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CHAPTER 1:

Josh Hartley had been my best friend for years. Even though he was two years older than me, which when we were kids made him seem like practically an adult to me, we just always hung out together. We didn't even have much in common, aside from the fact that we lived on the same street and our parents were friends. Josh was big and athletic and very into sports and working on cars and doing a lot of things that guys do that never seemed to interest me very much for some reason. Even so we just seemed to get along well, and there were more than a few times where I was happy to have Josh's protection and approval, because it sort of validated me as a much cooler guy than I was around the neighborhood or the schoolyard. If Josh liked you you must be okay.

He was also the same age as my sister Karen and they had dated on and off, which always made things kind of screwy for me since I guess I was a little jealous of the fact that he was choosing to hang out with my sister instead of me, but for some reason the relationship never got too serious or lasted too long at any one time and then we were back to being buddies as normal.

When I was younger I had a hard time figuring out what the attraction was between them, since my sister seemed to have even less in common with Josh than I did, but as I got older and realized how pretty my sister had become, and how many boys seemed to be throwing themselves at her feet all the time, I could sort of see what Josh might be interested in, though it was kind of gross to think about Josh and my sister fooling around or something.

In some ways I was more surprised that my sister was interested in Josh, since like me she wasn't at all interested in sports and Josh was such a big jock, but I had noticed that Karen seemed to like athletic guys, even if she wasn't a big fan of athletics herself.

Josh had introduced me to pornography, which I found quite fascinating, but I honestly didn't have much actual experience with sex or dating or anything like that, even though I was now in my second year of college. I had taken a date to the prom in high school, and gone to a couple of dances, but those were more like formalities than any sort of hot passionate thing. You take a girl to the prom because that's what you're supposed to do so I did it.

College, I figured, would be an endless series of wild parties and sexually aggressive women everywhere for the taking, but it had so far proved to be much more like high school, only harder and more expensive. Of course since I lived so close to the school already I didn't see the need to live on campus, but maybe dorm life was where all the action was or something.

I had assumed that Josh would go to college on some athletic scholarship or something but to my surprise he said he really wasn't all that interested in pursuing a sports career. His other great passion was cars, and I guess he saw that as a more practical and realistic path so he was working in a garage, and making pretty good money at it too. He was actually making enough to afford his own small apartment, so while he wasn't just down the street from me anymore he was still close, and it was cool to have a bachelor pad to hang out at and play video games or whatever.

Not being the big campus sports hero anymore did put a slight dent in Josh's dating life, but he still managed to go out with some pretty hot women. Only now the gaps between girlfriends were bigger and sometimes Josh would even openly complain about his lack of action. Being a virgin myself it might have seemed a little rude for him to be whining about not getting enough sex when I hadn't ever gotten any, but I never looked at it that way. I was the kind of guy that girls liked to hang out with and Josh was the kind of guy that girls liked to go out with. I knew the difference and I genuinely felt bad for my pal, who had always found it so easy to go out with just about any girl of his choosing.

It was on one such Friday night, when Josh and I were hanging out at his place playing video games, where my friend seemed especially bummed out about having been dumped by a girl named Angie that he had been seeing for a couple of months. Their relationship seemed pretty stormy to me, with a lot of fights and complaints, so I would have figured that Josh might be relieved to be done with it but it seemed to have really gotten under his skin for some reason.

"That fucking bitch," he muttered without needing to elaborate on which fucking bitch he was referring to.

"Are you still brooding about that chick?" I asked. "You said she was stuck up and picky and controlling. Sounds to me like you're better off being rid of her."

"Yeah, she was all of that, but man was she ever hot between the sheets. She wouldn't put out all that easy but when she did she really got into it, if you know what I mean."

Of course I didn't know exactly what he meant but I nodded sympathetically as if I did. I knew that Josh had some very specific ideas about what made one girl a better lay than another, and I'd often heard some very detailed reports, although fortunately we had never talked about that sort of thing when he was going out with my sister. Babs was a "screamer" but poured it on a little thick and was probably faking it most of the time. Kelly had a huge rack and a cute face but tended to just lie there limply during sex. Cheryl loved to have her pussy eaten but would never return the favor by giving head. Josh probably could have written a whole textbook on how women should or shouldn't have sex but as he always said any sex was better than no sex at all, again something I had to take his word at.

"She thinks she's so special," Josh continued. "You know what would really piss her off?"

"No, what?" I replied casually.

"She needs to see me out with some hot babe right away. Let her see that I didn't skip a beat. Maybe even make her think that I was seeing this girl on the side."

"How would that help anything?" I asked.

"Dude, nothing makes a woman want you more than knowing that some other woman wants you, especially if that other woman seems like a real threat. It's why married guys get hit on all the time. Women like to see that a guy has the seal of approval from some other woman. It's messed up, I know, but trust me it's the truth," Josh explained.

I did trust him and it did seemed messed up. The last thing in the world I wanted was to get into some kind of a "thing" with a girl who wasn't totally free and available. Why complicate the process more than it already was? Of course I wasn't a girl so I couldn't say what motivated them one way or another about a variety of things so it was all just a big mystery to me.

"I wish I could help you but I think you're kind of on your own with this one," I joked.

"Maybe you can, buddy. Maybe you can," he said as he looked at me kind of funny and rubbed his chin in thought. "You know there's this pill I've heard about that supposedly can turn just about any man into a smoking hot babe...temporarily of course. I've seen some pictures on the web and unless it's total bullshit it might just work."

"What might work?" I asked nervously, beginning to see where this conversation was heading.

"If I could get my hands on that stuff all we would have to do was have you pop a little pill and then I could parade you around where I would be likely to find Angie and let her think that I had bounced right back. That's assuming that the stuff really works, and that you turned out hot enough to make her jealous."

"You're also assuming that I'd be willing to turn into a girl, even temporarily, which is kind of a big assumption on your part," I pointed out.

"Oh, come on man, you'd do it for me wouldn't you? Haven't I done you a lot of favors over the years? It wouldn't be like we were really dating, it would just have to look like we were. I just don't want her having the satisfaction of thinking that she could dump me and have me get all bummed about it," said Josh.

"Sure, whatever," I sort of mumbled. "If you can find the stuff..."

So that, I thought, was the end of it. He had done me a ton of favors and at least I seemed like I was being a good sport by agreeing to his crazy plan, but I never imagined that he would actually find this magical pill, or even if he did I seriously doubted that it would do anything. I figured he was just blowing off steam so if it made him feel better to think that he had a plan so be it.

I may have been too casual about the whole thing because when I turned up at his apartment the next night he was standing there shaking a little bottle of pills at me and grinning like a Cheshire cat.

"Well buddy...let's see if this stuff really works!" he said enthusiastically.

I thought about running for the door but just felt my lifeless body moving in slow motion as I realized what I was about to get myself into.


CHAPTER 2:

"It's not going to work," I protested.

"Then you've got nothing to worry about," Josh replied.

"It could kill me or something."

"It's not going to kill you. I know the guy I bought it from and he says it's totally safe."

"Even if it does work I'll probably just end up looking like a total skank."

"Then we'll just have a good laugh, turn you back, and go get a pizza."

"Fine, fuck it, give me the pill."

There was a little more of a debate but I think that pretty much sums it up in a nutshell. The bottom line was that I felt an enormous amount of pressure to do this "favor" for Josh and knew that I shouldn't have been so quick to agree to his plan just to get him to drop the subject.

I had ethical and legal questions about this whole process, but it didn't seem like they were going to swing the argument in my favor so I just took a pill and washed it down with some water and waited for a few seconds while absolutely nothing happened.

"See...total bullshit. You wasted your money," I said smugly.

Then I doubled over as I felt my whole body convulsing and shaking. For a moment I thought I was actually going to die but it passed quickly enough and I suddenly realized that death might have been a better option because I was keenly aware of the tits sticking out in front of me that weren't there just a moment before.

"Holy crap!" said Josh in amazement.

"Fuck," I managed to croak in a squeaky voice.

"I don't think I wasted my money at all," said Josh, flashing that huge grin again. "You're fantastic!"

"I think I need to sit down," I said, feeling a little light headed.

When I sat down I was keenly aware of the absence of my balls and the fact that my clothes didn't fit. Fortunately my shirt was pretty stretchy because my boobs were straining to get out and my pants were too wide at the waist but kind of snug at the hip. I didn't feel all that embarrassed or ashamed right away because I was still having a hard time taking it all in. A minute ago I was a guy. Now I was a girl. It wasn't possible but it had happened anyway.

"Once we get you fixed up Angie is going to turn bright green with envy," said Josh.

"What do you mean fixed up?" I asked. "Haven't we done enough damage already."

"Baby, you need makeup and sexy clothes and a feminine hairdo," Josh replied. "I'm going to have to take you shopping tomorrow and get you everything you need."

"Oh," was all I could think of saying because I was kind of tripped out by the fact that Josh had called me "baby" so casually, as if that was his usual pet name for me or something, which it obviously wasn't.

I guess the fact that he made it sound like a compliment made it a little easier to take. At least he wasn't laughing at me or making fun of me for being a total sissy or anything like that. He had said we might just have a good laugh and go get a pizza, but I guess I had turned out attractive enough to move on to a different stage of the operation.

When I finally worked up the courage to look at myself in the mirror I was surprisingly pleased with the results, although I felt kind of embarrassed about the fact that my nipples were rather clearly outlined through my stretched out shirt. I sort of wished I had a jacket or a heavy sweater to put on over my top but the weather was far too warm for that.

We popped open a couple of beers and tried to act like nothing weird had just happened but I kept having the feeling that Josh was kind of looking at me funny. We were ostensibly watching a movie but his eyes kept roving over to where I was sitting. Maybe he just couldn't believe this was all real. I know I was having a hard time with that.

Eventually I needed to take a piss and excused myself to the bathroom. I flipped up the seat automatically, opened my fly and reached for my dick before realizing that there was nothing there to grab. I quickly put the seat back down and pissed like a girl, which I suppose I should have anticipated walking in there but hadn't actually prepared myself for.

As I washed my hands in front of the mirror I had an overwhelming desire to see my tits so I pulled my shirt off and stared in wonder at those fabulous mounds of flesh that were somehow able to defy gravity and stick out despite their size and weight. I jiggled them in my hands and touched my nipples, which were so much bigger than I was used to, and seemed to have some sort of sensitivity that they never had before.

I had only touched a woman's breasts once, and it was under her shirt, and only one breast, but it had been a pretty big deal to me. And those breasts were nowhere near as impressive as the ones I was freely fondling now. I found their bouncing movement almost hypnotizing.

Realizing that I was enjoying this miserable experience a little too much for comfort I quickly pulled my shirt back on and got the hell out of the bathroom.

"What the hell took you so long. Admiring yourself in the mirror?" Josh teased with a wink.

"Oh, come now," I said in forced disgust.

"Hey, I wouldn't blame you. You're pretty hot stuff. Just imagine what you'll look like with a little makeup and the right kind of clothes."

"You're paying for all that crap, right?"

"Sure, it's my treat. You're the one doing me a favor, I can't expect you to pay for it too."

"I have a feeling I'm paying for it already," I groaned.

"It's not that bad, is it?" asked Josh.

"Well, no, not just sitting here in your room, but you're talking about going out into public."

"Relax, no one is going to think you're anything other than the cute chick you are at the moment. But you might want to wear a little thicker shirt. It's pretty obvious that you're not wearing a bra."

So Josh had been staring at my tits. Well, I suppose I couldn't blame him. They were pretty nice, and they were definitely standing out so it was only natural that he might be as mesmerized as I was by them. Even so it was kind of weird thinking of him looking at me that way. That was definitely going to take some getting used to if we were really going to go through with this whole me pretending to be his new girlfriend thing.

"Can I turn back now?" I asked as I flopped down on the couch.

"No, why don't you stay that way for a little while? You know, get the feel of it. Walk around a bit. You want to look natural don't you?"

"I want to look like myself," I shot back.

"Why? You're so much more attractive this way," Josh replied.

I had to agree with him there.


CHAPTER 3:

Somehow, some way, we had managed to get through the shopping experience all right and even figured out how to apply the cosmetics we had purchased by watching videos on the Internet and just kind of experimenting until we got it right. I didn't have a ton of hair so there wasn't much we could do with that but we did stop in at a unisex hair salon and I got a pretty cute short style that definitely looked more feminine.

Actually the shopping for clothes part turned out to be more enjoyable than I would ever have imagined because it was funny to see how particular Josh was and how many different things he made me try on before he decided to buy them. I had to come out and model everything for his approval, but eventually we got the stuff he wanted. I had assumed that we were only going to get like one outfit but he pointed out that we would need to carry on this charade at least a few times to get the point across so it was better to get all of the shopping out of the way at once. I wasn't thrilled to hear that this was an ongoing project but I had to agree that it was probably best to just stock up and be prepared.

I was terribly relieved that the pill had changed me back to normal the night before so I wasn't as afraid of taking it a second time. I had no idea how the thing worked so I wasn't even sure that I would look the same as I did the day before but as far as I could tell this was the female me that appeared whenever I popped one of those pills.

