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I'm Her, She's Me

I knew Catherine wouldn't like me being in her body, but as I dipped my fingers into her pussy, which was now my pussy, for the third time that morning, I found myself caring less and less.

When she woke up beside me, her cock hard, I just smiled.

“Morning, babe,” I said, my voice shaky as another orgasm interrupted my attempts to sound normal. When your words come out in your girlfriend's voice, normality is distant as the horizon.

I kept swirling my fingers, hearing the wet smack of my – her – fingers in those moist folds. The same luscious walls I'd stuck my cock and tongue into so many times. I started getting even hornier. I wanted to be on the receiving end of that action.

From the looks of it, Catherine, or Steve as she was then, was ready for action too. Only her – my – face was wrinkled in confusion.

“What in the hell did you do?” she asked, looking down and batting my cock like it was a fly on her skin.

“Careful!” I said, laughing. “The pills only last a few hours, I don't want to turn back with a bruised cock. I thought we could, you know...”

She rubbed her head, her creased brow. I looked cute when I was upset, I thought. I rolled one of Catherine's puffy nipples in my fingers, enjoying the sensation it sparked in my borrowed body.

“You found some of those pills? Steve, they were for testing at work.”

“Well now let's test them at home. Feeling any side effects?”

She wrapped her hand around my cock and gave it a few experimental tugs. “That feels nice,” she said, “Does it always throb like that?”

“Only when you play with it. Speaking of which...”

I'd tried a few times to suck my own cock – name a guy who hasn't and I'll call him out for the liar he is – and now I was going to get that chance. Only using my girl's soft mouth instead of my own. As mind-bending as it was, this is what the pills were for. Catherine was testing them for medical use. 

That sounded like no fun at all. 

I bent in and sucked the tip of my cock over my tongue, working down to lick at my balls, wetting them before slippery-sucking my way all the way back to the tip. The sensation sent a shockwave of giddy pleasure through me. 

“Oh, Steve, that's good,” Catherine breathed, putting her hands on my head and forcing me back down onto the stiff rod in front of me. I sucked willingly, pushing on faster, and she pushed too, almost making me gag on my own cock.

“How d'you know to do it so fucking good?” she cried, and I felt her hands grip my head tight as my cock swelled and burst its load into my mouth. I'd never tasted my own cum, despite my ideas about sucking my own prick, but as the salty tang filled my throat, I never wanted to stop. I kept sucking, enjoying the way Catherine wriggled under me as I teased and played with the sensitive tip of my cock.

“Enough, enough,” she panted, but I wouldn't give in. I played with her balls as she writhed and moaned.

With my cock wilting, I decided that it was time for me to get another new taste. I span around, still on my knees, and waggled Catherine's ass towards my face.

“I know what I like,” I said, “And I know what you like. So why not bury your face in my snatch?”

I looked back to see her looking at me, unsure. It was the same face I gave her when she asked me about going to a movie I didn't want to see, or dinner with the folks. I knew it was a face she didn't like to see, and looking at it through her eyes, I could see why.

Only I didn't care. We didn't have that long before the pills wore off. I decided to take charge.

“Come on loverboy,” I said, my pussy tingling at the surreal feel of it all. Catherine's breasts were heavy, and they bounced as I shuffled up the bed, straddling my face.

Catherine sat back and stared up at my wet sex. “I don't know, Steve. I've only ever...”

“I know,” I said. She'd had one lesbian experience ever, and there was drink involved. Suffice to say, it didn't go so well. “But you're in my body now, and I'm always hungry for you. So just stick your tongue up there, okay? Eat me like you want to be eaten.”

I leaned back and began to shiver as she licked me from ass to belly. It was a hungry lick, followed by long, languid strokes of her hot, wet tongue. She played with my clit, making me dance and wiggle on her mouth as she drew closer. Like a mini-dick, my clit got hard and felt like the centre of my being as she sucked and nibbled around it.

She moaned hard as she parted my lips with the softness of her probing organ, pushing it deep, using her fingers on my clit, my ass. 

“Damn, Catherine. Where did you learn that one?”

