fool out of
me.”

“As you can see,” I replied with a wide
smirk and a soft giggle, “it’s no prank.” I hadn’t really practiced
my voice and, in all honesty, while it came out high-pitched, I
knew I had to work harder if I wanted to sound like an airheaded
bimbo.

It was my first time, so
I figured I could give myself
some slack. I knew I’d gradually grow into who I wanted to be for
(hopefully) the rest of my life.

“Definitely,” he licked his lips and pulled
me closer to his body; my huge tits were squashed against his
muscled torso and I let out a soft grunt when he thrust his tongue
down my throat.

Now that was a part of the process I knew I’d have difficulty
getting accustomed to; I shut my eyes tight while he sucked on my
tongue, doing my best to maintain the picture of a woman in my head
and ignore the man’s stubble pinching my cheeks.

With great hunger, I shoved my hands inside his cargo
pants.

His deep moan, when I clenched my fist
around his turgid prick, reverberated inside my
mouth, shooting chills
down my spine.

“Straight to business, huh, slut?” He asked and wrapped his
hand around my neck.

“Of course,” I nodded timidly and stroked him slowly, relishing
the feeling of his erection against my soft palm.

“It’s what I like to hear,” he stated
coldly and pushed me down on my knees.

I opened my mouth wide open the moment he
whipped his cock out; now, that was the moment I’d fantasized about for several fucking
years. I didn’t waste a second wrapping my lips around the thick
mushroom head. Salt filled my mouth and I raised my glance when he
put his hand on the back of my head.

“For a whore,” he smirked when the first
tears welled up in my eyes, “you ain’t that good at sucking dick;
not to worry, I’m gonna rectify that.”

I twitched and gagged, as his shaft glided down my untrained
throat; he looked down at me with a glistening film of excitement
in his eyes while he hungrily licked and smacked his
lips.

With my nose buried in his
crotch, and my mind
slowly going blank from the lack of oxygen, I couldn’t believe how
wet my nether region was—it felt completely different (and far more
intense and exhilarating) than when I teased myself back when I
first had transformed.

I drooled all over his cock and sniffled
while his balls smacked
hard and fast against my chin; I managed to relax my throat just
enough to allow easier, and deeper, penetration without struggling
against the urge to heave. I lowered my fingers down to my soaked
slit and rubbed myself hard and fast, fascinated at how warm,
moist, and soft my blooming
nether lips were.

A blurry film had descended over my eyes
as I stared up into his
eyes while he continued plowing and expanding my throat; I shoved
two fingers in my cunt and shuddered, already feeling my legs going
numb.

“I see you’re craving more, huh, you dumb whore?” He chortled
with a cruel smirk and pulled me up on my feet by the hair, causing
a sharp, shortlived, jolt of pain to traverse my quaking, sweating
body. He slammed me against the wall, squashing my tits against the
cold concrete. I sank my teeth in my lower lip and swayed my upper
body, rubbing my erect nipples against the hard wall.

“That’s it, bitch, spread them fine legs wide open,” he
whispered hoarsely in my ear, rubbing his engorged dong all over my
ass.

I grunted when he pushed his center inside me, the thick
mushroom head peeling my labia open—I had used a cucumber on myself
mere hours after my transformation but it could not compare even
remotely to the sensation of having a real dick inside me; besides,
I was in control of how fast, or slow, the cucumber fucked me. I
had no control whatsoever of the rhythm with which the stranger
slammed me.

He jerked my head back by the hair, forcing me to arch my back
hollow, and he sucked on my lower lip—this time, I didn’t mind the
sloppy kiss so much, since numbing waves of pleasure had already
swarmed my body and had drained all thoughts from my
brain.

Some of the “bimbo hypnosis” videos I used to watch almost
obsessively before my transformation used to encourage the viewers
to allow a man to fuck their intelligence out of their brain—while
it, obviously, didn’t happen, I was, at that moment, mindless, craving only to be fucked until
I passed out.

“You like it rough, don’t you, you
filthy cow?” He barked as he
put more power behind his thrusts, each thrust slamming me harder
against the wall.

“I do, yes,” I mumbled with tremors, from
the rough pounding, in my voice.

“Not much of talker, huh?” He
snickered. “That’s alright,
bitch. I’ll turn you into a screamer.”

He did; incomprehensible sounds escaped my mouth when he
hammered me hard enough to rock my body violently, his thick dong
stretching my inner walls and punching my insides viciously. An
unprecedented euphoria overwhelmed me and I didn’t give a single
damn if the neighbors could hear my screams—“fuck me harder,” was
the sole complete sentence that came out of my lips. The moment I
uttered it, in a shrill, he obliged, yanking my head back as he
rammed me harder, his hot, heavy breath landing on the back of my
neck.

“Shut the fuck up, slut!” He pressed his
hand against my mouth and pulled me back, forcing my back to arch even
higher.

My ass wobbled from the hard, long thrusts he delivered and I was
on Seventh Heaven—I have no doubt that my eyes had rolled to the
back of my head. “That’s it, bitch! Come all over my fucking cock,”
he barked and lowered his pace, making me feel his length and girth
as his member glided along my contracting inner walls.

I convulsed and my inner walls tightened
their embrace around his dong; a phantasmagoria of fireworks erupted in my dazed mind
and I started panting heavily, unable to fathom the sheer strength
of the orgasmic eruptions that were taking over my squirming
body.

For a moment, it was almost as if I had left my body and was
observing from above my new body (and new self) writhing and
squirming under the man’s slow, determined thrusts, with my toes
curling painfully and my stomach contracting violently.

I bit my lips down hard when he spanked my ass, engendering a
stinging sensation all over my body. A stentorian cry exited my
mouth when he jerked my hair and threw me down on the floor,
towering over me with his soaked in my juices cock dangling and
throbbing right in front of my face.

“I’m nowhere near done with you, you fucking cow!” He declared
and knelt behind me.

Immediately, and while still being numb and shaking from the
orgasm that had hit me like a runaway train, I arched my back
hollow as I got down on all fours, wriggling my ass and turning my
head around to offer him the most suggestive and effulgent smile I
could forge.

He dug his fingers in my waist and
my eyes nearly popped out of
their socket when he spat on my asshole. He grunted as he forced
his thick mushroom head through my sphincter; I clenched my fists
and let out soft cries from the burning sensation that rose on my
backside once he buried himself balls-deep in my virgin
ass.

“You’re way too tight for a slut,” he
stated. “Don’t worry, you won’t be for much longer.”

The initial stinging pain subsided fast, becoming glorious
warmth of pleasure that swarmed my trembling body; my tongue hang
out of my mouth as I moaned heavily, still unable to believe how my
sphincters had been spread wide open and my ass was being
brutalized.

“Oh, fuck, you damn whore,” he
exclaimed.

His thrusts turned slower and more
methodical; my body rocked forth every time he buried his prick
balls-deep inside me. I
rested my head on the cold tiles, rubbing my throbbing clit; I
gasped when his prick pulsed inside me and he deposited torrents of
cum deep in my ass. He pulled out and spread my asscheeks while I
continued to moan, rub my clit, and squirm.

“It’s like it’s winking at me,” he chuckled
and jerked my head backwards, once again going for a kiss. “Don’t
think it’s over, whore.”

He spun me around and I was taken aback by
t
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