When I put on my bra and panties for the first time I got kind of a strange tingly feeling all over. It was all so feminine and forbidden to me. I just looked so sexy that I had to strike a few poses in the mirror. I'd never in my life had the kind of body that I was particularly proud to show off, unlike Josh who went around without a shirt on at the drop of a hat. Now I had all these wicked curves in just the right places and I couldn't help but feel a little smug about it in spite of my better instincts.

Once I was all dressed up and ready to go we hopped in Josh's car and took off. Fortunately he had thought of little things that I would never have thought of, like jewelry and a handbag and whatnot. It was no worse than going to a Halloween party in drag I tried to tell myself but I knew that wasn't exactly the same thing. I wasn't doing this for a laugh, I was actually trying to pass myself off as a sexy young woman, and even make another sexy young woman jealous of me. I didn't know if I had the talent to pull that off but it was too late to turn back now.

We went by the coffee shop where she worked as a waitress and discovered that her shift wouldn't be starting for about an hour and half so we had some time to kill. I suggested a movie, because that would be dark and nobody would see me there, and it would also chew up a couple of hours harmlessly.

It was kind of cute the way Josh acted like we were really on a date, even when we knew that Angie wasn't going to see us, but I guess he couldn't really help himself. He was out with a pretty girl and all his years of experience and natural instinct just kicked in and he treated me like he would any other pretty girl he was taking to the movies. It was also interesting because it was a different side of Josh than I had ever seen before. More attentive and deferential to me when I had always been the tag-along kid, even when we were full grown men. Now he was really going out of his way to be nice to me so I figured I'd let him. I was going to insist on paying for my own ticket and concessions but decided to let him pick up the tab for everything. Like he said before, I was doing him a favor, I shouldn't have to pay for it too.

He let me choose the movie, which never happened before, and for some dumb reason I chose a sappy romantic comedy. I guess all this dating business kind of made that scenario seem a little more interesting, and I also thought it wouldn't hurt to study how the female lead behaved, not that movies were a good reflection of real life, but because I was so out of my element that I was looking for all the help I could get.

About fifteen minutes into the movie Josh casually slipped his arm over the back of my seat, which actually meant that it was resting on my shoulder. I was going to object but I wasn't sure how to. It was probably just another one of those involuntary moves he had done so many times it was simply automatic so I let him rest his arm there without complaint.

As the film progressed, and I started to get into the plot more, I actually found that it was kind of nice having his arm on my shoulder like that. Usually if I saw a movie like this I'd just be thinking lustful thoughts about the attractive actresses but I was kind of invested in their plots and even tried to relate to their characters, although they may have been Martians for all I knew about women.

When the movie was done we didn't talk about the flick too much we just got in Josh's car and headed back to the coffee shop. This time Josh spotted Angie's car in the parking lot so we knew she was here. I was a little surprised that as we walked in the door Josh slipped his arm around my waist, but I suppose that was a necessary part of the deception.

We were seated promptly but I noticed that it wasn't Angie that came to take our order. I don't know if we just didn't happen to be at her table or whether she switched with someone else to avoid us but Josh didn't seem too concerned either way. He knew she was watching us.

As soon as we had ordered Josh became very animated and started talking enthusiastically about the movie we had just seen. I was totally surprised because I had assumed that he had been bored shitless, while I actually had a good time, but it suddenly dawned on me that he was probably just trying to look happy for Angie's benefit so I went along with it.

We were dining in a booth, which we often did, but we always sat as far away from each other as you could get. Now Josh kept kind of sliding over so that he was quite close to me, which again I figured was all part of the plan. I could see Angie from time-to-time, and it was pretty obvious that she was paying us a lot of attention, which I'm sure Josh was also well-aware of. Angie didn't look too happy, and although I had nothing personal against this girl that I barely knew, I shamefully admit to taking a small degree of delight in knowing that I was tormenting her. She was jealous...of me! That was so hard to imagine, especially since Angie was so attractive herself.

Josh was all over me. I don't mean that he was physically grabbing me or anything like that but he kept leaning over to whisper things in my ear, or looking at me with great attention whenever I was talking. I found myself touching his hand sometimes or whispering back in his ear, although it didn't feel like something I had planned, it just sort of felt like the natural thing to do under the circumstances.

We stayed to have desert, which we shared, just to twist the knife a little more, but finally it was time to go and once again Josh had his arm around me as we headed for the door. Angie almost bumped into us by accident but Josh played it so cool that he didn't even acknowledge her presence. We left the joint laughing and smiling and I realized what a wicked little bitch I could be.


CHAPTER 4:

Even though we had accomplished our goal and weren't likely to run into Angie again Josh didn't seem in any hurry to bring the evening to a conclusion so we went for a little walk where he held my hand for some reason while we chatted about how well the plan had worked.

"Man, you were fantastic baby!" Josh gushed with seemingly genuine enthusiasm.

"Oh, I didn't do all that much, I just tried to follow your lead," I said modestly, although pleased on the inside that he was so pleased.

"No, you were perfect," Josh insisted. "You should get an Oscar for that performance."

"Thanks, it was nothing," I joked, not really wanting to admit that I hadn't been doing much acting at all.

When we got back to his place I started to walk into the apartment but Josh suddenly grabbed me and turned me around to face him. He held me very close and looked at me quite deeply and I was afraid that he was about to try and kiss me or something.

"What are you doing?" I stammered softly.

"Oh, baby, you know what I'm doing," he replied as he leaned forward and puckered his lips.

I normally was no match for him physically but I somehow managed to slip out of his grasp before our lips actually met and that seemed to sort of snap him out of his trance.

"What the fuck was that?" I gasped.

"Fuck, I'm sorry. I just got carried away," he replied. "You really are a pretty amazing girl."

"The only thing amazing is that I'm a girl at all, but I'm not really a girl and you probably don't want to forget that," I said firmly.

"You're right. You're totally right. It just sort of went to my head I guess."

Honestly I was flattered but also terrified. It had crossed my mind while we were walking that Josh and I had just been on an actual date. Dinner and movie and the whole ball of wax, just like a real couple might do. And it was the best date I had ever been on. It had been surprisingly easy to forget that it was all just a show, and that we weren't really dating. I think if he had tried to kiss me before I had confronted all of that in my mind I might have let him, and that scared the hell out of me.

It was getting late, and I had a pretty early class in the morning to get to, so I changed back into my male identity as a guy named Robert Jenkins and tried not to dwell too much on the fact that I had been wearing panties all night and holding hands with a man on a moonlit walk.

Josh had made me pick a cover name, in case he ever needed to introduce me to Angie, and I had chosen Jenny, because I liked the name and I liked the alliteration of Jenny Jenkins. It was actually a good idea, whether I ever needed to be introduced to anyone or not, because it helped me get "into character" as actors say. I knew I was really Robert, but if I could pretend to be this Jenny girl it would be easier not to feel guilty about what I was doing. And I could always blame it on the drugs, since I honestly had no idea what sort of mental impact they might have on me.

Physically the pill obviously changed my appearance completely, and not just in a surface level way. I had no doubt that all of my body parts were fully functional as a woman, but I wondered if that included my brain as well. There were times, like at the movies, where I seemed to be making choices and reacting to things more like a woman would, but I wasn't sure whether that was something out of my control or just my desire to not fuck up and blow the whole scheme. I hadn't wanted to be a girl at all, but once I had gone to all of the trouble of actually doing it, I didn't want to seem like some clumsy idiot either.

I'm sure I had only done a barely passable job, but on the other hand Josh, who knew full well what the score was, still found himself trying to kiss me so I must have been at least somewhat convincing as a woman.

I tried not to think about my "date" too much during the week but it kept popping back into my head. I noticed that I was really examining the girls around me, not in the usual way of wishing I could get them to go out with me, but more scientifically. I studied the way they walked and carried their books. I analyzed their fashion choices and made note of their accessories. I had a number of platonic female friends so I made a point of engaging them in casual conversation and tried to observe their body language. There was so much to see when you really looked for it. I felt like I had been going through life with blinders on.

There were just all kinds of things that girls did differently and I felt like I was arming myself with secret information. Just the way they stood and the way they used their hands when they were talking was actually identifiable. It was kind of exciting to realize that I was clever enough to recognize these differences, which only made me want to put some of that knowledge to use as soon as possible.

I guess Josh was anxious for us to continue our project as well because he invited me out on another date for Friday night. It was funny that he actually phrased it like he probably would if he was going for a second date with some chick, instead of presenting it like another link in the chain of the scheme we were hatching.

Dropping in on her place of work two weeks in a row seemed a little forced so we were going to go to this nightclub that she apparently liked to hang out at sometimes. It was actually where Angie and Josh had met so he figured there was a reasonably good chance that she might be there tonight, probably with some of her friends. It was just a hunch, but an educated guess at least, and I didn't mind the opportunity to wear a dress for the first time. It was a cute thing, and very sexy, with a plunging neckline that showed off my ample cleavage and a bottom that kind of flared out and twirled rather nicely if I spun around.

I wore some tall boots, that were surprisingly easy to walk around in, especially compared to the heels I had experimented with, and on the whole I judged myself to be rather hot. Apparently Josh agreed.

"Damn you look amazing," said Josh as he put his hands on my hips and looked for a moment like he was thinking of trying to kiss me again.

"Thanks," I replied casually, although I felt my heart beating a little faster. "Do you really think she'll be there? It would be a shame to get all dressed up for nothing."

"I wouldn't worry about that too much. Even if we don't get a chance to make Angie jealous you're going to make every guy in that place jealous that I'm the one who's out with you and they aren't."

"Stop it! You're being ridiculous," I protested mildly. "I'm sure this club is full of hot girls and I won't stand out at all."

"Well I don't care how many hot girls there are, you'll stand out, I guarantee it," said Josh with a grin.

I couldn't help but feel a little happy about his praise. Going on a date as a girl did take a lot more work than it did as a guy and it was nice to be appreciated for the effort. And it was kind of nice to think that maybe I really would stand out in a crowd for once in my life. I was just always kind of there, but never at the center of the action. I was curious to know what that felt like.

The club was pretty crowded, and there were indeed a ton of attractive women present, although our first pass around the place turned up no sign of Angie or any of her friends that were known to Josh. He kept me pretty close to him, which I suppose was just in case Angie wandered in or someone who knew her saw us together. Some juicy gossip might be even more annoying to Angie than actually witnessing us together in person.

"Let's dance," Josh suggested as he started to lead me to what was sort of a dance floor.

"Are you nuts? I don't know anything about dancing," I told him honestly.

"So what? Do you think all these people know what they're doing?"

He had a point there. It wasn't like a scene in some musical movie where everyone was dancing to some carefully choreographed routine. There were a few people busting a move here and there, but a lot of folks seemed to just be grooving to the music the best they could.

I realized that my twirly dress might be a valuable asset so I did a few spins which made me look far more graceful than I really was. I was also kind of intrigued by the way my whole body seemed to be jointed differently. Pretty soon I could really pop my hips from side to side, which looked a lot like dancing even without doing much of anything with my feet.

At one point Josh got very close behind me and put his hand on my stomach. I could feel him pressed right up against my butt and I realized that I was starting to get a little horny. It wasn't quite as easy to tell without a dick getting hard in my pants, but I was feeling little electrical impulses, especially when I realized that a lot of other guys were looking at me with rather seriously lustful eyes. I don't think that was just my ego or my imagination, because I knew that feeling so well. That aching with desire for someone who you know is unobtainable, or who you lack the courage to approach at any rate.

We danced a while longer and then headed to the bar and had a drink, although I was already feeling a little buzz from all the attention I was getting. That's when I started cooking up a wicked little scheme of my own, but I put it on the back burner and turned my attention back to the job at hand. Josh had spotted one of Angie's friends checking us out on the dance floor so it appeared we had accomplished at least some part of our goal. We hung around anyway, just in case Angie appeared, and we danced a little more and had a couple more drinks and then we stopped off to grab a quick burger on the way back to Josh's apartment.

It was good that we were eating something because the booze had gone straight to my head and I was beginning to be buzzed from alcohol as well as well as the adrenaline rush of newfound popularity.

This time we didn't make it all the way inside the apartment before Josh was trying to kiss me again, and this time I let him.


CHAPTER 5:

"What are we doing?" I asked very softly once our lips had parted but while I was still held tightly in his strong embrace.

"I don't know," Josh replied. "Kissing I guess."

"Obviously, but to what end?" I said.

"I don't know that either, but I just knew I had to kiss you. Did you like it?"

"Well...yeah, I guess. Kissing is always nice I suppose."

Then we kissed again, this time full on open mouth, and I felt my arms wrapping tightly around his back and my hands clutching at his hair. The kiss seemed to go on and on but it was probably nothing out of the ordinary really.

"Jesus, let's go inside at least," I said in a raspy whisper. "Someone might see us."

I don't know why that mattered to me one way or the other but it sort of did. I knew what I was doing was terribly, terribly wrong so I guess I felt guilty about doing it so brazenly out in the open, not that anyone else would be likely to think anything of it.

Once we were inside I was pinned against the wall and we were kissing again as Josh cupped one of my boobs in his hand while his other hand kind of grabbed my butt. My heart was pounding so hard it sounded like a drum in my head and I realized that my panties were getting kind of moist.

"This is crazy," I managed to croak between kisses.

"I know," Josh replied as he unzipped the back of my dress.

"Not here," I whispered. "Let's go in the bedroom."