She pulled back long enough to say. “Shut up and cum for me,” and I began squeezing the breasts on her chest which I now owned, kneading them, feeling the stiff nubs tickling my palms. 

I'd never even tried to put anything up her 'exit hole', but she was fingering both my cunt and my ass as she got carried away, wetly smacking at my clit until I began to obey her orders, the orgasm blossoming in my belly before spreading and bursting, taking me over.

It was pure fire, burning me in the right way, consuming me. I screamed as she kept sucking her clit, trapped in my body. Her stubble – my stubble on her face, her skin on my face, me in her pussy and her in mine, our bodies locking together again and again, all morning, all afternoon, until I could barely tell who was who any more.

Eventually, the pills wore off, but still, the fire remained.

Beachy Head

Lots of people come here to die, but I came to live. To start life over, I should say. Facing the sea, looking out to all the things it represents – travel, mystery, possibility. The land behind me, the country that held me back, the towns I had to leave, the people who wouldn't accept me.

I stood there, the salt of the sea in my nose, whipping what was left of my hair around, and took the dose. The night hid the transformation, but I felt it from the inside like a balloon being pumped and then deflating.

My belly; once muscular, then flabby, drew in, smoothing itself, the hair vanishing. My hips went from square to round, pushing out, changing my stance. I planted my feet, moving my toes, feeling the caress of the soft grass as my cock moved inside, my balls losing their weight as they shifted. Skin and tissue turning into delicate walls.

I wasn't expecting it to feel so good, but with my lower half contracting, becoming feminine, I felt pleasure in knowing that I was finally becoming who I was meant to be. And the physical side, losing the weight of that organ from between my legs, becoming that ultimate manifestation of power and pleasure.

Unbelievable.

There was one more piece of pleasure to come, as my flabby chest tightened, soft peaks blooming and pushing their way out, becoming rounded, firm and fleshy orbs. My coat parted to reveal a milky white cleavage, and no trace of patchy chest hair.

I gasped, my harsh smoker's tone becoming a gentle sigh as my Adam's apple sank, and I felt waves of hair spill onto my shoulders, growing until it could almost have covered the stiffening nipples on my new breasts.

Dark as it was, I could make out the blonde tone of the hair, and I stroked it before letting my hands slip under the coat. I'd come out wearing nothing underneath it, knowing that the transformation couldn't be predicted. I didn't want to tear out of my clothes like some comic book giant.

My hands kept going, each inch of skin they pushed over bringing new waves of pleasure in my body, before I took a finger gently to my slit, testing the wetness there. My digit came back drenched, and I couldn't resist a quick taste of my own juices before giving a shiver of delight. I'd done it! 

I moved to the very edge of the cliff, staring down at the pure white chalk, the ocean slamming against the rocks, foaming spray running off before a new surge came forwards. There was wetness on my cheeks. I rubbed the tears away and raised my hands.

“I'm a woman!” I roared, tears giving way to laughter.

“Stop right there!” I heard from behind me, and span clumsily, my heel hitting nothing but air, and I felt the sickening panic that comes before a fall cut through my newfound joy.

Air rushed behind me, and I thought I'm going to die and I've never lived before something clamped around my wrists, and the air rushed against my face for a moment. I was pulled to the ground, on top of someone with something very hard on their hip.

The hardness was handcuffs. The policeman rolled off me, then pulled me to my feet. In all the commotion, my coat had flapped open, revealing the pale whiteness of my naked form to the man, who tried to look away.

Relief filled me; then, arousal. He was as dark as the night, eyes shining with curiosity despite his embarrassment. 

“Ah, miss, would you mind covering yourself up?”

I looked from his confused face to the belt around his waist. There was nothing hard in his pants, from the looks of it. Shame. I pulled my coat open a little further, rubbing at my calf, letting him see my breasts as they squeezed together.

“I do mind,” I said. “You saved me.”

“Well, we get a lot of people come out here to off themselves.”

“I should thank you.”

“It's nothing. Only...what would you want to do that for? Such a...”

I took a few steps until he stopped moving back. He was transfixed as I walked, coat open, letting the wind push it away from my body until all I had to do was shrug it off, letting him see my new form.

“Such a what?” I asked, licking his ear as I spoke into
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