"Okay," Josh replied as he took my hand and led me to his inner sanctum.

I don't know why that mattered to me but I guess it made me feel like a little less of a slut or something. I still didn't know exactly what was going to happen but I knew that whatever it was it was going to happen with my dress unzipped so the bedroom seemed like a more appropriate location for that sort of thing.

Once there Josh finished the unwrapping and pulled my dress to the floor. Because of the way the thing was cut so low in both the front and the back I couldn't wear a bra with it so I was left just standing there in my panties and my boots. I realized that Josh hadn't seen my bare breasts before and the way he was looking at them I had a feeling he'd never forget them.

"You are so fantastically gorgeous," he said as he just stood there admiring me.

"I'm sure you say that to all the girls," I said teasingly, which was probably true, but still made me feel especially hot and sexy.

He came and stood behind me so that he could cup both of my bare boobs in his hands and soon he was jiggling and fondling them much as I had done myself that first night in his bathroom, only now it felt a whole lot more interesting having someone else doing the fondling.

Then he made a move that caught me completely by surprise. With one hand still on my tits he stuck the other down my panties and started to feel me up between the legs. I gasped and was paralyzed with fright.

"Say, you're pretty turned on, aren't you?" Josh said in my ear.

"No I'm not," I tried to protest.

"You can't deny it. I can feel how wet you are," he said.

"Well what about you?" I shot back. "I can feel your big boner pressing up against my butt."

"I won't deny it. I'm totally turned on by you."

"But you can't be, you know who I am," I whined.

"I can't help it. I don't think about that other person when I'm looking at you. I just see a beautiful woman named Jenny."

Bingo! That explained a whole lot. Of course he didn't think of me as Robert because he didn't see Robert, he saw Jenny. And because Jenny was a girl he didn't think of me as a guy. Consequently his dick was just reacting the way it would with any other girl he found attractive.

Things were a little trickier with me because I knew damn well who he was. It was the same old Josh I had known since childhood, except now he had a finger in my pussy and his breath on my neck was so hot I was afraid he'd leave burn marks.

"Are you going to fuck me?" I asked in a slightly shaky voice.

"Do you want me to?"

"I think so," I replied.

"Well why don't you finish getting undressed and get on the bed?" he suggested. "Then you can decide."

Anything that delayed what was probably the inevitable was fine with me. Once he had gotten his hand in my panties I think I knew that there was no turning back, but at least Josh had given me time to cool down and rethink things.

I took off my boots and my panties but left my jewelry on because I didn't know if girls took that stuff off or not when they had sex. It was just one of those things that I'd never had to think about before.

Once I was basically naked I got on the bed and sat on my knees facing Josh, who was also in the process of stripping. I'd seen Josh wearing nothing but swim trunks or boxer shorts before, and I'd even seen him naked when we both went skinny dipping one time on a camping trip when we were kids, but I'd never seen him nude as an adult.

I'd always admired his strong muscular body, since mine was nothing like that at all, but if anything it was even more impressive now that I was seeing him through female eyes. I knew so little about sex that I wasn't even sure exactly how a muscular body would be advantageous, but I could certainly see how it made a man more appealing from a visual standpoint. I guess it was sort of like the way looking at a girl's tits had always gotten me excited as a guy. Something about that manly physique was just sending shivers down my spine.

And of course there was his cock. It looked big and hard and intimidating as it stuck straight out at me like an accusatory finger. Well, a really thick and long finger with bulging veins at any rate. I honestly don't know if he was unusually large but he was substantially larger than I was as Robert.

I'd never thought all that much about cocks, aside from my own, but I was very impressed by Josh's, even if it did scare me to think about what he wanted to do with it. There was almost a raw, savage, beauty to it I noted, which surprised me a bit. I'd never thought of a man's penis as being something potentially attractive, but then again I had never been a naked woman on a bed waiting for a man to put his penis inside me before and that seemed to change everything.

Josh came over to the bed and got up on it and sat on his knees in front of me. We kissed some more and I thrilled to the feeling of our bare skin pressing together. The sensuality of it made me feel positively lascivious, which was something I don't think I ever felt before. Then his hand was between my legs again and he resumed feeling me up. I had sort of assumed that we would talk things out a bit beforehand but I guess there wasn't really any point in that now. Once we were both naked on the bed and making out it was pretty obvious where this was all headed.

After a while Josh gently placed me on my back and spread my legs. Then he got in a position where he was on top of me supporting himself on his outstretched arms as he began to slide his cock into my pussy.

That was all there was to it. No dirty talk, no talk at all at that point, just a man penetrating a woman the way it had been done since the beginning of humanity. Then I realized that I was losing my virginity and thought it was kind of funny that I had to become a woman to find out what sex was like.

It hurt a little, at first, and I was afraid the whole thing was going to turn out to be overrated but that feeling soon passed as I began to experience wonderful new sensations and emotions. I had kind of tried to avoid eye contact with Josh because I was a little ashamed of the fact that I was letting another man screw me, but as he filled my tight pussy so exquisitely with his big erection I couldn't help but look up and gaze into his eyes.

"I can't believe how good this feels," I said.

"I know, isn't it awesome?" Josh replied.

"I've never done it before you know."

"Of course not. This is only your second time being female."

"No, I mean I've never done it at all," I confessed shyly.

"You're kidding. What about that chick in your chemistry class?"

"I was just bragging. I didn't want to seem like a total wimp."

"Wow, I just assumed that you'd gotten laid before," said Josh.

"Nope. You're my first," I said with a little smile.

"Well, that's quite an honor. I'm glad to be the one who's deflowering you," Josh said with a smile of his own."

"I'm glad it's you too," I said...and I meant it.


CHAPTER 6:

Sex was just better than anything I had ever known before. I wished it hadn't taken me so long to find that out but better late than never I suppose. Josh was really impressive the way he could support himself on his outstretched arms like that for so long, and even more impressive in the way that he could just keep fucking and fucking me the whole time without getting off. When I masturbated it was usually a pretty quick business.

I felt kind of lame that I didn't know any fancy tricks or techniques to use and I wondered what it was that made Angie so special in bed that Josh would go to all this trouble to win her back despite not really even liking her personality all that much. For some reason I really wanted Josh to think of me as "hot between the sheets" too.

"Oh my God! Wow...oh, oh, oh...wow!" I sort of sputtered and moaned as I felt my body kicking into an even higher gear of elation.

"Are you cumming baby?" asked Josh.

"Oh...I don't know...I guess maybe I am."

"Good, because I don't know how much longer I can hold out but I was waiting for you to get off."

"Awww...that's so sweet of you."

A little later Josh started grunting and then I could tell that he was finally ejaculating inside me. Having never had sex as a girl before I was kind of surprised by how emotional a feeling it was to have a man put his seed inside me, even though I knew we weren't going to have a baby or anything. It was just the idea of the act that did strange things to my brain. I felt so completely feminine that I actually forgot who I was for a moment or two.

Afterwards we just lay on the bed cuddling like a boyfriend and girlfriend or something and I felt a closeness to Josh that I had never known before, despite the years of our friendship. It felt like there were no barriers and nothing was taboo to talk about so I just opened up and let it rip.

"Did you ever have sex with my sister?" I asked.

"Oh, man, do you really want to know about that?" Josh replied with a slight groan.

"I'm just curious. I mean you went out with her quite a few times over the years. I figured you must have done something."

"You aren't going to ask me to compare you to your sister are you?"

"No, I wouldn't want to be compared to anybody. I had no idea what I was doing."

"You did just fine, honey," said Josh very tenderly.

"You're being nice, but I know you have high standards where sex is concerned," I reminded him.

"Well now this is where things get tricky," Josh said with a chuckle. "I told you stuff when you were a guy that was guy stuff. I never knew you'd turn into a girl and hold it against me."

"I'm not holding anything against you. I appreciate the fact that you have high standards. I just feel kind of dumb because I don't have any experience."

"Well you do now, honey. You have been officially fucked."

"Yeah, I guess I have, haven't I?" I said with a kind of goofy grin, still finding it all hard to believe. "And you fucked me. You just spread me open wide and stuck your big cock in my pussy and fucked me."

"And made you cum," Josh added.

"Oh, yes. You made me cum," I said with a laugh. "I don't think I'll ever forget that feeling."

"I'm really glad you're getting some enjoyment out of this whole thing. It must be kind of a burn to be dragged all over town trying to piss off some chick you don't really know."

"Actually the whole thing has been surprisingly enjoyable. I just never thought I'd be able to pull it off."

"You pull it off just great baby. Nobody in a million years would ever suspect that you weren't exactly what you appeared to be," said Josh.

We decided for "convenience" that I would just stay female and spend the night at Josh's place before resuming the search for Angie the next day. We had sex again before going to sleep and it was even better than the first time, although losing my virginity would always be a pretty special memory.

We didn't run across Angie on Saturday but we did have a nice time hanging out together and even stopped to do a little necking in the car at one point. The fact that we had actually been intimate together certainly made it easier for us to act like a couple out in public. Instead of being kind of a forced thing it felt very natural to lean against Josh when we walked or to hold hands or whatever. Even if we didn't find Angie I felt certain that anyone who knew her who saw us together would probably report that we were quite the item.

I had a family thing to go to on Sunday so when we finished up on Saturday night and Josh handed me the bottle of pills so that I could turn back into a man I did a rather devious thing I must admit. It was a big bottle with a bunch of pills in it, and I assumed that Josh wasn't keeping count of each one, so I slipped a few extras out and took them home with me that night.

The scheme of my own, that I had hatched on the dance floor, was about to be put into action.


CHAPTER 7:

What does a man want in bed? I'm sure that was the topic of many articles in various women's magazines and blogs and whatnot, but it was a question I was very anxious to answer. It was perhaps an odd thing to ask, since I was really a man, but due to my lack of personal experience I couldn't really draw on my own life for inspiration.

I did actually read some of those online articles and found them to be pretty helpful but I also wanted so visual guidance so I turned to porn and studied it as if I was cramming for a final exam. I figured most men watched a fuck ton of porn and the ideal bed-mate would probably be a woman who fucked like a porn star.

Now you may be wondering why I gave a shit about what men wanted in bed but for the sake of honesty I have to admit that my time spent as Jenny had made a very serious impression on me. Once I got used to the physical sensation of swishing hips and bouncing boobs I found that being female suited me in ways that I could never have imagined.

I didn't mind the extra work in having to get ready to go out because I could really see the improvement it made if I invested a little time and effort. And I didn't mind the idea of being thought of as softer and weaker than a powerful man, because I always had been that before, only now it was sort of expected of me. Most of all, I suppose, I liked the feeling of being thought of as sexy and appealing, especially by a guy like Josh, and I wanted to explore that a lot more.

When Josh slid his dick inside me it was like something clicked in my brain. I realized that our whole life together had really been leading up to that point in a way, even if I never would have admitted it to myself without turning female first. Some guys would probably rather die than let their male buddy see them so totally emasculated but for me it felt freeing in a way. I had always admired his overtly masculine traits and assumed that my worship of his body was because I wanted to be like him, but once he was inside me I realized that I didn't really want to be like Josh as much as I wanted even more to be submissive to his manly power.

He had always been the boss, the leader, the take charge guy in our relationship, and I always felt like I was walking in his shadow, but as a woman it elevated me in our friendship to more of an equal partner while still acknowledging that he was physically more powerful and commanding. Maybe I had been suppressing some physical desire for him all these years, or maybe I just discovered that once I was looking at him through female eyes, but in just the short time I had spent with him as a woman I saw how much more I liked the dynamic of our friendship.

My plan wasn't clearly defined or thought out over a long range at that point but I knew that I wanted to become the kind of a girl in bed that would make Josh forget about chasing after Angie, or anyone else for that matter. I had become a girl to try and make Angie jealous of me but instead I had made myself jealous of Angie. When I took that pill for Josh now I didn't want to do it so that we could run all over town looking for his ex, I wanted to do it so that he would take me in his strong arms and make love to me all night long.

So I decided to study and to practice, which is where those pilfered pills come into the equation. I was going to go out into the world as a woman by myself and let someone pick me up and presumably fuck like bunnies so that I could put all of my research into practice and hopefully be more prepared to please Josh the next time I had a chance to get him in the sack.

Being enthusiastic seemed to be one of the most important things to remember, which made total sense to me. A man wanted to know that his woman was genuinely enjoying herself so it was good to let him see that you were just as horny as he was. It was great to let a guy feel like he was in charge but it didn't hurt to take the initiative yourself sometimes.

Talking dirty also seemed to be a surefire way to get most men excited. That was probably the porn influence I figured. You didn't really need to do all that much talking during real sex, since your actions were speaking louder than words, but a few well-placed dirty words might speak volumes. In porn, since you didn’t know exactly what the actors were thinking or feeling, it was probably a good idea to make some noise or chat it up to indicate that everyone was having a really good time.

The other major takeaway I got from my scientific study of sex was that men really, really, really wanted blowjobs. Apparently they could be kind of hard to get, not that I would have known that on my own since all sex had been hard to get for me, but even a stud like Josh probably ran into some lasses who were reluctant to let him stick his penis in their mouth. That was not going to be me. I was going to suck cock like I loved it even if it turned out to be dirty and disgusting. If giving head happily made me stand out from the crowd than I was going to be the best BJ queen I could be.

It was funny but I didn't really feel all that frightened or turned off by the thought of sucking a man's cock, even when I was doing my research in my male body. It seemed like it gave you a great opportunity to take control of the situation and a chance to demonstrate some actual skill. Lying on my back while Josh fucked me was fantastic but he was doing most of the work. I wanted the chance to let him relax and let me go to town on his dick, and oral sex seemed like the best way to accomplish that.

It's hard to totally get into the psychology of the whole thing but I guess having had a dick my whole life made me think about it a little differently than an average woman might. Touching it was second nature. And while I normally had penis envy as a man I could delight in cock worship as a woman. If a guy had a terrific penis I didn't have to resent it, I could celebrate it. All of the things that had made me feel kind of wimpy and weak as a guy could be turned to my advantage as a girl. That's a pretty amazing thing when you think about it. Unless somebody came up with a pill that could turn me into a super stud I could at least turn myself into the woman of every man's dreams. In truth that probably suited my personality better anyway. I don't think I was ever cut out to be some big alpha male type. Femininity fit me like a glove.

So I read everything I could find on the subject of oral sex, and I watched a ton of videos, and I even practiced with a cucumber so that I'd at least have some idea what it would feel like trying to take something big and hard down my throat. It was kind of a crash course in fellatio but by the end of the week I felt like I was ready to try the real thing.

When I told Josh that I had already made other plans for Friday night I was kind of surprised at how disappointed he sounded. I don't know whether that was because he was kind of enjoying hanging out with me as Jenny, or whether he was bummed that we wouldn't be looking for Angie, but I liked to think that maybe he was sort of beginning to enjoy our new relationship, whatever the motive for its establishment had originally been.

It was a little trickier to manage the transformation from my own house, because I certainly didn't want my family to know what I was up to, but with a little planning and some sneaking around to the back door I managed to get out of the house without anyone noticing. Then I got in my car, hoped that no cops would pull me over and ask to see my license, and headed off for a nightclub I had read about on the Internet that had a reputation for being a real meat market. That was just the thing I wanted and I was definitely dressed for the occasion.


CHAPTER 8:

His name was Tim and he had hit on me remarkably fast. I felt a little guilty about having gone home with the first guy who asked me, but I hadn't gone to that club to kill time and find someone with the right chemistry, I had gone there to get laid so the quicker we got to his place the more time we'd have for sex.

Tim was a pretty cute guy, and seemed very confident, which I suppose isn't surprising since a guy has to have some pretty big balls to just go up to an attractive girl and make a move on her. I would never have had the confidence to ask someone who looked like me out for a milkshake, let alone suggest that we go right to my apartment after one drink and a very quick whirl on the dance floor.

For someone who had only had sex twice in their life before I sure seemed to find it remarkably easy to be the vixen of easy virtue. I guess it's because I wanted to be that so very badly, and had spend so much time thinking about what that would be like, that when I finally got the chance I didn't skip a beat. We were barely in the door before I was on my knees, unfastening his pants and pulling out his cock.

It was a nice cock. Nice and hard and thick and manly. Maybe not as big as Josh, I don't know, I still wasn't a great judge of that, but it was plenty big enough for me and I started stroking it as soon as I had it free from his trousers. I'd never had a penis that close to my face before and I noticed the slightly musky smell. I don't know if that's the greatest scent in the world but it smelled like manliness to me and it made me want to taste him so I stuck out my tongue and licked the bottom of his helmet.

That was pretty much the way I went about it, licking his shaft, then stroking him some more, then licking the tip, and more stroking. I glanced up at him a few times and the expression on his face said it all. I was doing the right thing and he was loving every minute of it, which motivated me even more to keep going.

"Damn girl, you'd think that was a lollipop or something," said Tim one time when I had glanced up and we had made serious eye contact.

I just smiled up at him and stuck my tongue way out and let it run circles around the tip of his dick. Then I opened my mouth wide and took my first plunge down onto his raging hard on. I got maybe three inches or so into my mouth and then let it slide back out very slowly, forming a tight pocket with my lips.

It felt like the practice and study was really paying off. Ordinarily the sight of a big stiffy in my face would probably have been pretty terrifying, but because I was prepared for it, anxious really, I attacked his dick with total confidence.

What made it even more satisfying was the fact that I found the experience to be totally exciting and arousing. I really couldn’t think of anything more visceral and intimate than having a man’s cock in my mouth. It was so warm and alive and pulsating with energy that the more I sucked it the more I craved. It was certainly a surprise to find out how much I loved giving head, but a very pleasant one considering that I could have hated it and hated myself for doing it.

“Do you like that?” I purred very softly between strokes and sucks while flashing Tim my most innocent little smile.

“Damn girl, do you really have to ask?” Tim said with a laugh. “There’s nothing better than getting your dick sucked by a gorgeous babe.”

Yes there is, I thought. You could be the gorgeous babe doing the sucking.


CHAPTER 9:

Mentally I had prepared myself for the inevitable ejaculation that would presumably follow a successful blowjob but there really had been no way to practice that so that when Tim started to cum in my mouth I wasn’t sure how I was going to react. Fortunately I was so hopped up on the hotness of the whole situation leading up to that big moment that I tackled it with the same enthusiastic gusto, letting him pump his entire load down my throat with glee.

Looking back on it he must have assumed that he had really hit the jackpot that night, because he later told me that a lot of girls don’t like giving head, or only do it reluctantly or halfheartedly. Once I got started I don’t think I could have done it any other way because I was positively driven by a feeling of lust that bordered on manic. I guess having lived such a sexless life so far had made everything carnal seem amazing and fresh and exciting. And being feminine seemed to get me turned on just by getting dressed, or walking, or standing around in a skirt feeling the unfamiliar sensation of wind blowing up between my bare legs.

Even something as simple as my arms bumping against my tits, which they seemed to do more often than was probably ladylike, gave me a little tingle. Needless to say being on my knees in front of a man with his prick in my mouth was almost more arousal than I could handle.

It did seem kind of funny to me that I appeared to be far more horny as a woman than I had ever been as a man, since men are supposed to be the ones who walk around with an erection all day. I had heard somewhere that men think about sex every seven seconds, which is like more than 500 times an hour or something, but I always found that a little hard to believe. Don’t get me wrong, I thought about sex as a man plenty, especially since thinking about it was probably the only sex I was going to get, but as soon as I turned into Jenny it seemed hard to think of anything other than sex.

That might be a bit of an exaggeration, but not that far from being true. Maybe a better way of putting it was that as soon as I turned into Jenny I started feeling sexy. The way I dressed probably had something to do with that since I tended to show a fair amount of skin, and my clothing really accentuated the curves of my body. And using makeup to try and make my face even more pretty than it already was probably added to the sensation as well. As a woman I was really intent on making myself stand out and look appealing. At first it had been all about trying to make Josh’s ex Angie jealous, but it didn’t take long at all for me to embrace the idea of seeking beauty for my own personal satisfaction.

Now I’m not saying that I thought I looked like a supermodel, or some sort of “ideal” image of womanly perfection but I liked what I saw in the mirror and it was becoming pretty obvious to me that a lot of men liked what they saw when they looked at me too. That was pretty heady stuff to try and comprehend. I was used to being in Josh’s shadow, and basically shy and reluctant to call attention to myself, but now I was coming out of my shell and seeking the spotlight for myself.

I had gotten myself into this whole crazy situation because Josh had asked me for a favor and I was happy to help him any way that I could, and then we had crossed a line that I never thought we would cross and made love together. And because I enjoyed that experience so much I was anxious to do it again, and maybe even make him forget about his ex entirely and devote some of his pent up sexual energy on me. The whole point of stealing a couple of pills and sneaking out as Jenny on my own was entirely so that I could get some practice having sex so that I’d be a more dynamic lay if Josh wanted to fuck me again. It all actually makes some kind of sense when you spell it all out like that, but as Tim and I finally got around to getting naked and getting in bed I was beginning to question my motives a bit.

Tim was attractive, but not as hot as Josh, and he was a total stranger as opposed to Josh being my lifelong best friend, and yet I found it incredibly easy to whip up all sorts of erotic enthusiasm for the guy and honestly couldn’t wait for him to get hard again so that he could stick his dick in my pussy, which was practically aching to be fucked.

Maybe I liked the fact that he had chosen me out of a room full of hot girls. Josh and I had just sort of fallen into sex as the result of pretending to be boyfriend and girlfriend so much that it was probably inevitable that something physical would happen. I had been a very convenient lay for Josh but Tim had to go out seeking pussy and work up the courage to actually hit on me, which I knew wasn’t the easiest thing in the world for a guy to do. And while I hadn’t been picky or choosy about which guy I practiced with once I actually got down and dirty with the man I wasn’t really thinking about Josh all that much.

When Tim pushed my legs back I put my hands under my knees and pulled so that I was about as open as I could get lying on my back and waited anxiously for the moment when he would penetrate my sweet pink pussy at last. I wasn’t disappointed. As he slid inside me I felt that incredible sensation of fullness and connectivity. And although we were still essentially strangers his cock felt like an old friend after having given him such a thoroughly aggressive BJ.

“Damn, girl, you’re the horniest little bitch I’ve ever seen,” Tim commented as I moaned and wiggled around in response to his manly thrusts. “How did I ever get so lucky?”

I totally knew what he meant. Tim was no doubt far more experienced sexually than I was as a man, or a woman for that matter, but I know I would have been totally blown away by a girl like me jumping into the sack so easily and putting out with such reckless abandon. It was like the kind of porn-fueled fantasies I sometimes had when jacking off to a really hot video. Tim probably really did feel lucky to be scoring with me, and that meant he probably also really appreciated what I was doing with him, and that made me want to do even more, although I don’t know how much more I could have done at the moment with him pinning me to the mattress and nailing the living shit out of me.

“Oh yesssss...fuck me...fuck my little pussy!” I wailed as I felt myself building up to a real sexual crescendo.

“Yeah, baby, yeah! Keeping talking dirty like that and I’ll keep fucking your little pussy,” Tim replied.

“Oh, God...oh, God...oh, God...your cock feels so fucking good inside me.”

Apparently I was wrong about not being able to do more while flat on my back because my spontaneously profane outbursts seemed to be kicking Tim into an even higher gear. I wasn’t doing it to turn him on, it was actually just pouring out of my slutty mouth in an uncontrollable flood, but it seemed to be really turning his screws.

“I want you to cum all over my tits,” I suddenly exclaimed.

“Oh, shit! Aren’t you fixed? You should have told me and I would have worn a rubber,” Tim replied with a little nervous annoyance.

“No, no, it’s nothing like that. I just want to watch you ejaculate and feel your hot cum all over my skin,” I assured him.

“Damn! You are one of a kind, baby,” Tim said with a grin, obviously relieved that things weren’t going to get really complicated for him down the line.

After some final vigorous strokes Tim pulled out and straddled my stomach. He started to jack himself off but I reached out and took his cock in my hand and did the job myself. His first jet shot out so hard it hit me in the cheek but I got the aim down after that and bathed my boobs in his warm jizz. Staring right into that fleshy little slit as it spewed pearly ropes of cum on my tits was mindbogglingly amazing.


CHAPTER 10:

I wasn’t entirely sure if there was actually a method to my madness or whether I was just losing my mind. The first couple of times that I became Jenny it was easy to get caught up in the novelty of the situation. It was fun to have a secret identity. It was entertaining to have a more active social life. And it was mind blowing to have sex.

That the whole crazy scheme hadn’t turned out to be the worst experience of my life was a tremendous relief. I should have been happy with that. Just do what Josh needed me to do to get his girlfriend back and hope that I wouldn’t be scarred for life by the experience of pretending to be female for a short time.

Somehow I had allowed myself to go deeper than I would ever have imagined possible. Now I was steeling pills so that I could be Jenny on my own, and deliberately going out and letting random guys fuck me, and loving every minute of it. Sure, I was just a piece of ass to Tim, but that was something important and valuable to a guy. He seemed to really appreciate the fact that I had agreed to go to bed with him, and he seemed to enjoy the things we did together.

That made me feel really good about myself, even though an actual woman might feel some kind of shame over being a “slut” who let men pick her up and have meaningless sex with her. I didn’t have any of those notions. Tim and I both just wanted to fuck that night so we fucked. It was an equal exchange of pleasure. A win-win in my book.

If there was any “shame” involved it was that I was really a man allowing himself to be boned by another man, but I didn’t feel any of that either. It was kind of scary. I thought I would turn back into a man and hate myself for what I had done, but instead all I could think about was how much I wanted to do it again...and again...and again.

I had rationalized this aspect of the operation as a training exercise to make myself a better lover in Josh’s eyes, and I’m sure that even though it was only one night of practice I had gained some valuable skills and insights. I certainly knew that I could give a competent BJ and enjoy myself in the bargain. But now things were getting a little cloudy in my mind and I wasn’t sure if I wanted to get picked up again so that I could get more experience, or because I really just got off on the idea of different men putting their dicks inside me.

Of course I would fuck Josh again if he wanted to, but I was also kind of anxious to fly solo again. And it was less complicated if I fucked strangers who didn’t have any expectations of anything more than a one-night-stand. An emotional entanglement with Josh might be ruinous. If we got too deeply involved it might be hard to know when to call it quits and then there might be bad feelings that could damage or even destroy our long friendship. Even now I wasn’t sure how easily we would ever go back to our old friendship but I could imagine that it might be damn near impossible if we were to do something totally foolish like fall in love.

Yet that was what one side of me wanted to do. I wanted Josh to love me and think I was beautiful and want to take me to bed and fill me with his manly cock as often as possible. That sounded wonderful. We’d still be friends but I’d be so much more than I ever was before, and I could show my affection openly. I knew that we already loved each other as friends but it can be hard to express that between two men in a heterosexual relationship. With me as a woman we were free to do and say things we would never do and say when I was a man. It was a dreamy thought, but about as substantial as a dream when you looked at it in the cold light of day.

Another side of me wanted to explore what being a woman might be like without Josh in the equation. Josh had defined so much of who I was, and I had followed his lead for so long that it was kind of liberating to know that I could go out and stand on my own two feet...even if I was still a little wobbly in heels.

Jenny had the chance to step out from behind Josh’s shadow and be her own person. Maybe that person would be a free-wheeling party girl, or maybe she’d grow into something else, but it could be entirely up to me to find that path if I wanted to.

And still another side of me wanted to slap myself in the face and shake some sense into me. I wasn’t Jenny, or any other woman, I was Robert Jenkins. It said so on my birth certificate, and my driver’s license, and my school transcripts, and every other document that had my name affixed to it. There were pictures and home movies to prove it. Most of the week I was confronted by that fact in the mirror every morning as I shaved my face before heading off to class. Without those pills Jenny didn’t exist.

So what was I doing having romantic dreams about my best friend or debating whether it was better for me to forge my own female identity? For what purpose? To what end? Having a kinky weekend fetish was cool and all, but I had a real life to get on with. And I had only swiped a few pills. I couldn’t go on sneaking pills from Josh’s stash without him realizing that something was wrong at some point. It seemed pretty obvious what I had to do.

I had to find my own supply of those pills.


CHAPTER 11:

Finding those pills was actually easier than I thought it would be but I guess a college campus was the kind of place where such a thing might be in demand. I had no idea how many people who used the drug were actually seeking a transgender experience or how many might be just trying it for kicks as something you’d do when everything else had become boring. In any case I was well-supplied which certainly made it easier for me to become Jenny on demand, but also much harder for me to break the habit since I had just made it so much more convenient to continue down that path.

I had decided to split the weekend up between helping Josh look for Angie on Friday night and going out on my own on Saturday night. It would mean having to burn two pills, since I’d be going home as a man after being with Josh, but now that pills weren’t a problem I didn’t have to worry so much about trying to ration them out to make them last.

Josh seemed very happy to see me but I had a feeling that was because he knew I was about to turn into Jenny again, which was fine with me. I wanted Josh to look forward to those times when I was a girl.

After I took the pill I had to put my face on and get dressed and I made a point of taking my time to stroll around either nude or just in my panties. I just acted like I was changing my mind about what to wear, or had to pop into the bathroom to get something. I knew Josh was watching me and I hoped he would get so aroused that we’d drop the whole idea of going out to look for Angie and just stay in and fuck and I thought it was going work when he came over and stood behind me as I sat putting my makeup on.

“Man you look so good tonight baby,” said Josh as he rubbed my shoulders. “I sort of wish we didn’t have to go out, if you know what I mean.”

“Well, we don’t really have to go out, do we?” I replied, knowing exactly what he meant.

“No, we don’t have to, but I have a pretty good hunch that Angie is going to be at that club tonight so hopefully we can just put in a quick appearance and split.”

A local band that Angie particularly liked was going to be playing at a small club that night and Josh was pretty certain that she’d be there. It did seem like a good chance to bump into her, but I was a little miffed that my ploy to keep him home with me all night seemed to have failed. At least he made it sound like he was anxious to get the Angie business out of the way so that we could get down to business as quickly as possible.

The club was small and kind of rundown; really a dive bar with a small stage at one corner of the room where aspiring rock stars came to play in front of a live audience for little or no money. Even so the place was pretty packed by the time we got there and Josh had to kind of fight his way to the bar to get us a couple of beers.

It was mostly a college crowd, which wasn’t surprising since this was a college town, and I looked around the room for Angie but didn’t see her anywhere. The band was just about to start their first set so when Josh finally made it back with our drinks we just sort of stood off to one side and waited.

Actually the band was pretty good and it looked like Angie and I might have the same taste in music that we did in men, which was an amusing thought. I obviously didn’t really know Angie well, and she was now my rival for Josh’s affections, but I wondered what I’d think of her  under different circumstances. She must have had her reasons for dumping Josh and I was kind of curious to know what those reasons might be. Josh had always been my ideal of a man, and that was long before I had a chance to appreciate all of his manly qualities.

“There she is,” said Josh all of a sudden as he spotted her across the room. “Let’s go dance and pretend like we don’t see her.”

We pressed our way closer to the front of the stage where some people were bopping and grooving to the music and began to join them. As I glanced over at Angie it appeared that she was there with a couple of friends and they were just hanging in the back nursing their beers like we had been doing just prior to her arrival. Her friends were pretty cute, I noted, but hot girls tend to run in packs. I sort of wished that I had a pack to run with, or at least some other woman to talk to as a friend.

Josh was being very “handsy” with me, which I knew was for Angie’s benefit, but it still made me tingle whenever he touched me or got really close. I started to do a few extra sexy moves that I hoped would get Angie’s attention...and Josh’s as well.

“I didn’t know you could dance so well,” said Josh over the noise of the band.

“Neither did I,” I said with a grin as I jiggled my boobs and shook my booty.

It was definitely working because I could see that Angie wasn’t looking at the stage, she had her eyes firmly locked on wherever Josh and I happened to be standing at the moment. And she looked kind of pissed. I suppose I couldn’t blame her. It was kind of a shitty thing to deliberately go around trying to put ourselves in her face when it seemed like she was just trying to get on with her life.

I felt kind of guilty about trying to give her a hard time and I wondered what it was that made her dump Josh in the first place. Of course my sister had gone out with him too a number of times over the year and that never lasted. I wondered whether that was a mutual thing or whether one had rejected the other.

Having always had so much hero worship for Josh it was hard to imagine what would make a girl turn away from him. Did he cheat on them? I knew he sometimes went out with more than one girl at a time but I never knew exactly what kind of commitments he might have made to any of them. Was it a money thing? When it looked like he might have a career in pro sports I could see how that would be pretty appealing so maybe the fact that he chose to be a mechanic instead was a turn off, although I knew he was saving up to start his own custom business and had every faith that he’d pull it off eventually. It certainly couldn’t be because he didn’t satisfy them sexually, that much I could personally attest to.

The truth was that I didn’t know much more about relationships than I did about sex so I was just trying to figure things out as I went. It was all very mysterious and exciting to me, although I could see the potential for some real heartache as well.

Even before the first set had ended Angie took off and I again felt guilty. She had just wanted to enjoy a nigh out with friends listening to a favorite band and we had deliberately tried to make her uncomfortable. Of course it also meant that our work there was done and that we could go and fuck now, so I tried to focus on that instead of my guilt trip over Angie.

I thought about surprising Josh by giving him a BJ as we drove back to his place but we didn’t have a long drive and I figured that I could probably wait. I just didn’t want to wait too long.


CHAPTER 12:

“Wow, what’s gotten into you?” Josh asked as he looked down at the sight of his old friend now on her knees giving him head.

“Obviously your cock, silly,” I replied. “Don’t you see it in my mouth?”

“I do, but it’s kind of hard to believe.”

“Don’t you like it?”

“Love it, but it surprises me that you’d be willing to do it.”

So I had surprised him, as I hoped I would, and it appeared that it was a pleasant surprise for him as well. We had started kissing as soon as we got back to his place and I didn’t wait too long to drop down and fish out his manhood. Sucking his cock in the car would have been fun but being on my knees with his dick in my mouth just seemed like a much more powerful image.  I had a feeling that he would be even more turned on by seeing me in such a submissive posture.

Oddly I found being a woman around Josh both empowering and humbling. I had taken control of the sexual situation by initiating the action yet deliberately chose to do it in a way that would reinforce Josh’s masculinity and physical dominance. Being female made Josh treat me with a greater degree of equality than I had known before as a man, but once we started making out I wanted him to be a bull and assert himself. Then it was beautiful to be small and soft and feminine and willing to do anything to please him.

“Man, this is incredible baby. How did you ever learn how to do this?” asked Josh.

“Oh, I’ve been practicing,” I replied coyly.

“Really? What do you mean by practicing?”

“You know...just studying,” I said as I put my lips back to better use in the service of his rigid tool.

The real capper was when I let him bust his nut down my throat and then licked up every spare drop I could get my tongue on. After that we finally stripped and got in bed. I knew Josh was delighted by the blowjob but he still seemed kind of worried about something for some reason.

“So what did you mean by practicing?” Josh asked again.

“Jeez! I thought you’d be happy that I wanted to suck your cock,” I protested.

“I am happy. Deliriously happy. But you sucked it so good it’s hard to believe it was your first time. You’re not like gay are you?”

“No I’m not gay. How could you know me for so many years and not know a thing like that?” I said.

“I don’t know. People keep lots of things secret, especially things like that,” Josh pointed out. “I’m not pissed off I’m complimenting you. That was a fantastic BJ. I was just curious to know how you could have gotten so good so fast if you’ve never done it before.”

“Well I didn’t exactly say that I’d never done it before,” I admitted a little hesitantly. “I just meant that I hadn’t done it as a guy.”

“Now you’re totally confusing me.”

“Well, maybe I sort of went off on my own and...you know...did it,” I said.

“You sucked some other guy’s cock? Where the hell did you get the pills?” Josh said in a rather demanding tone of voice.

“Oh, I found some guy at school who knew where to get them,” which was at least partially true, even if I had swiped a couple from Josh.

“I don’t know how I feel about you fucking other guys behind my back,” said Josh.

“You’re the one who started all of this,” I reminded him. “You fed me those pills and turned me into a woman. And you’re the one who couldn’t keep his hands off of me until I finally gave in and let you have your way. Why do you care who I fuck or don’t fuck? I thought the whole point of this was to get back together with Angie.”

“Yeah, maybe...or at least get even with her for dumping me. I just never imagined that you’d go off and fuck around with other men like some kind of a slut.”

“I did it for you! I wanted to surprise you and please you and make you happy by seeing that I could be a good lover like Angie was,” I said, starting to get a little emotional. “It was utterly meaningless. I just wanted to practice giving head.”

“You could have practiced with me,” Josh shot back.

“But that would have ruined the surprise,” I cried, realizing that tears were actually rolling down my cheeks.

“Oh, baby, don’t cry,” Josh pleaded, changing his tone completely. “I didn’t mean to get you upset.”

“Well you did,” I pouted.

“And I’m sorry about that. You were just trying to do something nice for me and now I’ve gone and messed it all up by getting angry. I guess I just don’t like to think of you being with other guys.”

“I’d rather be with you,” I said softly.

“And I love being with you too, baby.”

“Really?”

“Here...feel how hard you’re making my cock right now,” he said as he put my hand on his throbbing dick.

“It is pretty hard,” I said.

“You’ll feel a lot better once I put that big hard cock inside your sweet little pussy.”

“I guess you’re right.”

“I know I’m right,” said Josh as he swung over on top of me and did just as he said he would.

And he was right that I would feel better, but I still felt kind of funny about the way things had played out. It was certainly a learning experience. I had learned that Josh was jealous of me being with other men, and I had learned that crying might be a very useful way to control the outcome of an argument. I hadn’t cried on purpose, but it didn’t seem too hard to get myself worked up in a crying state.

It was so strange to have an argument with Josh. I usually just went along with whatever he wanted to do without kicking up a fuss. I don’t think I would ever have stood up to him like that as a man. I felt kind of powerful knowing that I could make him jealous, considering that we weren’t even dating for real or anything like that, yet it was all so silly. He knew I was really a guy, and I knew I was really a guy, and yet here we were quarreling like lovers. Of course the fact that we were now making love made that seem a little bit more logical, even if it wasn’t.

I didn’t know how much good it was going to do me in the long run but it felt like I had come a very long way from the first time I had nervously popped one of those pills and found myself in a new body. I still had a staggering amount to learn about being a woman before I could really feel totally female but as I lay on my back, with Josh’s cock thrusting deeply inside me, I felt feminine enough to truly enjoy the experience. Things might be getting a little complicated now but at least the act of love making was about as simple and clear as you could get. Man...woman...cock...pussy...and a bunch of wet sticky stuff at the end. That was all there really was to it but boy was it fun while it was happening!


CHAPTER 13:

I was really feeling a strong desire to talk to someone about Josh who had some experience being in a relationship with him, and since Angie was pretty much out of the question, that meant that my sister Karen was the most logical source of information. Although I wasn’t quite sure how to go about asking for that without giving away too much.

“So how come you and Josh never seemed to go out together for very long?” I asked as casually as I could.

“Why? Has he been asking about me?” Karen replied.

“No, no, nothing like that,” I said quickly, not wanting to add my own sister to my competition. “I was just curious. He and I have been friends forever, and always get along perfectly well, I was just wondering whether anything bad happened between you two.”

“Not really bad but when it comes to women your friend Josh is quite possessive but has kind of a double standard. He expects you to date him exclusively while he’s free to mess around on the side,” Karen explained with a shrug.

“That’s not right,” I said.

“No, but that’s kind of a typically male attitude...especially males like Josh,” Karen said with a laugh.

“What do you mean?”

“Josh is one of those guys who is really attractive to women...but the problem is he knows it. You’re not a woman so you wouldn’t understand but sometimes you just meet a guy, and even though you know he’s not right for you, you just can’t help yourself. You tell yourself you can change him, or that he’ll mature over time, or that he just hasn’t met the right woman before, but in the end you find out that he’s been cheating on you and if you can’t handle that then it’s time to move on.”

“That sucks that he cheated on you,” I said sympathetically.

“Well I didn’t care about him seeing other women so much, it was just the double standard thing. Just be glad you’re not female and don’t have to deal with that kind of crap. You guys have been friends forever and I’m sure he has a totally different set of standards for how he treats his male buddies. Lots of men are like that.”

Unfortunately I could understand what she was saying completely. I had already seen flashes of Josh’s possessiveness with me, although he hadn’t specifically stated his intention to see other women. I did know that Josh was kind of a player and liked to have a number of girls in his life but I never pressed for the details and it never really bothered me too much because I wasn’t personally impacted by that. If anything I suppose I would have to say that it just sort of increased his mystique as a lady’s man who could bag any girl he wanted.

I was glad that I had been able to get my questions answered without Karen guessing my real reason for asking but it was probably pretty unlikely that anything I said would have made her jump to the conclusion that I had come across a gender changing pill and was turning into a woman and having sex with my best friend Josh. There was actually a side of me that almost wanted her to know because I felt kind of lonely with no female friends but I wasn’t quite ready to cross that bridge just yet.

I assumed that my sister had fucked Josh, I mean that was obviously a big part of his appeal to women, but it was hard for me to wrap my head around the thought that she and I might have had the same guy’s cock inside us. It brought back some of the jealous memories I had of her taking Josh’s time away from me only now I added the catty jealousy of hoping that I was as good in the sack as she was, or better.

Things can get pretty screwy when you start tampering with nature and messing around with your gender using chemicals. There’s a lot more to it rather than just whether you have to wear a bra or not. The whole dynamic of your relationships with other people is different and your decisions have different consequences. I was in too deep to quit now but I knew that I was playing a dangerous game.


CHAPTER 14:

When I told Josh that I wasn’t available on Friday night he tried not to seem too pissed off, but I could tell that he was annoyed. He pressed me for details but I was deliberately vague. In the old days my availability was of little or no concern to Josh, but of course in the old days I didn’t have a pussy. Now that I did I had become far more interesting to my pal.

That was a pretty cool feeling because I had always been the one kind of trailing after Josh, happy to be allowed to be part of his world. As I said before when you’re a kid and someone is a couple of years older it’s a really big deal and that feeling never really goes away I guess, even when the age difference doesn’t seem to matter anymore. The impression it makes on you in your childhood is pretty strong and lasting. Even though we were adults now nothing much had changed in our relationship until I started taking those wonderful pills.

Josh was obviously very attracted to me as a girl which meant that I was more than just pleasant company, I was an object of desire. Because he wanted to bed me he knew that he had to concern himself a lot more with trying to keep me happy. Maybe it was wrong for me to enjoy that feeling so much, or to be willing to try and use it to my advantage, but I couldn’t really help myself.

My feelings for Josh were changing too. Looking at him through female eyes I was far more likely to be critical of things that I pretty much ignored in the past. There was a lot of power in knowing that he had to please me in order to get in my panties. And I also knew that I had to be more cautious around him because of his history of philandering and double standards. Even his plan to try and make Angie jealous had gone from seeming kind of silly to feeling a bit petty and almost desperate. I could empathize with Angie and felt bad sometimes for participating in this whole sham. If their relationship was over it was time for both of them to move on. It didn’t seem healthy to be messing around playing games, but I guess Josh’s ego was getting a little fragile these days now that he wasn’t the big man on campus anymore.

On the other hand Josh had become even more appealing to me for very different reasons.  His sexual charisma could make me go weak at the knees and I could swoon just looking at his manly body. I had kind of gone from hero worship to cock worship, which was actually a lot nicer because hero worship is kind of a passive thing done from afar, and cock worship is a very visceral and intimate thing.

I didn’t know how much I could really trust Josh but I knew how easy it would be to fall head over heels in love with him, if I hadn’t already. The thought of being his partner and mate seemed like the most delicious daydream fantasy in the world. I could be so happy trying to make him happy, but would he ever be able to settle down with just one woman?

Despite that I had my own little game to play, hoping in a way to turn the tables and make Josh so jealous that he’d forget all about Angie and think only of me. And that involved me going out with other guys and getting my brains fucked out so even if my jealousy scheme didn’t work I’d still get some hard cock inside me so the effort wouldn’t be a total waste of time.

I had decided I was going to kick things up a notch and try to screw one of Josh’s friends and co-workers. His name was Marco, and I didn’t know him well at all although we had met a few times. He and Josh didn’t seem to be terribly close, but they did go out for a drink after work sometimes or something like that. The key thing was I had noticed that they tended to brag to each other about the pussy they were getting, or planning to get, and I had a feeling that if I could seduce Marco effectively he would probably mention the encounter to Josh, and even if he didn’t mention me by name there was a good chance that Josh would recognize me from the description.

It was kind of shocking to me how devious my thinking could be as a woman, but I was trying to fight fire with fire. Getting Josh to forget about Angie and concentrate on me was obviously for his own good, even if I wasn’t a long-term solution to his woman troubles. Forgetting about her seemed a lot healthier than running all over town trying to flaunt some fake relationship in her face, so in a way I was hoping to fuck Marco for Josh’s benefit, although he wouldn’t likely look at it that way now.

It didn’t hurt that Marco was a pretty studly dude with dark wavy hair and a well-developed upper body that he always seemed to stuff into a T-shirt that was a little too tight. To bait my trap I wore some cutoff jeans that were cut off just a tad too short and a halter top with no bra under it. It was slutty perfection and I had no doubt that he would be staring at my body from the moment I pulled into the shop.

My car actually did have a number of small things wrong with it, that Josh kept insisting would turn into bigger problems if I didn’t get it taken care of soon, which I kept putting off out of laziness. Now seemed like the perfect time to let Marco peek under my hood...and let him look at my car too!

The plan had worked like a charm. I had chosen a day when I knew that Josh wasn’t working and played kind of dumb, which wasn’t that hard to do since I really didn’t know much about cars, and even managed to find an excuse to bend over the open hood to try and show Marco where the “knocking” sound was coming from. After he gave me an estimate, which was actually pretty reasonable, I went into my act.

“Gosh, that’s a lot more than I was hoping to pay,” I said a little sullenly. “I don’t suppose there’s anything I could do to get a little discount?”

“Ah...like what did you have in mind?” Marco asked.

“Well...maybe we could come to some kind of an arrangement?” I suggested. “I’d do just about anything if you could give me a really good deal.”

“You really mean that?” asked Marco as he looked around a little nervously to make sure no one could hear us.

“Yeah,” I said, resting my hand very lightly on his firm chest. “Surely there’s something you can do for me...and I can do for you.”

So that’s how I ended up with a date with Marco for Friday night. I would have blown him in the bathroom of the shop if he wanted to, but he was way too nervous and couldn’t take the risk so I agreed to go out with him instead.

We met for drinks when his shift was done on Friday, although we both knew that was only a polite pretense. We had struck a bargain and I was there to pay up. After downing one quick one we were off to his apartment and a few moments later my dress was on the floor, my bra was hanging unhooked from my shoulders, and I was straddling his lap on the couch with just my panties still firmly in place. I realized that this was one bill I was going to rather enjoy paying.


CHAPTER 15:

As soon as my bra was completely out of the way Marco had my tits in both hands. He was giving them a good squeeze and burying his face in my cleavage.

“God damn, baby! Those are some sweet hooters,” he gushed as he pinched my nipples and rolled them around in his fingers. “I’ve been thinking about them ever since you first walked into the shop in that tight little shirt.”

“Speaking of tight little shirts, you don’t look so bad in one yourself, but I think I want to  see you in the flesh,” I replied.

Marco grinned and took his shirt off and I wasn’t disappointed by the view. He was rock solid and quite chiseled. It was a real man’s chest and I let one of my hands roam all over it before we started kissing.

When our tongues met Marco reached down and grabbed my butt cheeks, which were quite exposed in my little thong, and he alternated between squeezing them and slapping them. I got the definite impression that Marco wasn’t shy about doing what he wanted with a woman and that was fine with me. I wanted a five star review that he would pass along to Josh so it was pretty much an anything goes kind of night as far as I was concerned.

As we continued to kiss, and he still clutched at my ass, I began to grind my pussy down on his crotch. I had no idea what kind of meat he was packing under his jeans but I knew it must be rock hard by now. I was certainly damp, as Marco no doubt discovered when he pushed my panties aside and stuck a finger up my snatch.

“Do you want to suck my cock, baby?” he asked after a little more finger banging.

“Of course I do,” I purred lustfully.

“I thought you might,” he chuckled as he pulled his finger out of my pussy and I slid onto the floor between his legs.

I undid his pants and got his dick out, which was indeed quite erect, and to my delight quite gorgeous and of good size. I stroked him and used some of my saliva to lubricate him a bit before going down on his rod. I didn’t have much time to do anything fancy before Marco had grabbed my hair and was fucking my mouth rather vigorously. I was a little disappointed that I couldn’t demonstrate any sort of technique this way, but if this was what he wanted this was what he was going to get.

“I knew you’d be hot, baby. You must be one horny bitch to suck a stranger’s cock just to get a discount on your auto repair.”

I suppose he was right about that, although I did have an ulterior motive that I obviously couldn’t tell him about. It must have seemed a little odd, but maybe other girls traded sex for favors or discounts or better grades or something. It was certainly easy enough to do considering how sex starved most men were. When I was a man I would have done just about anything to get a cute girl to fuck me.

Of course I hadn’t chosen Marco just because he was Josh’s friend. I knew he was good-looking and as a woman I found it very easy to imagine myself in his powerful arms. I guess both my sister and I had a thing for men with nice bodies. Who could blame us, really? A hard-bodied man with a big throbbing cock was just about the sexiest thing in the world as far as I was concerned. All that manly strength and power was pretty darn irresistible.

“Yeah, that’s it bitch...suck it...suck it good,” Marco hissed.

Marco seemed to be getting a little cranked up but that only turned me on even more. I wondered whether Karen would react the same to someone saying something like that to her. Probably not, but who knows? Maybe there was some kind of a slutty little whore gene that ran in our family.

As I said before I wasn’t getting to do anything special other than taking his big dick down my throat without choking to death but it seemed to be pleasing Marco just the same, which was kind of the point of this whole exercise.

And speaking of exercise things got a whole lot more athletic in a big hurry when Marco got up, took his pants off, and flipped me over so that I was lying face down on the floor. A moment later I felt him grabbing me by the hips and lifting my back end up in the air. I was left to rest on my forearms while most of my body hung in space as Marco rammed his big cock into my pussy and started fucking with merciless intensity.

Soon I was whimpering and making little gulping noises as I sucked in my breath and let it back out rather noisily. I was feeling small and helpless and utterly at Marco’s disposal to do with as he pleased. He had at least asked me if I wanted to suck his cock. He had given me no warning at all for this move. I was afraid that I was going to get a rug burn on my elbows so I tried to push myself up to rest on my palms but I was getting fucked so hard I couldn’t quite keep my balance that way so I dropped back down on my forearms and dug my fingers into the carpet as I could feel my toes curling from the ecstasy.

This was just so hot and wild and more than I could ever have expected from my sneaky plan to make Josh jealous. For a moment I wondered whether my plan was foolish as well as sneaky because if the world was full of studs like Marco who could bone the living crap out of me why did I need to worry about what Josh thought? But then I realized that in my heart I really loved Josh and I wanted him to love me, at least for a time, even if it was impractical and probably impossible to sustain for very long.

“Squeal all you like, baby, you know this is what you came for,” said Marco as I suddenly realized that my whimpers had become more like yelps.

“Fuck yes...fuck yes...give it to me,” I moaned.

“You’re one crazy little bitch, aren’t you? I’ll bet you do all kinds of nasty stuff.”

I wasn’t sure exactly what sort of “stuff” he was referring to but he probably wasn’t too far off the mark with his “crazy little bitch” comment. I probably sounded pretty bonkers with the noises I was making and my whole slut routine from the beginning must have made me seem like some kind of a sex maniac. Maybe I was some kind of a sex maniac. I sure did seem to go pretty crazy whenever I was getting fucked.

Despite the throat fucking and the steady drilling he had been giving my pussy Marco wasn’t quite ready to finish with me I discovered as he lowered my legs to the floor so that I was resting on my knees. It was kind of reassuring to have contact with the solid ground again, although I had loved the sensation of being lifted and tilted like that.

Marco re-positioned himself so that he was hovering over my back as he slid his cock back inside me. He was obviously a man who wanted what he wanted when he wanted it and I was just along for the ride.

Marco started a little slower this time but it didn’t take long for him to build up a good head of steam and soon he was drilling me like he was looking for oil or something. I moaned and cried and shook and begged for more as I had a crazy intense orgasm that almost seemed like it was going to make me pass out.

Finally Marco pulled out and rolled me over on my back. He quickly straddled my torso and started to jack himself off furiously as I propped myself up on my arms to get a better view. Soon white jets of goo were flying through the air slamming into my face and dripping down on my chest. I tried to catch some of it on my tongue, like a kid chasing a snowflake, but most of it was just wildly spread all over me.

Marco moved forward and I sucked him clean without hesitation. I guess he just knew a crazy little bitch like me would want to taste his cum as a reward for services rendered.

“You know I can get you a good deal on a whole set of new tires if you want to take it up the ass,” Marco said with a laugh.

I wasn’t quite sure if he was joking but it was a tempting idea. I did need some new tires.


CHAPTER 16:

“So how was your Friday night?” Josh asked suspiciously when we were together the following evening.

“Great. How about yours?” I replied as innocently as possible.

“Nothing special,” Josh said rather darkly.

“That’s too bad. I had a good time.”

“So I hear.”

Apparently the news had traveled very quickly. I guess Marco was really anxious to brag about the crazy little bitch who whored herself out for discount auto repair. Josh obviously knew that it was me but I was going to confess on the spot. I was going to make him press me for the truth.

“How’s your car running?” asked Josh.

“Great. I finally had some work done.”

“That’s what I hear. And you had it done in my shop.”

“Yeah, why not? I always take my car there.”

“But to me, not to Marco!” he said rather loudly.

“You weren’t working that day and I heard a funny noise so I figured it was better to have it looked at right away,” I explained.

“Oh, sure, and as long as you were there getting a tuneup you figured you might as well offer the mechanic a blowjob.”

“What are you talking about?” I asked, knowing full well what.

“Are you denying that you sucked Marco’s cock?”

“Well that’s kind of a rude question so I’ll give you a rude answer. Yes I sucked his big hard cock!” I spat back defiantly.

“What were you thinking?” Josh sputtered.

“I was thinking he’s a cute guy and he asked me out so I went. What’s the big deal? Why do you care who I go out with?”

“Because you’re not really a girl!”

“That doesn’t stop you from fucking me.”

“That’s different.”

“How?”

“It just is.”

We went around like that a while longer and I started to get a bit emotional again. My plan had worked spectacularly but I guess I wasn’t prepared for the row that might ensue as a result. I suppose I was hoping that he’d just keep his suspicions to himself and that it would work on him on some subconscious level. Knowing Josh like I did I should have known that he would be more direct and proactive. It was one of the things that I admired about him, although it didn’t seem quite as admirable to me when it resulted in us fighting.

“You’re acting like a jealous boyfriend,” I pointed out.

“Maybe I am a little jealous,” Josh responded. “I mean, come on...Marco? Did you have to do it with someone I work with? Someone who was going to rub my face in it?”

“How was he possibly rubbing your face in anything? He had absolutely no idea that you knew who I was, or that you were the one responsible for making me a woman in the first place, or that you had ever laid a hand on me,” I reminded him sharply. “You’ve had sex with my sister, for Gods sake!”

“You weren’t a girl then.”

“So what? You think it wasn’t kind of weird for me? Whenever you were banging Karen you just forgot all about me entirely.”

“That happens when guys start going out with someone. They don’t have time for their guy friends at the moment. Now you’re the one who sounds like a jealous girlfriend.”

“I was jealous, Josh. I mean obviously not physically, since I wasn’t a girl then, but I always cherished our friendship and our time together so much. It was hard to deal with the idea that you’d rather be with my sister than me.”

“But that was totally different. Your sister and I could do...stuff...that you and I couldn’t do.”

It was probably silly of me to drag my sister into this because I knew that Josh was right about that. Of course he’d rather be banging my hot sister than hanging around with some tag-along punk kid. I couldn’t blame him for that. The funny thing was now that I was female I did feel some physical jealousy towards the fact that he had slept with Karen. I guess I just didn’t like the idea that I might have to compete with my sister for the affections of a man we were obviously both attracted to.

By this time I was crying and it flustered Josh again so he put his arms around me and tried to calm me down.

“Look baby, what is it that you want?” he asked very sweetly.

“I want you to want me more than Angie, or my sister, or any other woman,” I replied through my tears.

“Wow,” Josh said softly before sitting for a long time in complete silence.

“Look, I should probably just go,” I said, breaking the awkward silence. “I’m just a silly girl with a lot of foolish romantic notions and I’m messing up our friendship.”

“No, don’t go baby. I want you here,” Josh replied, gently but firmly keeping me from getting up from his side.

“Really?” I asked hopefully.

“Of course really. You just kind of threw me for a loop there. I mean I knew you liked the sex, but I had no idea that you had deeper feelings for me.”

“How could I not? You know how much I’ve always looked up to you. You’ve always been my idol. And now that you toss the great sex in there how could I not fall in love with you?” I said.

“I guess I figured since you were only a woman part-time you wouldn’t fall in love with any guy. Sex is one thing, but that’s just fun. Falling in love with a man, when you’re actually a man underneath it all, seems a lot more complicated,” said Josh.

“It is complicated...and it’s dumb,” I whined.

“No, it’s not dumb, don’t say that. I think it’s sweet. And I’m flattered that you would think so highly of me.”

“You are?”

“Of course I am. You’re an adorable, wonderful, sexy, girl...when you’re a girl. I’d be crazy not to want to have you as a girlfriend.”

“What about Angie?” I asked.

“You blow Angie out of the water, honey. We can just forget about all of that and concentrate on each other, but I don’t know exactly how that would work,” said Josh.

“I don’t either, but I know I’d sure try to be a good girlfriend and make you happy.”

“That sounds like a good start, baby.”

Josh kissed me and all of my anger and frustration just flew out the window. I couldn’t really expect him to express his undying love for me, having never even given the idea any consideration, but he thought I was adorable and wonderful and sexy, and he was holding me tight and our lips were together. I would have fucked a hundred guys to make him jealous enough to want me over other women, since he was the only man I really wanted to fuck.


CHAPTER 17:

We had undressed very slowly in stages instead of frantically tearing at each other’s clothes and I kind of enjoyed savoring the experience of exposing bits and pieces here and there, kissing and caressing each newly uncovered area. Women are naturally pretty and sensual with their soft skin and curvy frame, but a man with six-pack abs and nicely toned chest and arm muscles is a sight to behold. I thought that Josh would have looked great as one of those ancient warriors who fought bare-chested with just a helmet and a shield. I suppose the fact that he used to throw javelin back on the track team in high school probably put that idea in my head. He looked good then too in shorts and a tank top but if I had any sexual thoughts in that regard then I certainly repressed them. Now I was free to marvel at and enjoy every bit of his manly physique.

I really liked having my boobs touched, I suppose partly because it felt good, and partly because I was so happy to have boobs. They take some getting used to, I have to say, but once you do they’re a thing of wonder and beauty. Nothing so instantly identifies you as female as a nice rack. I loved the way they made my clothes look, and when they were naked they were just so in your face. Well, actually they were in Josh’s face at the moment, but I could still see them quite clearly if I glanced down.

Having sex when you’re partially dressed is hot, but being totally nude with your lover is also pretty special. We’re raised to think that nudity is some kind of horrible sinful thing but it’s actually the most natural thing in the world. Even people promoting “body positivity” are supposed to keep themselves covered up, as if the sight of a bare ass was going to corrupt whole generations of young people or something. Consequently the chances to be naked with someone else are often pretty limited so it was nice to have a legitimate excuse to be in the buff.

Finally, after so much exquisitely agonizing foreplay, I couldn’t stand it anymore and climbed on top of his gorgeous staff. Lowering myself down slowly I tried to appreciate every inch of his hardness as my wet pussy enveloped it like a cocoon. It felt like heaven to me, with my lover deeply buried within my own body, as I began to move myself up and down on his pole.

“Oh, yes...I love feeling you inside me,” I moaned softly.

“Can’t think of anyplace I’d rather be,” Josh quipped in return.

I hoped that was true, but I also figured that he’d feel that way if he was fucking Angie right now, or my sister, or any other woman he deemed worthy to share his bed. He was a horny man aching to get his rocks off and I was a horny girl anxious to let him. I wondered whether it meant any more than that to him, or whether it ever would, but I wasn’t going to let that spoil my enjoyment. The man I loved had his cock in my pussy and I was happily riding him faster and faster. His true feelings would manifest themselves over time I figured. For the here and now it was enough that he was making me cum already.

“I wish you could see the expression on your face right now,” Josh commented with a grin.

“Why? Do I look weird or something?”

“Not at all. You look like you’re in total bliss, like you’re having a religious experience.”

“Oh, I am. I’m in total bliss and I’m worshiping in the Church of Josh’s Cock,” I replied.

“I didn’t know there was such a thing,” Josh said with a laugh.

“Oh, yes. There’s quite a large congregation. Too large for my taste, but understandable. It’s a very enjoyable church to belong to.”

Suddenly Josh flipped us over very neatly so that I was on my back and he was on top of me. It was so skillfully done that I figured he must have had a lot of practice doing it, but I tried not to let that bother me.

“Look, baby, don’t worry about all those other girls. There’s something special between us and we’ll just have to see where it goes. If it’s meant to be then it’ll all work out somehow,” said Josh, very reassuringly.

“I hope so, because I’ve got a pretty serious crush on you.”

Could this crazy thing actually be “meant to be” in some way? Was there a divine power looking over me, giving me the womanhood I never knew that I craved and putting me in the arms of a man I thought I could love until I died? I knew it wasn’t just the sex. It was awesome having a cock in my pussy but I loved having Josh’s cock in my pussy. But I knew I could be a very jealous bitch too and wasn’t anxious to share that cock with anyone else. It was probably insane to try and tie a guy like Josh down, especially when I was only female when the opportunity presented itself. Still it was a wonderful dream. I could picture myself being his girlfriend, maybe moving in with him and taking care of him, and possibly even becoming his wife someday. The image of me in wedding dress suddenly flashed before my eyes and it almost made me cum again.

I figured that I’d get married someday, because it was something that most people tended to do, but I’d never given it much thought. I’d certainly never given any thought to what it might be like to be someone’s wife. Obviously there was a lot more to it than just sharing a man’s bed. I wondered what kind of a wife Josh would be looking for if he ever decided to settle down. Would he expect me to do a lot of domestic chores, like cooking and cleaning and grocery shopping? That didn’t sound so bad, but I was in college and planning a career of my own. I could probably be both a career woman and a housewife, like millions of other women these days.

Learning to cook might be fun. I knew all of Josh’s favorite foods by this time and it would be a kick to make dinner for him, especially if I got good at it. That was something that might set me apart from the other bitches vying for his affection. And it would probably save us some money too, and be very pleasant to share some home-cooked meals instead of always eating take out or microwave stuff. I resolved right there and then to start learning how to cook. It wouldn’t be a bad skill for a bachelor to know anyway.

Josh may have had issues where fidelity was concerned but I knew that fundamentally he was a good man and worthy of my love. He could be very kind and considerate and that had been especially on display when we were together as a male/female couple. It really felt like our friendship could be a terrific foundation on which to build a lasting romantic relationship.

But like I said, that was probably all just a dream and a fantasy. It was very easy to let my mind drift into such thoughts when I was lying on my back with Josh’s cock inside me as I gazed up into his eyes and felt so wonderfully feminine. That feeling was even more intense as Josh began to ejaculate his sperm into me and I had crazy thoughts of bearing his children someday.

Then reality slowly sunk back in and I realized that I was just a convenient piece of ass who lived as a man most of the week and only got to enjoy these experiences whenever I took a pill from a bottle. And that was okay too because I was Josh’s piece of ass and as much as I would have loved to have been more I was happy to take whatever I could get.


CHAPTER 18:

“Now don’t get your hopes up too high,” I cautioned as I set the plate down in front of Josh. “I’ve been studying and practicing but I’ve still got a lot to learn.”

Things had been going pretty great between us for the past month or so. We hadn’t made any rules or commitments but we had stopped chasing after Angie and every Friday after school I took a pill and spent the weekend with Josh. Tonight we had stayed in instead of going to a restaurant and I had cooked dinner. Maybe it sounds sexist to say it but I felt very feminine fussing around the kitchen while my man waited for me to put food on the table.

“Be honest. The only way I’m going to improve is with constructive criticism,” I added, hoping that he wouldn’t be too critical.

“This is fantastic!” Josh exclaimed after taking a couple of bites from his plate.

“I said be honest.”

“I am being honest. I had no idea you were such a good cook.”

“Thank you, but let’s not go overboard. I’m still just a beginner,” I reminded him.

“Yeah, but I think it’s like sex. Even when you were a beginner you learned so fast and had so much natural talent that you were great right from the start.”

“Now you’re making me blush,” I said, which I think was actually true.

“You’re just the complete package, aren’t you? You’re smart and beautiful and the most giving lover I’ve ever been with plus you like video games and you can cook. You’re the kind of girl I can have a beer with and watch the game or enjoy a romantic dinner with over a bottle of wine.”

When he spelled it out like that I did sound like a pretty good catch. I still had some typically masculine interests but I had embraced my feminine side so enthusiastically that nobody would think of me as “butch” or “unladylike” in any way. And I was a quick learner, although I did put a lot of effort into whatever I was trying to learn.

A lot of being a woman did seem to come natural to me, as if that potential had always been there locked up and just waiting to be released. I didn’t really care anymore if that made me seem gay or effeminate. Obviously anyone who saw all the bookmarks on my computer for bridal websites and other women’s web pages, along with the ever growing wardrobe of female attire jamming my closet, would have reason to suspect that I was not 100% heterosexual male. I had no idea what I was really, but I knew that I wanted to be a woman as much as possible.

Unless there were other commitments I tended to spend my entire weekend at Josh’s place, and felt very proud of the fact that I had a toothbrush there and that he had made room for me in the bathroom cabinets for some of my cosmetics and feminine hygiene crap. I’d never seen him do that with any other woman so that made me feel kind of special.

I had a sort of a uniform I liked to wear around the apartment which consisted of a little G-string thong and a very short tank top that barely covered my tits. Of course I didn’t wear a bra with it so my nipples were usually quite clearly defined. I would prance around the place claiming that I was just wearing something comfortable but knowing full well that I was driving Josh nuts the whole time. He just couldn’t seem to keep his hands off me when I was dressed like that, and I was happy to let him, although sometimes I offered a little mock protest that he was keeping me from doing something or that he was a lecherous pervert, but we both know it was all just a game.

Sometimes he’d brush my tiny panties aside and finger me for a while, and sometimes he’d pull up my top and give my boobs a good going over. Occasionally he did both at the same time. Once in a while, if he got too aroused, he’d just bend me over or plunk me down on a table or something and fuck the hell out of me. Naturally I would also provide the spontaneous BJ throughout the day just to keep things fair and even.

It was crazy how happy I was and how much I looked forward to each weekend. We got along great, as we had always done before, only now there were a lot of orgasms involved. I mean a lot of orgasms. I had read that some women had a hard time climaxing, or they could only do it if they got a certain kind of stimulus, but I seemed to cum quite easily and often. And Josh was just a cum machine, pumping out the rich thick nectar with incredible frequency and volume.

As a somewhat interesting aside I noticed that his taste could vary depending on his diet so when I cooked for him I was also flavoring my own desert because I swallowed a ton of that man’s jizz, which I did quite proudly and happily.

My secret weekend romance seemed to be sailing along quite smoothly until I found out that my sister had discovered my stash of female doodads and was pressing me for some answers that might make my weekends not so secret anymore.


CHAPTER 19:

“Fuck, I had no idea you were transgender,” said Karen after I finally confessed all.

“Neither did I, or do I, or something. I guess that’s what I am. When I’m a man I feel like a man and when I’m a woman I feel like a woman, so what does that make me, aside from confused and probably messed up?” I replied.

“Well I assume you really enjoy being a woman, because you choose to be that whenever you can, whereas you’re a man because you were born that way. Somehow I’m guessing that even when you’re a man you’re kind of looking forward to your next chance to be female.”

“Yeah, that’s certainly true,” I admitted.

“Would you like to be female right now?”

“What do you mean?”

“Well it might be fun to see you as a girl,” Karen suggested. “I’ve never had a sister before. It would give us a chance to bond.”

There was no point in feigning resistance now so I just popped a pill and became Jenny. Karen seemed surprised but delighted by my transformation.

“Say, you’re a real chip off the old block, aren’t you? You’re pretty darn cute, sis,” said Karen with a grin. “No wonder you like being a girl so much. I’ll bet you get a lot of attention.”

“Yeah, that’s true actually, but I’m really only interested in the attention of one guy,” I told her.

“You and Josh? That makes sense. You’ve been friends forever. Probably nicer being fuck buddies too.”

“It’s more than that though...I’m really in love with him.”

“Oh...ah...congratulations?”

“I know it’s crazy but I can’t help the way I feel. I know he cares for me too and we spend every weekend together at his place. Sometimes we go out and sometimes we just hang around his pad. I’m even learning to cook. It’s all very domestic,” I said with a laugh.

“My goodness, that sounds kind of serious,” said Karen. “I can certainly see the appeal. Josh is obviously a very attractive man, and you’ve had a close relationship with him since childhood. If you could ever get him to stop screwing around, or you don’t mind that, I’m sure he’d be a heck of a catch.”

“It feels kind of weird knowing that we’ve both...you know...”

“Sucked his big hard cock?”

“I was going to say dated him, but your way is probably more of what I was thinking,” I said with a grin.

“Look, I have a thing for jocks and bad boys and muscle men in general but those never seem to be relationships as much as flings. I imagine that when I get married it’ll be to someone I have a little more in common with and that I feel comfortable trying to build a home and share a life with. Sometimes you know a guy is going to be trouble but the primal instinct is too strong to resist,” said Karen.

“Yeah, I did always kind of wonder why you went out with guys like Josh who didn’t seem to me like they’d be your type. Now I understand completely.”

“Well just be careful with Josh. You know he has kind of a reputation of being a heart breaker, although it sounds like maybe you’re the woman to tame him if you’ve really been spending all that much time together in domestic bliss. With your figure I think you’ll look quite stunning in a wedding dress,” Karen teased.

“Oh, God...I’ve actually thought about that more than I’d like to admit,” I confessed. “But it’s all pointless. Nobody’s going to marry someone who’s only a woman on the weekends.”

“So what’s stopping you from being a woman as much as you want?” asked Karen.

“What, you mean like just stay female forever?”

“Well you’ve had kind of a unique chance to test drive both models. If you prefer the newer one why not go with that?”

Karen had dropped a bomb in my lap because I had never really seriously considered that possibility, in part because I was afraid of the reaction I would get from my family and the very public admission that I was not the person everyone thought I was. But Karen took it in stride so maybe the rest of my family wouldn’t be too freaked out either, and as I said before I really didn’t care that much what the world thought of my sexuality. Finding out that some guy you knew liked to suck cock wasn’t like discovering that your neighbor was an axe murder. Maybe I was so comfortable being Jenny because that was really me inside all along.

I wondered how Josh would react to the idea of me being female all the time. Would he be overjoyed that I could actually be his woman and mate, or would it ruin everything? We were just kind of playing house at the moment, going at it like it was game. I put on an apron and cooked dinner, and I generally tried to keep his apartment tidy, and at night I would slip into some kind of sexy negligee and we’d go to bed together like a honeymoon couple. But then I was gone much of the week and he had his space and his freedom. And as long as he thought that I would always turn back into a man when the weekend was done there was no pressure to make any sort of a real commitment.

Karen suggested that we should go do lunch and have some sister time together and I was happy to oblige, even if it meant using a pill for a fairly short afternoon where I didn’t have a heavy class schedule. She did offer me a few pointers at the start, which I appreciated, but I think she was a little surprised at how naturally feminine I seemed. By this point my way of speaking and my body language was quite suitably female. She even praised my fashion choices, which really pleased me. Suddenly having an older sister seemed like a dream come true, even if it was hard for me to forget that she had fucked the man I love.

“So do you think you’d make the change even if Josh doesn’t fall at your feet and pop the question?” asked Karen.

“I don’t know. I think so. I mean, I hope so. I hope I wouldn’t make such a big decision based entirely on whether one guy wanted to marry me, although that is a definite motivator,” I replied.

“That’s smart, because you need to do what’s right for you in the long run. Guys can come and go, even ones you think you can’t live without, but you’ll want to be secure in your womanhood if you’re really going to make it official.”

That sounded like very good advice. Of course I always had the escape valve of being able to take a pill again and return to being male, but I didn’t really want to be that fluid with my gender if I decided to tell everybody that I was transitioning and changed all my documents and so on. It seemed like it should be a decision that I was comfortable with come what may.

Still there was the Josh factor to consider. I didn’t want to scare him off and ruin the wonderful little fantasy world we had going but at some point I was going to have to bring the subject up. Or so I thought.


CHAPTER 20:

“You know I was thinking...this is such a cozy arrangement we have going on that it would be really great if we could do it more often...like maybe all the time,” Josh said a little nervously.

“You mean you want me to stay a girl and move in with you?” I asked, feeling my heart starting to pound.

“Well, yeah. If that was something you weren’t too uncomfortable with. I mean I totally understand if you’d rather just keep things the way they are but this time we’ve spent together had really been eye-opening for me. I never knew I could be so happy just being with one woman but you’re not like any other woman I’ve ever known.”

“That’s true. Most of them probably don’t go home after blowing you and turn into men,” I joked.

“Well, maybe it is the fact that you know what it is to be a man that makes you such a perfect woman. Or maybe it’s the fact that we’ve been friends so long we understand each other, but whatever the reason I can’t imagine finding someone I’d rather be with than you. I love you so much Jenny.”

That was the trigger. The tears started flowing and rushed into his arms. I hugged him so tightly that I was afraid I would suffocate him but I don’t think I had the arm strength for that.

“Josh darling, you know I love you so much and I would do anything to be with you, even give up my manhood if that’s what you wanted,” I sobbed. “It’s what I was hoping you’d say but I hadn’t worked up the nerve to ask you.”

We didn’t fuck right away, which was kind of surprising considering how much fucking we usually did and the fact that this was kind of a big moment for both of us, but I was perfectly happy to wait until bedtime because I had just bought a very sexy new nightgown and this was the perfect time to show it off.

For the first time I started to feel like my fantasy might actually be coming true. Josh hadn’t proposed to me yet, or even officially asked me to move in with him, but I was pretty sure that living together was what he had in mind. I felt very wife-like as I strutted around the room for his viewing pleasure before climbing into bed next to him. My fancy lingerie didn’t usually stay on my body for too long but it was always a good way to warm up my man.

He was my man now. And I was his woman. I tried to let that sink in but it was too much to totally grasp in the heat of the moment. All of this coming together so quickly simply because my sister discovered my secret and made the bold but obvious suggestion that I had simply avoided even thinking about.

Apparently my outfit had done the trick rather well because Josh didn’t even bother taking it off me. He simply pulled up the skirt part and pulled down the top and a moment later his cock was inside me and his lips were on my nipples. I wrapped my legs tightly around his back and urged him to plunge deeper and deeper with each stroke.

Soon we were in a perfect rhythm, like a rowing team in a competition, each of us moving as one. I wondered whether I could get pregnant if I stayed on this pill all the time. It was something I was going to need to look into. Motherhood sounded wonderful, but not until I had graduated from college at least. Even so the thought that Josh and I might make a baby someday filled me with a warmth that really surprised me.

Then things got steamier and I stopped feeling wifely and motherly and more like a sex starved cock addict as a huge orgasm slammed through my body from head to toe. I cried out and clutched at Josh’s hair and said a lot of very dirty things that I think he enjoyed hearing because he unloaded inside me shortly thereafter and we collapsed together in a heavy breathing pile of limbs.

It seemed like the first night of the rest of my life, even though I wasn’t going to make the change permanent right away in order to get all my ducks in a row first. In my heart I knew there was no turning back and that no matter what body I was inhabiting at the moment my soul was going to remain female.

Looking back I was glad that Josh and I were such good, if somewhat unlikely friends, because without his nutty scheme to make his ex-girlfriend jealous I would never have discovered what it was to be a woman, and because I owed him a lot of favors I really couldn’t say no, even though it seemed horrifying to accept at the time. They say a friend in need is a friend indeed, and I always wanted to be the kind of friend who would be there for Josh no matter what he needed, and now I was being rewarded by getting to share my bed and my future life with the man I always loved, but could never be as close to as I wanted until I came to his aid and helped him with one of the biggest favors you could ask of someone. So if a friend of yours ever asks you to do something crazy for them consider the possibility that it could end up making you the real beneficiary of the favor.


AUTHOR’S NOTES:

This story literally began simply because the expression “a friend in need is a friend indeed” popped into my head. It made me start thinking about friends who had really come through for me in tough times and vice versa. As you got through life you find out which friends will help you move a piano up a flight of stairs, or pick you up at the airport when your flight arrives at 4 AM. I’ve always had the reputation of being the one my friends call if they need to be bailed out of jail. (Not that my friends are particularly criminal in nature but I’ve gotten that call a few times over various petty infractions that landed my pals in the slammer.)

Robert and Josh obviously have the kind of relationship where they’d do just about anything for each other and that’s what got me on the track of a story. What would happen if a straight guy asked his straight buddy to take a pill and become a woman in order to make another woman jealous? It seemed feasible to me that a guy might agree to that, as uncomfortable as it seemed, out of loyalty to his friend, but of course that would open a whole can of worms since that incredibly close friendship would take on a whole new dynamic if sparks started flying between them sexually.

I always enjoy the theme of best friends becoming lovers once a gender switch is involved because I think it would be very likely to happen a lot if temporary gender changing options were available. Suddenly that friendly closeness could be expressed in physical ways, and who would you rather fuck than your best friend? Anyway, I like to think that guys who were suddenly freed from all the guilt of being attracted to another man would suck their buddy’s cocks if they had a chance to be a girl. But then again I just really like thinking about sucking cocks in general.
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I usually have a link here for my videos but I’m afraid Porn Hub changed their policies and made it much harder for users to upload content and took a ton of existing videos down so at the moment I don’t have a regular location for my 3D videos. Watch this spot for future developments.
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